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4 A vets 0 To the Moſt NosBLE 1 85 
The MARQUIS of KENT, 
Lord Chamberlain of Her Majeſty's Houſhold, Sc. 


HE utmoſt Succeſs I ever propos'd from this Play, was, 
chat it might reach the Taſte of a few good Judges, and 
from thence plead a ſort of Title to your Lordſhip's Pro- 
' tection: And, if the moſt juſt, and candid Criticks are not 
the greateſt Flatterers, I have not fail'd in my Propoſal. As for 
thoſe Gentlemen, that thruſt themſelves forward upon the Stage, be- 
fore a crowded Audience, as if they reſoly'd to play themſelves, 
and fave the Actor the Trouble of preſenting them; they indeed, 
as they are above Inſtruction, ſo they ſcorn to be diverted by it, and 
will as ſoon allow me a good Voice, as a Genius. I did not intend 
it ſhow'd entertain any, that never come with a Deſign to fit out a 
Play; and therefore, without being much mortified, am content 
ſuch Perſons ſhou'd diſlike it. If I would have been leſs inſtructive, 
I might cafily have had a louder, tho' not a more valuable A p- 
plauſe, But I ſhall always prefer a fixt, and general Attention be- 
fore the noiſy Roars of the Gallery. A Play, without a juſt Mo- 
ral, is a poor and trivial Undertaking ; and 'tis from the Succeſs 
of ſuch Pieces, that Mr. Collier was furniſh'd with an Advantageous 
Pretence of laying his unmerciful Axe to the Root of the Stage. 
Gaming is a Vice, that has undone more innocent Principles, than 
any one Folly that's in Faſhion; therefore I choſe to expoſe it to 

the Fair Sex in its moſt hideous Form, by reducing a Woman of 
Honour to ſtand the preſumptuous Addreſſes of a Man, whom neither 
her Virtue or Inclination wou d let her have the leaſt Taſte to: 
Now tis not impoſſible but ſome Man of Fortune, who has a hand- 
ſome Lady, and a great deal of Money to throw away, may from 
this ſtartling hint think it worth his while to find his Wife ſome 
1 — * 1 leſs 


EPISTLE DEDICATORYT., © 
leſs hazardous Diverſion, If that ſhould ever happen, my End of 
writing this Play is anſwer'd; and if it may boaſt of any Favours 
from the Town, I now muſt own they are entirely owing to your 
Lordſhip's Protection of the Theatre. For, without a Union of 
the beſt Actors, it muſt have been impoſſible for it to have receivd 
a tolerable Juſtice in the Performance. 


www * — 


The Stage has for many Years, till late, groan'd under the grea- 
teſt Diſcouragements; which have been very much, if not wholly 
_ owing to the Miſmanagement or Avarice of thoſe that have aukward- 
ly govern'd it. Great Sams have been ventur'd upon empty Pro- 
jects, and Hopes of immoderate Gains; and when thoſe Hopes 
have fail'd, the Loſs has been tyrannically deducted out of the A- 
ctors Sallery. And if your Lordſhip had not redeem'd 'em, they 
were very near being wholly laid aſide, or at leaſt, the Uſe of their 
Labour was to be ſwallow'd up, in the pretended Merit of Singing 
and Dancing. I don't offer this as a Reflexion upon Muſick, (for 
I allow and feel its Charms) but it has been the Misfortune of Thar, 
as well as Poetry, to have been roo long in the Hands of thoſe, 
whoſe Taſte and Fancy are utterly inſenſible of their Uſe and Pow- 
er. And tho your Lordſhip foreſaw, and Experience tells ns, that 
both Diverſions would be better encourag'd under their ſeparate En- 
deavours, yet this was a Scheme, that cou'd never be beat into the 
' impenetrable Heads of thoſe that might have honeſtly paid the La- 
bourer their Hire, and put the Profits of both into their own 
Pockets. Nay, even the Opera, tho' the Town has neither grudg'd 
it Pay nor Equipage, from either the Wilfulneſs or Ignorance of 
the ſame General, we ſee, was not able to take the Field till De- 
cember, .© * = 

My Lord, there is nothing Difficult to a Body of Eugliſb Peo- 
ple, when they are unanimous, and well commanded: And tho 
your Lordſhip's Tenderneſs of oppreſſing is ſo very juſt, that you have 
rather ſtay'd to convince a Man of your good Intentions to him, 
than to do him ev'n a Service againſt his Will : Yet ſince your 
Lordſhip has ſo happily begun the Eſtabliſhment of the ſeparate 
Diverſions, we live in Hope, that the ſame Juſtice and Reſolution 
will {till perſuade you to go as ſucceſsfully through with it. E 
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7 EPISTLE/DEDICATORT. © 
But While any Man is ſuffer d to confoun e Induſtry and Uſe 
of 'em, by acting publickly, in Oppoſition to your Lordſhip's equal 
Intentions, under a falſe and intricate Pretence of not being able to = 
comply with em; the Town is likely to be more entertain'd with 
the private Difſentions, than the publick Performance of either, 
and the Actors in a perpetual Fear and Neceſſity of petitioning your 
Lordſhip every Seaſon for new Relief. e eder 
' o ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd is the firſt Mark of Greatneſs, and your 
Lordſhip is eminently diſtinguiſh'd for a Virtue that certainly claims 
the next place to it. The diſintereſted Choice and Manner of 
your Lordſhip's diſpoſing Places in your Gift, are Proofs that you 
always have the Claims of Merit under your firſt and tendereſt Con- 
ſideration. And from the Aſſurance of this Thought, my Lord, 
the Stage, the Poets, and the Players, lay their Cauſe, their Hopes, 
and utmoſt Expectations at Your Lordſhip's Feet for Support and Pro- 
tection. I am, . 8 | HASH . 1 
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Your Lordſbip's moſt Humble, 


aud moſt Obedient Servant, 
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Colley Cibber. 
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4 5. Plays are but. the Mirrours of . our W AB 
Ad ſoon, or late Mankind are chain d to Wi wes; | 
Since thoſe diſſabveleſs Ferters tao, muſt be | 
Our greateſt Happineſs, or Miſery ; ? 
What Subject ought, in Reaſon, more to pleaſe: ye, 
Than an a to make thoſe Chains ſit eaſy: 1 
Tho in the Nooſe % mw Souls ſeem curſt, 
Pray who's in Fault? For when youve ſaid your —Y 
You all Did feel its Happineſi— at firſt. 
Therefore our Author drew you once the Life 
Of Careleſs Huſband, and Enduring Wife, 
Who by her Patience (the much out 2 Faſhion) 
Retriev'd, at laſt, her Wanderer's Iuclination. 
Yet ſome there are, who ſtill arraign the Play, 
At her tame Temper Shock'd, as who ſhould ſay 
The Price, for a dull Husband, was too much to pay. 
Had he been firangled ſleeping, Who ſhou'd hurt ye? 
When fo proved. Revenge hdd been a Virine. 
ell iben— 10 do his former Moral Right, 
Or ſet ſuch Meaſures mr a fairer Light, 
He eres you now a Wife, he's fue in Faſhion, 
Whoſe Wrongs uſe modern Means for Reparation. 
Mo Fool, that will her Liſe im Suffermgs waſte, 
But furions, prove, and mſolently chafie 
Who more in Honour jealous, than in Love, 
 Reſolves Reſentment ſhall her Wrongs remove : 
Not to be cheated with his civil Face, als 
But ſcorns his Falſhood, and to prove him baſe, 
Mobbd up in Hack triumphant doggs him to the Place. 
Theſe modiſh Meaſures, zue preſume, youll own, 
Are oft what Miues of Gallantry have done; + 
But if ther Conſequence ſhows meet the Cruſe 
Of making a provokd ver 70 W 
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Lord ronglove, 1 8 | 
. 5 Lord George Brillant, | 
a Sir Friendly Moral, 85 a 
e 
5 Lady Mronglove, =d 6 * 8 8255 | 
Lady Gentle, 1 0 | N | ? 
| Mrs. Congueſt, „ 4 Sa 
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Keene. 
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Mrs. Barry. 


Mrs. Rogers. 
Mrs. Oldfield, 


Mrs. Croſs. 
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LADY's Laſt STAKE, 
V TL | 
WIFEs RESENTMENT. 


+ & 
8 C EN E, Lord Wronglove s Apartment. 


Lord Wron glove alone, wi mg. 


Y Wife — as abundance of other Men of Qua- | 
liry's Wives are is a miſerable Woman: 
Aſk her the Reaſon, ſhe'll tell you Huſ- 
band, aſk me: I ſay, Wife all's entirely owing to her own 
Temper. ITE 8 


Ld. Wrong. N 
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Unter Mrs. Hartſhorn. | 
Mrs. Hari My Lady deſires to know if your Locle n 
to ſpear her the ers this Morning? 
Ld. Wrong. Hah! That's as much as to ſay, I have a mind to 
gueſs when, and how you go out this Morning. [A/ide.} Well, the 
Chariot is at her Service. Exit. Hartſ.] This continual Jealouſie is 
inſupportable What's to be done with her? What's her Com- 
plaint? Who's the Aggreſſor? Pl e'en refer the matter fairly to 
my own Conſcience, and if the caſts me there, Ill do her Ju- 
ſtice; if not, tho' the Coſt were ten times hers, Tl make my ſelf 
eaſy, for the reſt of my Life. Let me ſee, as to 155 Fact 
m charg'd with, viz, That I have felonioully embezzled my In- 
Vo 1 6 | B dlinations 
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2 _ | The Lavrs Laer Sraxnt Or,, 
clinations among the rough and ſmooth Converſation of ſeveral 
1 undaunted Gentlewomen, and fo forth. That, I think, ſince 
it mult be prov'd againſt me, I had beſt plead guilty to. Be it 
ſo. Very well!-——A terrible Charge indeed: And now—— — 

2 8 Enter Bruſh. | LS, 

Bruſh. My Lady deſires to know if your Lordſhip pleaſes to dine 
at home to Day? TOTS 4 8 a 

Ld. Wrong. Right! Another gentle Enquiry. [de.] Why tell 
her tis impoſſible to gueſs, but her Ladyſhip may do as ſhe plea- 
fes. [Exit Bruſh.) But to: go on, Nov let's hear the Defen- 
dant, and then proceed to judgment and Damages. Well! the 
= > Defendant ſays, hat tis true he was in love with Madam ap to 
q her proud Heart's Wiſhes, but hop'd that Marriage was his End of 
1 | of Servitude, that then her wiſe Reſerve, her Pride, and other fine 

Lady's Airs wou'd be all laid aſide. —No,—her Ladyſhip was ſtill the 
ſame unconquer'd Heroine : If being endur'd cou'd give me Hap- 

pineſs, twas mine; if not, ſhe knew her ſelf, and ſhow'd not bend 

below het Sexes Value I bore this long, then urg'd her Duty; that 

this Reſerve of Humour was inconſiſtent with her being a Friend, a 

Wife, or a Companion. — She ſaid *twas Nature's Fault, and I but 

talk'd in vain, —— Upon this I found my Patience began to have 

enough on't; fo I &en made her invincibleſhip a low Bow, and told 
her, I wou'd diſpoſe of my time in Pleaſures, which were a little 
more comeatable; which Pleaſures I have found, and ſhe-—has. 
found out, but truly ſhe won't bear it: And tho? ſhe ſcorn'd to love, 
ſhe'll condeſcend to hate; ſhe'll have Redrefs, Revenge, and Re- 
paration ; fo that if I have a mind to be Eaſie at home, I need but 
rremble at her Anger, down on my Knees, confeſs, beg Pardon, 
promife Amendment, keep my Word, and the Bus'neſs is done. 

Now venerable, human Conſcience, ſpeak, muſt I do this only. 

to purchaſe what the Greatneſs of her Soul has taught me to be in- 

different to? Am I bound to faſt, becauſe her Ladyſhip has no Ap- 
petite? Shall Threats. and Brow- beatings fright me into Juſtice, 
where my own Will's a Law?— No, no, no, poſitively no: fm 

Lord of my own Heart ſure, and whoever thinks to enter at my. 

Humour {hall ſpeak me very fair. Moſt generous Conſcience, I. 
give you Thanks for this. Deliverance! And.fince I'm poſitive, TV 
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"the WiIri's RZSEZUTTNMEKr. 3 
little Nature on my ſide too, Madam may now go on with her no · 
ble — as ſhe pleaſes, 
Enter Bruſh. 8 0 

Bruſh. Lord es Brilliant gives his Service, and if your 1 
| ſhip! s at Leiſure hell wait upon you. 

Ld. Wrong. Give my Service, "wT I ſhall be glad to ſee him. 


| 3 Bruſh. 

D'ye hear! Bruſh. / 2 returns. 

Bruſh. My Lord! 

Ld. Wrong. Is the Footman come back yet ? 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he call'd at he's, but there $ no Let- 

ter for your Lordſhip. 

- "Lie Wrong. Very well. | IeExit Bruſh. 

I can't imagine the meaning of it, —Sure I havn't play d with this 

Baby-fac'd Girl *till Pm in love with her ; and yet her diſappointing 

me Yeſterday does not flip ſo eaſily through. .my Memory, as things 

of this gentle Nature us'd to do.——A very Phlegmatick Symptome 

—And yet, if ſhe had come, tis ten to one, the greateſt Relief 

ſhe cou'd have given me, wou'd have been a fair Excuſe to get rid 

of her, Hum! ay, ay, all's ſafe. She has only ſtirr'd my Pride 

I find, my Heart's as ſound as my Conſtitution, —and yet her not 

coming, nor ercuſing it; puzzles me. 

Enter Bruſh. 

Bruſb. A Letter for your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Wrong. Who brought it. 

Bruſh. Snug the Chair- man. 

Ld. ro.” O! *tis right, now we : ſhall be let into the Secret, 

(Reads.) 

Won't beg your Pardon for not coming Yeſterday, becauſe it was 

not my Fault, but indeed Fm forry I could not. 

Kind Fa Sem tho” tis poſſible the + may lye too. 

To be ſhort, old Teizer ſmoaks the Buſineſs, poſs——— 

By her Stile, the Child ſeems to have a great Genius for Iniquity : 

Bur who the Duce is old Teizer? Ol] that muſt be her Unkle Sir 

Friendly Moral Smoaks the Buſineſs, poſs! Very well. 

For he watch'd me all Day, as if he had been in love with me 

ae. But you may depend upon me this Afternoon, about five 
. 5 at 
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Perſon does not ſpread like her Underſtanding — But ſhe is one of 


leaſt, till the Frailty's thoroughly committed. | Lr. 


without ſome freſh Diſcovery of his Perfidiouſneſs This uſage is 


But ſince his Villanies want the Excuſe of my deſerving them, Ill 


then Revenge em with my Scorn— Hum! what's here, a torn Let- 


to bring any more, he'll have his Limbs broke. 


The Las LAST Stars: *%. 
at- the ſame Place, fill when, dear Diſmal; 0 yi 


[Tears the Letter. 
Well ſaid! 1 gad, this Girl will debauch me! what Pity 'tis, her 


Eve's own Silters, born a Woman: : Bid the Fellow ſtay for an An- 
ſwer. by (Exit Bruſh, 
Enter Mrs. Hartthorn, 1 

Hariſ. My Lady deſires to know, if your * pleaſes to 
drink any Tea? 

Ld. Wrong. [Aſide.] What a Meſs of Impertinence hatt I had 
this Morning: But Fil make my Advantage of this. Pray thank 
your Lady, and tell her I deſire ſhe'll be pleagd to come and drink 
fome* with me. Leit Hartſ.] When a Man has a little private Folly 
upon his Hands, tis Prudent to keep his Wife in good Humour, at 


Enter Lady Wronglove and Bruſn. 
La. Wrong. Where's my Lived, ? 
Bruſh. ] believe he's writing in his Cloſet Mandir; 3 if your La 
dyſhip pleaſes Ill go ſee. 
La. Wrong. No, ſtay —Pll—IFll—wait Wc e 
Bruſh. Jealous by. Jupiter, I muſt look ſharp, I ſee. | ¶ Retires. 
La. Wrong. Writing! then I am confirm'd! Not a Day paſſes 


beyond Patience—Sure Men think, that Wives are Stocks or Stones, 
without all Senſe of Injuries, or only born, and: bound. to. bear em! 


ter him fee I dare reſent 'em, as I ought. I'll prove 'em firſt, and: 


ter! ha! this Hand is new! O] my Patience! ſome freſb, ſome un- 
diſcover'd Slut! Here! Hartſhorn / - 

Ener Hartſhorn. 
Go to the Door this Minute, and tell the impudent Fellow cane 
that my Lord ſays the Letter requires no Anſwer; and if he offers 


Bruſh, [Behind. | Ha! this was a lucky Diſcovery between. my 
Lord, or my Lady, it's hard if I don't mend my Place by it. 


La. W rong. 


be Wins RocenTaant: 4 5 


La. Wrong. It is not yet ſo torn, but I may read it T will coſt 
his Wit ſome Trouble to evade this Proof, Im ſure I'll have i 1 
piec'd, and ſend it him ll let him ſee know dc ſtill 
baſe, a mean——Aub! now he's nauſeous to me. 
| Exit 10 Wrong: 
T4 Nes knrer Lord Wronglove with i a Letter. 

Ld. Wrong. Here, 'give this to the Porter. 

Bruſh. My Lord, the Porter's gone. {7 [Smiliay; 

Ld. ron, Gone! how ſo! What does the Fellow ſnear at? 

Bruſh. My Lord, I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for my Boldneſs, 
but perhaps it may be more uſeful to you than my Silence; | ſaw | 

ſomerhing that happen'd juſt now 

Ld. JYrong. What's the Matter? | 

Bruſh. While your Lordſhip was Wridag bie, my Lady, I 
fancy'd by her Looks, ſuſpected ſomething by Hung's being at the 
Door (for ſhe enquires every Mortal's Buſſneſs that comes to ſpeak 
with your Lordſhip) but here ſhe came, and bid me go out of the 
Room: Upon which I made bold to watch her at the Door, where 
I ſaw her pick up the Pieces of that Letter your Lordſhip tore juſt 
now; and then ſhe flew into a violent Paſſion, and order'd the Por- 
ter to be ſent away without his Anſwer. 

Ld. Wrong. No Matter, you kn6w where to find him? 

Bruſh. Yes, my Lord, he plies at White's. 

Ld. Wrong. Run after him quick, tell him it was a Miſtake and 
that's his Anſwer. [Gives a Letter.) [Exit Bruſh.) Let me * 
I ſhall certainly hear of this Letter from my Wife; and 'tis proba- 
ble her Pride will have as much Pleaſure in Reproaching me, as 
her good Nature wou'd in finding me Innocent I muſt take 
care not to let her grow upon me To bear the open Inſolence 
of a Wife is a Puniſhmcnr, that exceeds both the Crime and the 
Pleaſure of any Favours the Sex can give us But why am I ſo 
apprehenſive of a poor Woman's being out of Humour? My Gra- 
vity for the Matter wou'd be as Ridiculous as her Paſſion— The 
worſt on't is, that in our Matrimonial Squabbles, one ſide's general- 
iy forc'd to make a Confidence with their Servants, I am reduc'd 


now to truſt this Fellow But can make it his Intereſt to be Se- 
cret 


2 


Euter 


Do: 2 — 


K 1 Lare Sub Sen- or. N 
* Saw 1 _ Emer Hartſhor n- with Tea. 1 * | FRY 5 BF 
1 Bari: 1 Here's your Lordſhip's Tea. 810 
Ld. Wrong. Ol thank your Mrs. . your Lady: 
Hariſ. My Lord, ſhe is not very well, and deſir'd me to give 
yout Lordſhip this. [ses a Leiter. 
Ld. Wrong. Soh! Now it n nd ſee— Ha! The Child's 
[| Letter Faith, carefully piec'd together again, how—here's ſome 
_— of her own hand too. e 
| 1 9 1 EEO; ou” Rue: Z 
Omething has happen'd that makes me 1 for Tea, I wowd tell © 
AJ you 9 but that I find 'rrs the * * married ge = 
Bave ſeparate Secrets. | 
Humph! This is ſpeaking pretty la Now if I take no No- 
tice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me in the Houſe with a Dumb, 
Gloomy Inſolence for a Fortnight together Suppoſe I let her 
No — better talk with her The moſt. violent Jealouſie is often 
ſubject to the groſſeſt Credulity— Ell make one Puſh for't however, 
tis certainly more Prudent to come off if I can — Mrs. Hartſhorn, 
pray tell your Lady I muſt needs ſee her, I have ſomething to ſay 
to her that will make her Laugh, chough . was dying of the 
Vapours. ö | 
Har My Lord, Tl tell her: Exit Hlartſ 
Ld. 2 Or ſuppoſe her Jealouſie is too wiſe for my Wit, ſay 
ſhe won't be impos'd upon: At worſt, Pll carry it on with ſuch an 
Exceſs of Aſſurance, that Pll give her the Mortification of think- 
ing, that I betieve [ have deciev'd her: She ſhan't have the Pleaſure 
of knowing ſhe inſults me, Il cruſh the very Hope of her Reſent- 
ment; and by ſeeming always eaſie my ſelf, make her Jealouſie a 
private Plague to her Inſolence! She ſhall never catch me owning 
any thing. Her Pride wou'd have its End indeed, if ſhe cou'd once 
bring me to the humble Shame of Game O ſhe's here! 


Enter Lady Wronglove, very Grave, 
La. Wrong. D'ye want me for any thing? 
Ld. Wrong. Ay Child, fit down, Hariſhorn told me you were not 
well, ſo I had a mind to divert you a little, Such a ridiculous Ad- 


venture ſure— Ha! ha! ha! 
La. Mrong. 


7 


the Wires s ResEpnTMENT. 7 


La. Wrong. I am as well as 1 expect to be, tho peahaps not ſo 
1 e to be diverted. 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! no matter for that, if I dow divert 
you Here take your Diſh Child —Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. 1 ſhan't drink any. 

Ld. Wrong. Hah! ha! ha! Do you know now, „ that | hw what 
* you ſo out of Humour? Ha! ha! 
a. La. Wrong. By my Soul, you've a good Aſſurance. 


Turning away. 
Ld. Wrong. Hal ha! ha! Do you know too, that I am now in- 


| ſulting you with the moſt ridiculous Malice, and on with all the co- 


mical Juſtice in the World; Ha! ha! ha! 
La. Wrong 
never ry any great Genius to Humour; beſides that little I have, 
you know 1 have now Reaſon to be out of And to ſpare you the 
vain Trouble of endeavouring to impoſe upon me, I muſt tell you, 


that this ge" is fit only for the common Wretches you converſe 
with. 


Ld. Wrong 


. By my Soul 1 don't believe the like ever happen'd 


in all the 8 of Humane Life! Such an Incredible, ſuch a 


Romantick Complication of Blunders, that, let me periſh, if I 
think Molier's Cocu Imaginare has half ſo many Turns in it, as you 
ſhall hear Child In the firſt Place, the Porter makes a Blunder 
by miſtaking the Place for the Perſon, and enquires for me, inſtead 


of one at my Houſe ; my Blockhead Bruſh here carries it on, and 


with his own blundering Hand, gives his Miſtreſs's Letter to 
me: No ſooner was that Miſtake ſet to rights, but the Pieces of the 
Letter fall into your Hands, and (as if Fortune refolv'd the Jeſt 


ſhould not be loſt) you really fancy'd it came from a Miſtreſs of 


mine, and ſo by way of Comical Reſentment, fall out of Humour 
with your Tea, and ſend it to me again. Ha, ha, ha. 

La. Mrong. This Evaſion, my Lord, is the worſt Stuff, that ever 
any ſure was made of. | | 

Ld. Wrong. [ Aſide.) Twon't do, I find, but it's no matter, Fll 
20 on, Ha! ha! - ſo upon this, what does me [, but inſtead of 
making you eaſie, let's you go on in the Fancy, till | was thorcugh- 
ly. convinc'd your Safpicion was real, and then comes me about with 
the 


. My Lord, all this is mightily thrown away upon me, 
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the eſt Wee Caraſtrophe, and tells you the whole Truck of 


the matter, Ha, ha, ha. 


La. Wrong. A very "pretty Farce indeed, my Sk hs by the n 
Thinneſs of the lor I ſee) you har yo Hive your ſelf mul trou- 


ble in the Contrivance. 


Ld. Wrong.” No, upon my Sal etwas all ſo dirty in Nature, 


that the leaſt Netion in the World had knockt it all to Pieces. 


La. Wrong. It's very well, my Lord, I am as much diverted with 


ka Entertainment, | ſuppoſe, as you expect I ſhould be. 


Ld. Mrong. Ha, ha, why did I not tell you I ſhou'd divert you : > 
Lai Wrong. You have indeed; my Lord, to aſtoniſhment. Tho 
there's one Part of the Deſign you left out in the Relation, and that 


Vas the Anſwer, that you wrote, (by mistakes I ſappoſe) to your 
Man's Miſtreſs. 


Ld. Wrong. O that! — why that Was that was Fran 49 


the the Anſwer? Ay, ay, the Anſwer was ſent after the Porter, 
| becauſe, you know, if he had gone away without it, *cwas Fifty to 
One the poor Fellow's Miſtreſs wou'd not have been reconcil'd to 
him again this Fortnight- 
coarſe familiar Style the Puſs writes) 


But did you obſerve, Child, what a 


La. Wrong. Coarſeneſs of Style is no proof chat the Puſs might 


not be Miſtreſs to a Man of Quality: And I muſt tell you, my 
Lord, when Men of Quality can kad their Account in engaging 
with Women, whoſe higheſt Modeſty is Impudence,  methinks they 
hom d not avonder if Men of their own Principles, whole 19-5 
is ſo often miſtaken for Wit, ſhould talk therr Wives into the ſame 


Failing. 
Ld. Wrong. Let me die, Child, if you han't a great deal of good 
Senſe.  (Sipping bis Tea.) 


La. Wrong. 'Tis not the firſt time his an affronted Wife has 
convinc'd the World of her Perſonal Merit, to the ſevere Repen- 


tance of her Huſband. 


Ld. Mrong. Abundance of good Senſe. | 
- Enter Bruſh. / 
Bruſh. Lined 8 my Lord. 
Ld: Wrong. Deſire * to walk in 
Child. 


Nay you need not go, 


1 La. Wrong. 


— 


* 
ape — 


Iu 
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La. Wrong g. J am not in an Humour now for Company 
Theres 4 Couple of you. [Exit Lady IP ronglove. 
Id. Wrong. "What Pains this filly Wen takes to weary me, 
always widening the Breach between us, as if *twere her Intereſt to 
have no Hopes of Accommodation; as if ſhe felt no pain in making 
her own Life wretched, fo ſhe cou d but imbitter mine Lt her 
80 on—— Here's one that always ſweetens it. | 
Enter Lord George. 
Ah, my Getrgy / Kik, L213 4 i 
| Ld. Geo. And kiſs, and kiſs again, my Dear—— By Ganymede 
there's Nectar on thy Lips. O the pleaſure of a Friend to tell the 
Joy! O Wronglove / Such 1 7 | 

Ld. Wrong. et. What's the matter ? | 

Ld. Geo. Such ſoft Ideas! —— Such thrilling Thoogh: of a- 
ching Pleaſure! In ſhort, I have too much on't. 

Ld. Wrong. Thou ſtrange Piece of wild Nature! 

Ld. Geo. Death! I tell thee Man, I'm above half Seas over. 

Ld. Wrong. One wou d rather think half the Seas were over you; 
for, in my.Mind, you don't talk like a Man above Water. 

Ld. Geo. Prithee forgive me: How is it — I ſhou' d, when 
all my Faculties are drown'd in Joy? 

Ld. Wrong. Then prithee, my Dear, Gear: about, ſhut down the 
Sluice of your Rapture, before the Nothingneſs of your Words gets 
over the Banks of your Underſtanding. In _ common Senſe 
lets know the Buſineſs. 

Ld. Geo: way the Bulineſs, in one Word 
tell you. 

Ld. Wrong. Impoſſible! — Will you drink any Tea? 

Ld. Geo. Tea! Thou ſoft, thou ſober, ſage, and venerable Li- 
quid, thou innocent Pretence For bringing the Wicked of both Sexes 
together in a Morning; thou Female Tongue-running, Smile- 
ſmoothing, Heart-opening, Wink-tipping Cordial, to whoſe glori- 
ous Inſipidity I owe the happieſt Moment of my Life, ler me fall 
prolire: thus, and i T. SI 1 1. thos adore thee. [ Kneels and 

bs the Tea. 

Ld. Amt. Come; come; you. filly: affected Rogue get up, and 
talk at leaſt like a Fool to be CNT 
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Id. Geo. Don't you think there's Pleaſure in Affectation, when 
one's heartily in good Humour. _ (Fery aetiealy. J 

Ld. Wrong. Impertinent Puppy — Drink your Tea. 

Lud. Geo. 6 Wronglove / 1 have been drinking Tea. (Tran/ported N 

Ld. Wrong. With ſome laughing Ladies, | preſume, whoſe ince(- 
ſant Concuſſion of Words wou d not let you put in a Syllable, and ſo 
you are come to eaſe yourſelf upon me. 

Ld. Geo. Then prithee be a Friend, and let me ſpeak. 
Ld. MWron. Not only Blank-Verſe, b bur Rhime, if you pleaſe, in 
the Name of Nonſenſe go on. 
Lo: Geo, Swear:them 
%%% . ͤ brad 
Ld. Geo. Ay, Wege. 
Ld. Wrong. — Blood! 

Ld. Geo. Pſhah! Prithee. . 

Ld. Wrong. Nay, pray, Sir, give me leave t to play the Fool in my 
Turn, the moment you ſpeak to be underſtood, PI ſecure you a rea- 
ſonable Anſwer. 

Ld. _ Swear then never 10 any Mora) to coſt from you, to 
hint, o k of what I ſhall diſcover, 

L ha Upon Honour. 

Is Geo. , Oi ea the common Heekwer«Clath of Fops, 3 
and Sharpers; ſwear me by ſomething dearer, than 3 Eyes, than 
Life or Liberty. 

Ld. Wrong. Indeed! 

Ld. Geo. Swear me by all- the tendreſt Hopes in Love; by thy 
ſoft Sighs of Pain: proceeding from thy Pleaſure ; ſwear — 

Ld. Wrong. I do by ſomething dearer to me yet— By my ſhort 
Stay after poſſeſſion; by my Chaiſe after hard Riding ; by my — 8 
Chai after Dinner, and by rother Bottle after the Bill's paid, ! will 
be ſecret. 
Id. Geo. Ay, now be perjur'd if thou dareſt—Know i 
at laſt, that Generous Lovely Creature has ſaid behind my Back, 
that I am the moſt Sober, Good-humour'd, and Agreeably inoffen- 
ſive Voung Fellow, that er came into a Civil Family ; to be ſhort, 


the has made me a General Invitation to her Houſe, upon oy 1 
0 ave 


— 4 
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have een Lodging, that look full into her Back-Cloſct-Window, 
and drank Tea with her alone this Morning. 


Ld. Wrong. Some humble Sinner, whoſe only Charm is being 


| another Man's Miſtreſs, PII lay my Life orrt. (Af „ell, and 
what did you give her? 


: — 


Ld. 3 A Bleeding Fleart, all ſtudded o'er with Wounds of her 


Eyes own making. 
Ld. Wrong. That is, you pull'd ont your Watch as you were go- 
ing away, and ſhe took a Fancy to one of the Seals; Tho' by the 
Device, I preſume, it was only. a modern Bauble, ſo *tis . e 
you might not have come off much cheaper at Mother Davss $. 


Ld: Geo. Profanation!—— To be ſerious then at once, I have ſo- 


lid Hopes of my Lady Gentle. 

Id. Wrong. Hoh! hoh! O thou vain, chiou ſenſeleſs Fop! Is all 
this mighty Rapture then only from a fine Woman's being com- 
monly Civil to thee? The mere innocent Effect of her Good-Hu- 
. mour and Breeding. 

Id. Geo. Pſhah, tell not me of whence it is born, let it ſuffice, 
I've form'd it into Hope, let your Tame, Civil, Secrer-Sighers, ſach 
as never think the Fair one ſure, till they hear the Tag of her Lace 
click, think it no Cauſe for Joy; but l've a Soul, that wakes, that 
ſtarts me up at the leaſt dienibg Cranny of a Ho , and ſets my 
every Faculty on Fire - ſhe muſt—ſhe muſt — ſhe ſhall be won 
For ſince I have reſolv'd to hope, my Fancy double paints her Beau- 


ties O! ſhe'g all one Fragrant Field of Charms, to rwper up 
the Blood of wild Deſire. 


Ld. Wrong. Ah, George / What luſcious Morel then muſt her 


Huſband take of her: ? 

Id. Geo. Why didſt thou mention him! Death! I can't bear 

that Thought—— Can ſhe love him? O the Verdant Vales, 

the Downy Lawns of Fruitful Bliſs! The ever flowing Springs of 

ou Refreſhing Beauty, that happy Dog muſt Revel, Range, and 
port in! 

Id. Mrong. Nay, the 7 a Fine Creature, that's certain, 
it's a thouſand Pities one can't laugh her out of that unfaſhionable 

Folly of liking her Huſband, when here's a Man of undiſputed Ho- 
nour too, that knows the World, that underſtands Love and Ruin 
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to a Tittle ; that would at the leaſt Tip of à Wink rid her of all 
her Incumbrances, ſet her at the very Top of the Mode, and qua- 
lifie her for a ſeparate Maintenance, in the twinkling of an Hackney- 


he and J have a right underſtanding; whenever ſhe plays we are 


my Aſſiſtance; to be ſhort, I addreſs d my ſelf with fo tender a Re- 
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Coach-Window. — 1 5 LEES | 
Id. Geo. Can you be a moment ſeriou?2?2ss 
Ld. Wrong. Faith, Sir, if I am not, tis only to make you ſo. 

Id. Geo. You ſeem to think this Buſineſs impracticable. 

I u. Wrong. Why truly for any great Progreſs I ſee you have 
made, I don't think but it is: And if you'll take my Opinion of 
the Woman, I do think, provided you'll allow there's any ſuch Thing 
in Nature, ſhe's one of impregnable Virtue: That yon can no more 
make a Breach in her Honour, than find a Flaw in her Features: 
Bate but a little of her Over-fondneſs for Play, ſhe's the Perfection 
of a good Wife, 5 n | 
Id. Geo, O your Servant, Sir, you own ſhe has a Paſſion: for Play 
then. 8 | MUD OS | 
Ld. Wrong. That I can't deny, and what's worſe, I doubt ſhe 
likes it a great deal better than ſhe underſtands it. I hear ſhe has 
loſt conſiderably to the Count of late. 51 
Id. Geo. You muſt know then, that the Count is my Ingineer; 
ſure of her Money: Now he has already ſtript her of all her Run- 
ning Caſh, beſides eight hundred Pound upon Honour: For payment 
of which, I made him ſend her a downright preſſing Letter, by me 
this Morning: I obſerv'd her a little ſtartled wheg ſhe read it, and 
took that opportunity to ſcrue my ſelf into the Secret, and offer'd 


gard to her Confuſion, that before we parted, I engag'd this Af- 
ternoon to lend her a Thouſand Pound of her own Money to pay 
him. i PF Ep 
I. Wrong. 1 confeſs your Battery's rais'd againſt the only weak 
Side of her Virtue. But how are you ſure you can work her to 
puſh her ill Fortune; ſhe may give over Play: What will all your 
Advantages ſignifie, if ſhe does not loſe to you more than ſhe can - 
Id. Geo. O, I have an Expedient for that too— look you, in 
ſhort, I won't ſpoil my Plot by diſcovering it; a few Hours will 
— | | make 
3 


1ER S n . 


make it ripe bs Execution, and then — but 
- There is no fear that 1 ſbou d tell, 
be Joys that are unſpealable. 


Ld. Mrong. Ha, ha, and fo you are © really. in Love to the laſt 
Extremity of Paſſion... .. 


Ld. Geo. Prithee don't FRY at me. (Aﬀectedly.) 


Ld. Wrong. Don't you think 1 have heard you with a Nen. deal 
of Patience? 


Ld. Geo. Nay, 1 know we Puppies in Love are tireſome. 


Ld. Mrong. And ſo you think that all this Extravagance of your 


Style and Gelture muſt have convinc d me, er 4 _ care : Six 
pence for this Woman? | 


Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me OY ? 
Ld. Wrong. Ay come do a little. 


Ld. Geo. Why 'then, by all the Sacred Ties of Hhidhoas, Friend- 


ſhip, and Refiltlel Lebe had 1 but Five thouſand Pound: i in the | 


whole World, and nothing elſe could purchaſe er 
Ld: Wrong. 1 dare ſwear you'd give it every Shilling, tis you 


really cou d love her, tho? it were opiyt to get rid of your Paſſion for 
Mrs. Conqueſt. 


Ld. Geo. Why then, look you 


Ld. Wrong. You may ſwear till you are black in the Fe but 
you love her: her only, indeed you do: Your Paſſion for Lady Gen- 
tle is affected: Not but I grant you'll purſue it, for when nothing's 
in view, youre Indefatigable: You are a little uneaſie at the ſmallneſs 
of Mrs. C ongueſis Fortune, and would fain perſuade your ſelf you are 
in love in another Place but hark'e, you'll-marry her. 
And ſo if your Chariot's at che Door you ſhall carry me to Mhite's. 


Ld. Geo. Why then (except my felf) thou art poſitively the moſt 


e Fellow x dee the Face of the Earth. [ Exennt, 


ng 


The End of the len Aa. 
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AC T II. 
8 C E N E Continue. 


"2 Wron eve alone. 


H am I thus uneaſie? Sure I am unteaſona- 
ble in my Temper, I over-rate my ſelf.— 
ws if the Huſband's Violation of -his Marriage-Vow is in ie ſelf 
ſo foul an Injury, ' whence is it that the Law's fo ſparing in its Pro- 
viſion of Redreſs? And yet *tis ſure an Injury, becauſe juſt Nature 

makes the Pain of bearing it outragious, —O hard Condition! For 
if even that Pain provokes the Wife to move for Reparation, the 
World's groſs Cuſtom makes her perhaps a Jeſt to thoſe that ſhou'd 
aſſiſt her. If ſhe offends, the Crime's uapardonable; yet if, 
jur'd has no coor to Compenſation, it may be uſual this, but t fure 
tis un- natural. 


La. W. rONg.. | 


3 1 Mrs 3 1 

Mrs. Hariſ. Madam, the Porter's come back. 

La. Wrong. Bring him in. | 

| Enter Pater. 
Well, Friend, how far have you followed em? 

Port, Why, and it pleaſe your Honour, firſt er both went in 
Lord George's Chariot to hies. | 8 

La. Wropg. How long did they ſtay2 :: | 

Pore. Why and it pleaſe your Honour, they ſtay as near as 
can gueſs, about a very little time. 

* Mrong. Whither did they go then? 

Port. Why then they ſtopt a little at the Coach- Maker's at 22 
ring-Croſs, and look'd upon a ſmall thing there, they call a Booby- 
Hutch, and did not ſtay ; and fo then ſtop'd again at the Fruit-Shop 
in Crvem-Garden, and then juſt went up to Tom's Coffee-Houle, 
and then went away to the Toy-Shop at the Temple-Gate, and there 
they ſtay'd I can't tell how long, and pleaſe you, 

La. Wrong. Did they buy any thing? 


Pari. 
ny 


Port. Ye, a number of things, ; truly.  / FORT: 
La. Wrong. Were they moſtly for Men's Uſe, or how: 
Port. Nay, dont . fach ſort of Trangams as the Gentry 
uſe : —I remember one was fach a kind of a (mall Scizzar-Caſe as 
that by your Honour' s de, my Lord Mronglove bought it. 
La. Wrong. So} that was not for me I am ſure. [Afde.) Do you 
know what be paid fort? 
Port. Troth, I cant ſay 1 do,. They came away, an't like your 
Honour, but 1 did not ſee them Pay for any „ ſo * 
ter that, — * 
getgifdo Nase Hartſhorn. | 
Harfe Veni Mts Ninoble i is come to wait upon your ehe, 
La. Wrong. Here, come into the next Room, Friend, I muſt 


employ you archer—— Deſire her to walk in, Tll wait upon her 


preſently, Exit La. Wrong. and Porter. 
Ne. enter Mes. une with Miſs Notable. 

| Mrs. Hariſ. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, my Lady knows 

you are here, Madam.-—Dear Madam! how extreamiy your woe 

ſhip's grown within this half Year ? 

Miſs. Notable. O fie, Mrs. Hartſborn, you don't think me taller, 
do you ? 

Mrs. Hartſ. 0 At Men to an Infinity! Nay ay, and 90 plump 
bens ſo freſh-look'd, ſo round-hipp'd, and fall cheſtel, That 
'm ſure, Madam, he! he! If I were a young Gentleman of Qua- 
15 Madam, he! be! Your Ladyſhip will pardon my Freedom. —I 
proteſt—he! he!— ( Curiſying and ſimpering. 

Miſs Nor. I vow, Mrs. een you have a great deal of good 
Humour; is not your Lady very fond of you? 


Mrs Hartſ: Truly, Madam, I have no Reaſon to complain of 
my Lady; but you muſt know, Madam, of late there have been 


ſome Concerns in the Family between my Lord and ſhe, that I vow, 
my poor Lady is ſeldom in Humour with any Body. 

Miſs Not. I'm mighty forry for that What does my Lord give 
her any Occaſion for Jgalouſte, think you? 


Mrs. Harif. Occaſions quoth'a! O Eard! Madam — But tis not 


fit for n me to ſpeak, 
Miſs 


the Wirz 8 Ru zA N 


— 


CY A hs Dab LAS Srl! Dr, N 
NMliſs Nor. [Afde.) Tm glad to hear this Tis poſſible hef La- 
dyſhip may be convinced that fiſteen is as fit an Age Po Love, as fix 
| And twenty. — And if her fealoaly $ e en . blow it into 
"a Blaze before 1 part with her. 1 
MIs. Harri. Madam, I hear my Ladys s comin mT bewbly ihe 
I leave of your Ladyſhip: Your n ning obedient Servant. 
i[Impertmently cringing. 
Miss Mot. Vour Servant, 260d Mrs. Hareſborn, if you'll call to 
fe me, I have a very pretty new Croſs, that would become _ 
Neck extremely—you' Il pardon me. 

Mrs. Hariſ. Dear Madam! your Ladyſhip's ſo obliging—1 hall 
take an e, to thank your Ladyſhip. A Mrs. Harr, 
| Enter Lady d e v4 

[Mi Not. My tir dear Ly Wronglove / You I Forte me; 
1 always come unſeaſonably, but. now tis pure We 34 ind my 
Concern for you, that brought me. 

La. Prong. My dear you know I am always glad to ſee! you, 
"== youll excuſe me if I am not the Company I wou'd be; 1 am 
mightily out of Order of late. I hope Sir Fr:endly's well. 

Miſs Nor. After the old Rate, paſt the Pleaſures of Life himſelf, 
and always ſnarling at us that are juſt come into em. Ido make 
ſuch Work with him. le reads me every Morning 2 Lecture a- 
gainſt lightneſs, and gadding abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize 
him to Death, and threaten him, if he won't let me do what 1 
Pleaſe, Pl chooſe a new Guardian that will. 

La. Wrong. Come, don't diſoblige him, my dear; "a if you'll 
Jet me ſpeak as fa rte, you have a good natural Town Wit, ky 
and a great many pretty Qualities ; but, take my Word, your in- 
tereſt and Reputation will find a better Account i in Waring em under 
"your Unkle's Conduct than your o. 
Miſs Vot. I don't know that; for all his tedious: ſelf: FRAN ping 
| Courſe of Philoſophy is only to make me a good old Woman: Juſt 

the Condition of the Miſer's Horſe, when he had taught him to 
live upon one Oat a Day, the poor Creature dyed. So Il am. to 
ſpend all my Youth in learning to avoid Pleaſures, that Nature 
won't let me be able to taſte when I'm old. —— Which 4 is juſt as 


much as to ſay, Don't drink while Fu are thirſty, becauſe if Yor 
wi 


N= k 
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will but ſtay ll you are choabed, 00: wont care whether you drink 


or NO. 


La. Wrong. [Afi 41. What an improving Age is this? But, my 


Dear, pray let me talk to you a little ſeriouſly, and 1 hope it won't 


be loſt upon you; for you have an Underſtanding that's uncommon 
at your Age. I have obſervd among all the Unfortunate of our 
Sex, more Women have been undone by their Wit, than their Sim- 
plicity : Wit makes us vain, and when we are Warm in our Opini- 


on of it, it ſometimes Kurtis us through the very bounds of Pru- 


dence, Intereſt, and Reputation ; have a care of being ſingled by 
the Men. Women, like Deer, are ſafeſt in the Herd; ſhe that 
breaks away from her Acquaintance may be follow d indeed, but the 
End of the Chace is very often Fatal. 


Miſs Not. But pray, Madam! Now with Submiſſion, I think your 


Argument won't hold; for a Deer's Buſineſs is to eſcape, but a Wo- 


man's is to be caught, or elſe the World's ane alter d. 

La: Mrong. Honourably, I grant you. 

Miſs Vot. Honourably! That is to ſtand till like a poor Dumb 
Thing, and be tamely ſhot out of the Herd Now I think a 


young Creature that fairly truſts to her Heels, and leads you twenty, or 


thirty couple of briſk young Fellows after her Helter Skelter, over Hills, 
Hedges, Boggs, and Ditches, has ten times a fairer Chance for her 
Life; and if ſhe is taken at laſt, I hold Twenty to one among any 
People of Taſte, they'll ſay ſhe's better Meat by half. 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid Child! upon my Word you have a good 
Heart: Th' addreſs of a Lover uſes to be more Terrible at your 
Age Vou ſeem to have reſolv'd upon not dying a Maid already. 


Miſs Vot. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, 1 have been po- 


ſitive in that this Twelvemonth. 

La. Mrong. Why then, ſince we are upon Secrets, my Dear, I 
muſt tell you the Road you are in is quite out of the Way to be 
marry'd: Huſbands and Lovers are not caught with the ſame Bait. 

Mil Not, With all my Heart, let me but catch Lovers plenty 
I'm ſatisfied: For if having ones Will is the Pleaſure of Life, Pm 
ſure catching a Huſband is catching. a Tartar. No, give me dear 
precious Liberty—Content and a Cottage. 

La. Wrong. And wou'd not a good Huſband content you: 2 

Vol. II, D Miſs 
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MG Nor And why muſt L expect 4 better than any of my Neigh- 
doe > Do but Pug into the private Comforts of the Dear, Fond, 
Honourable Couples about this Town; and you Il find there s gene- 

frTlally two Beds, two Purſes, two Tables, two Coaches —— Two 
: ways— And fo in moſt of their Pleaſures, an unmoleſted Separati- 
on is. the only Chain that keeps em together Now pray, Ma- 
dam, will you give me leave to be Fes, and aſk you one Queltion.? 
La. Wrong. Freely, my Dear. 
Miſs Not. >Fhen did 12 — serer, upon no Occaſion, re- 
pent your being marry d? 
La. Wroug. That Queſtion's very particular, my Dear. 
| Miſs Not. Perhaps you'll Pardon me, when I give you my Rea- 
ſons for aſking ; but if you never did repent it, I am reſolv d I won't 
be the firſt that ſhews you Occaſion to do it. 
La. Wrong. 1 don't know, my Dear, that ever I gave any body 
Reaſon to think me uneaſie at Home; but you ſpeak, Child, as f 
you knew ſomething that ought to make me ſo. 
Miſs Mor. Then depend upon't, unleſs I were ſure you were un- 
eafie already, Pd as ſoon be lock d up as tell you Gy thing. 

La. Wrong. Well! ſuppoſe I am uneaſie. 

Miſs Net. Pardon me—1 can't ſuppoſe it But ſuppoſe you are 
not, then I ſhou'd play a Fool's part, Pm "0 to make you ſo. 

La. Mrong. 1 am fure you know ſomething of my Lord, pray 
tell me. 

Miſs Voz. Since I ſee you are * and I know you love him 
but too well; upon Condition you'll think 1 only do it to help your 
Cure, I will tell you; for when a Woman is once ſure ſhe has a 
ſubſtantial Reaſon to hate her Huſband, I ſhow'd think the Buſineſs 
muſt be half over. 

La. Wrong. Vou make me impatient. 

Miſs Voz. yl me think a little to ſoften it, as well as I can 
What great Fools theſe wiſe over-grown Prudes are—to tell the 
greateſt Secret of her Life to a Girl! To own her Huſband falſe, 
and all her ſober Charms neglected But if ſhe knew that young 

Pill Garlick were the occaſion of it too—Lurd! how her Blood 
wor'd riſe! What a disfigurable Condition wou'd my poor Head- 
clothes be in? | A/c 5 Well, 2 to in then with the me. 
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my ws In one word, my Lord is groſſy falſe to you, and to my 
Knowledge has an Appointment from a Miltreſs this very Afternoon, 
to meet her in an Hackney Coach in the Road to Che//ea. 

La. Wrong, All this, my Dear, except their Place of Meeting, 
I knew before but how you come to know it I confeſs amazes me. 
Miſs Vor. Look you, Madam, all I know is this While my 
Lord Mronglove, and Lord Georg e ſtay'd at our Houſe, to ſpeak 
with my Lady Gentle this n I happen'd to fit in the next 
Room to *em, reading the laſt new Play: Where among the reſt of 
their precious Diſcourſe, I over-heard my Lord Mionglove tell Lord 


George, the very Appointment, word for word, as Thave now told 
it to you. 


La. Wrong. You did not hear her Name: 

Miſs Mor. No, nor what ſhe was; only that ſhe's pretty Young : 
For I remember Lord George ridicul'd his Fancy, and call'd her 
Green Fruit Little if you pleaſe, ſays t'other, but Ripe VII war- 
rant her: And I had rather gather my Fruit my ſelf, than have it 
(like you) through the ſeveral Hands that bring it to 9 


den 

La. Wrong g. The brutal Thought! 

Miſs Mot. When my Lady came down ſhe made em tay Dinner; 
which was no ſooner done, box | immediately ſlip'd away to tell you 
of it: For methought I was as much touch'd with the Wrong done 
to your Ladyſhip, as if it had been to my ſelf. 

La. Wrong. My Dear, I am extremely "oblig'd to you. 

Miſs Not. Tm fare 1 meant it well For to "of the worſt, is 
not half ſo bad as to miſtrult it. 

La. Wrong. Infinitely oblig'd to you. 

Miſs Noz. Oh! the's deliciouſly * Aſide and * J Bll 
tell you what 1 wou d adviſe your Ladyſhip to do; Call for your 
Hood and Scarf, and an Hackney Coach to the Door this Minute— 
In the mean time Il ſtep Home again (for 1 am ſure they are not 

gone yet; the Tea was but juſt call'd for when I came away) ad whe | 
Moment my Lord Wronglove takes his leave, Fl ſend you word: 
Then may you clap on your Maſk, drive after him, man, in five Mi- 
nutes PII lay my Life — catch 'em together. 


331 La. Wrong. 


4 word, my Dear, I ſhall have leiſure in the mean time, perhaps to 
improve upon your Advice. 


with! A Woman without Modeſty has ſomething ſure of Horror in 


The Lend . al Seas: Or, 
* Wrong. g. Why then if you'll do me the Favour to ſend me that 


Miſs Mot. If you'll let one of your People ſend my Servant for a 
Chair, I'll go this Minute. 
La. Wrong, Here who's there— [Mrs. Hartſhorn as the Door: 

Miſs Net. Now I think I ſhall be ev'n with his Honour, PFll teach 
him to tell of Favours before he has 'em at leaſt: If I had not diſ- 
cover d him, in my Conſcience he had let Madam diſcover. me. 
 [Afae. 

14 Wrong. I wh not but have known this for the World, 
Miſs Not. I am over-joy'd I can ſerve your Ladyſhip: You'll ex- 
cuſe wy running away. 

Enter Mrs. een. 

Mrs. Hariſ. Here's a Chair, Madam. 

Miſs Not. Well, VII take no leave, for I'll call again by and by 
to know your Succeſs. 

La. Wrong. My Dear 1 ſhall be * glad to ſee you; your 
Servant, | 

Miſs Not, Your Servant, Servant. Runs off. 

La. Wrong. Get me a Hood and Scarf, and a Maſk, and bid one 
of the Footmen call an Hackney Coach to the Door immediate- 
ly. ¶ Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] What will become of me? Shou'd not 
I ſtrive to hate him? I think I almoſt do ls he not contempti- 
ble? Fogh! What odious thing muſt this be, that he converſes 


her Nature! What is it then in Men, that overlooks ſo foul a coarſ- 
neſs in the Heart, and makes em infamouſly fond of Shame and 
Outſide 2—— I bluſh to think on't——How Tame muſt he ſuppoſe me, 
if I bear this Uſage ? I'll let him fee I have a Spirit daring as . 
own, and as Reſentful too: Since he dares be Baſe, I cannot bear 
but he ſhould ſee 1 know him ſo. To ſigh in Seceret o're my 
Wrongs, and pay his Falſhood the Regards I only owe his Truth, 
is more than Nature can ſubmit to. 

When once the Nuptial Bond's by him deftroyd, | 

The Obbgations of the Wife are void. [Excunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes fo the Lat Gentle: Hoe 
Zi Gentle: Ting Wroogtove, "uid Lord George at a Tea-Table. 


ſtay another Diſh indeed. 


Ld. Wrong. Upon my Faith, Miilajs; my Baſics 1 is of the laſt 


Concern ; your Loan knows 1 don't uſe to ſtatt from good 
| Company. Y Aut. 


for nothing. 


Ld. Wrong. The Truth or't is, „ Madam, we fond Huſbands are 
fit for nothing but our Wives. 


La. Gent. Come! none of your Raillery upon one that's too good 
for you. 


Ld. Mrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high Qualities indeed, Madam, 
that I confeſs are far above my Merit, but 'm endeayouring every 
Day to deſerve 'em, as faſt as I can. 


La. Gent. Go, go! you deſerve nothing at all, now you diſob- 
lige me. 


amends for going ſo ſoon, I am your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant—Mrs. Conqueſt, pray take care of Lord George. 
Mrs. Can. O! he ſhall want for nothing, my Lord, pray do you 
take the ſame Care of the Lady you are going to. 
ILd. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Exit Lord Wronglove. 
Ld, Geo. My Lord Mronglove is a very pretty Gentleman, and yet 
how unaccountable tis to hear good Senſe jeſt upon Marriage. 

La. Gent. My Lord has ſo much good Senſe, that he does not 
mean what he ſays, I dare ſwear for him. 
Ld. Geo. Indeed, Madam, I can't think he does, I never ar any 
thing amiſs in his Actions, either at Home, or Abroad; 


to be commended; you love to put the faireſt Conſtruction upon 
things; it's a certain | ign of good Senſe, and good Principles. 

Ld. Geo. Your Ladyſhip has ſo much of both, that I can't help 
being Proud of any thing that recommends me to your Eſteem. 


La, Gent, 
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LA. . [To Lord Wrong. ! Come! come, my Lord, you muſt 


La. Gent. Well! I cen Las you over, you grow perfectly good 


Ld. Wrong. 1 ſhall take a better Opportunity to make my ſelf 


La. Gent. Nor l indecd : And I think your Lordſhip very much 
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; p. Wrong. g. Why then if youll do me the Favour to ſend me that | 
, e my Dear, I ſhall have leiſure 1 in the mean time, perhaps to 
improve upon your Advice. | 
Miſs oz. If you'll let one of your People ſend my Servant for a 
Chair, Ill go this Minute, 
-*: BE Wrong. Here—who's there— [Mrs. Hartſhorn a! the Door: 
Miſs Mit. Now I think I ſhall be ev'n with his Honour, Fll teach 
him to tell of Favours before he has 'em at leaſt: If I had not diſ- 
cover'd him, in my Conſcience he had let Madam diſcover me, 
[A/ide. 
La: Wrong. I wou'd not but 5976 known this for the World. 5 
Miſs Mot. I am over-joy'd I can ſerve * * Youll ex- 
cuſe wy running away. 


Enter Mrs. Hartthorn, ” 
* Mi Hartſ. Here's a Chair, Madam. | 
Miſs Not. Well, I'll take no leave, for PII call again by and by 
to know your Succeſs. 
La. Wrong. My Dear I ſhall be — glad to ſee you; your 
Servant, | 
Miſs Not. Your Servant, Servant. [Runs off. 
La. Wrong. Get me a Hood and Scarf, and a Maſk, and bid one 
of the Footmen call an Hackney Coach to the Door immediate- 
ly. [Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn.] What will become of me? Showd not 
I ſtrive to hate him?—1 think I almoſt do-—Is he not contempti- 
ble? Fogh!——What odious thing muſt this be, that he converſes 
with! A Woman without Modeſty has ſomething ſure of Horror in 
her Nature! What is it then in Men, that overlooks ſo foul a coarſ- 
| neſs in the Heart, and makes 'em infamouſly fond of Shame and 
Outſide:— 1 blnſh to think on't—How Tame mult he ſuppoſe me, 
if 1 bear this Uſage? I'Il let him fee I have a Spirit daring as his 
own, and as Reſentful too: Since he dares be Baſe, I cannot bear 
but he ſhould ſee 1 know him ſo. To ſigh in Seceret o're my 
Wrongs, and pay his Falſhood the Regards I only owe his Truth, 
is more than Nature can ſubmit to. 
When once the Nuptial Bond's by him deſtro) d, | 
The 9 of the Wife are void. Exeunt. 
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SCENE changes zo the Lady Gentles Hoſe. 


Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lord George at a Tea-Table. 
La. Gent. [To Lord Wrong.] Come! come, my Lord, you muſt 
ſtay another Diſh indede. 15 

Ld. Wrong. Upon my Faith, Madam, my Buſineſs is of the laſt 


Concern; your Ladyſbip knows I don't uſe to ſtart from good 


Company. N [ A/rde. 
La. Gent. Well! I cen give you over, you grow perfectly good 
for nothing. : „„ 1-479, 7 
Ld. Wrong. The Truth on't is, Madam, we fond Huſbands are 
fit for nothing but our Wives 15 
La. Gent. Come! none of your Raillery upon one thats too good 
for you. The "TO DIE Be 3 
Ld. Wrong. Why, ſhe has ſome high Qualities indeed, Madam, 
that I confeſs are far above my Merit, but 'm endeavouring every 
Day to deſerve 'em, as faſt as I can. 


* . 8 


— 


La. Gent, Go, go! you deſerve nothing at all, now you diſob- 
lige me. 3 
"Ld, Mrong. I ſhall take a better Opportunity to make my ſelf 
amends for going ſo ſoon, I am your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant—Mrs. Conqueſt, pray take care of Lord George. 
Mrs. Con. O] he ſhall want for nothing, my Lord, pray do you 
take the ſame Care of the Lady you are going to 
L. Wrong. Ha! ha! jaja! _ [Exit Lord Wronglove. 
Ld, Geo. My Lord Mronglove is a very pretty Gentleman, and yet 
how unaccountable tis to hear good Senſe jeſt upon Marriage. 
La. Gent. My Lord has ſo much good Senſe, that he does not 
mean what he ſays, I dare ſwear for him. ate: 


Ld, Geo. Indeed, Madam, I can't think he does, I never ſaw any 


thing amiſs in his Actions, either at Home, or Abroad. 
La. Gent. Nor I indeed: And I think your Lordſhip very much 
to be commended; you love to put the faireſt Conſtruction upon 
things; it's a certain ſign of good Senſe, and good Principles. 
Ld. Geo. Your Ladyſhip has ſo much of both, that I can't help 
being Proud of any thing that recommends me to your Eſteem. 


La, Gent, 


as te "I abr Venn: Or, 


much the Mode to be ſevere npon'r, 


9 ple, but if I were married, I ſhow'd as much Tremble to ſpeak light- 


-what. ſignifies two or three thouſand Pound in ones Fortune, ee 


the ſolemn Authority of an Huſband pretending to command you? 


between you. 


rs N 


0 
ö 


La. Cem. Upon -my Word, my Lord, you have a great ſhare 
on't, and I think very deſervedly:: Tis not à common thing in 
this Town, to find a Gentleman of your Figure, that has Courage 

enough to keep Marriage in Countenance, tlpoclally an it's ſo 


Ld. Geo. Now that to me is an intolerable Vanity, to ſhe a Man 
aſham'd of being honourably Happy, becauſe tis ns Faſhion to be 
viciouſly wretched I don't know how it may be with other Peo- 


ly of my Wife, as my Religion. 
Mrs. Con, O! the hypocritical Monſter — When he knows 1 
know, [A/ide.} if he were to be hang'd, he'd ſcarte think it a Re 
prive to be married There's Roguery at the bottom of all this 
Pm ſure The Devil does not uſe to turn Saint for nothing. 
La. Gent. J am in hopes your Lordſhip's good Opinion of Mar- 
riage will perſuade you not to be long out of it: We that feel the 
Happineſs of a Condition our ſelves, OP with our Friends 
in it. 
Mrs. Cn. What do you think of me, my Lors, you know ! 
have been about you a great while. 
Id. Geo. Fy! fy! you marry! A meer Rake! 
Mrs. Con. 6 but I fancy now, a Man of your Sobriety, and ſtay d 
Temper wou d ſoon reform me. 
Ld. Geo. [Afide.] This ſubtle Devil ſmoaks me! Ware Mo- 
rals Faith lt ſhews her a little Jealous however. 
Mrs. Con. P'll be whip'd if ever you marry more to your Mind; 


you are ſure it wou'd be made up in good Humour and Obedience? 
Ld. Geo. And conſidering how intimate a Foot yon and I have 
always convers'd upon: What a venerable Figure ſhou'd 1 make in 


La. Gent, O! if you were married there wow be but one Will 


Ld. Geo. There's the Danger, Madam, being but one, we ſhou'd 
certainly Squabble, who ſhou'd have it. I ſhowd, like Mrs. Con- 
gueſt, perhaps for my Wive's Companion: One as a light Allay to 
the ſoftneſs of the others Temper : : Bur if ] were ono T d in 

ove, 
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Love, and ſhou'd unfortunately bolt upon the leaſt Glimpſe of Jea- 


louſie, I am ſuch a Slave'to Tenderneſs, L know tal? break my 
Heart. 


Mrs. Con. Now cord L waſh bis Face with, my Tea. | [ Afrde. 
La. Gent. Well, Tm confident my Lord wou'd make an extreme 
good Huſband. 


Ld. Geo. 1 don't know but | really might, Madam, if 10 d 
perſuade any Woman beſide your Ladyſhip to think fo. 

Mrs. Con. | Aſide.) How annfully the Monſter ſcrues himſelf into 
her good Opinion; I muſt take him down a little—Pray, my Lord, 
how many Women have you had of late, by way of Bala, to heal 
the {light wound I gave you? | 

Ld. Geo. Upon my Faith, e I had my Wound and Cure 
from the ſame — 44 My Paſſion for you went forward like Pe- 
nelope's Web; whatever your Eyes did in the Day, a very ſhort Re- 
flexion upon your Temper unravell'd at Night; fo that if you will 
needs know the Truth, I have not been reduc'd of late to apply 
my ſelf for Relief to any body but your Ladyſhip. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

| Aﬀedtts an inſulting Laugh. 

Mrs. Con. Well, he has a glorious Aſſurance! 

Ld. Geo. I fancy Mrs. Conqueſt, you meaſure my Principles by 
your own ; for by your Queſtion you feem to think me a very wild 
Creature. 

Mrs. Con. O fy, my Lord! ſo far from it, that I never ſaw any 
thing ſo aſtoniſhingly Modeſt. 

Ld. Geo. Not fo e neither, Madam, but if my Lady Gentle 
will give me leave, I dare uſe you moſt intolerably for this. 

La. Gent. EWn as you pleaſe, my Lord, for I confeſs her Aſſu- 
rance is enough to daſh any out of Countenance, 

Ld. Geo. Does your Ladyſhip hear that, Madam? 3 
now, that I am allow'd he modeſter Perſon ; but to let you ſce, 
that in a juſt Cauſe I ſcorn to take the Advantage of my * 
cter; I'll lay it aſide for once, and with an honeſt Freedom tell you, 
your Attempts upon me are vain; you are Homely, downright 
Homely; and if ſhe were not 4 Kin to me, I wou'd as ſoon marry 
my Grand: mother. < dt et 


Wo 


. 
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Mis. Con. Ah! poor Soul! every Body knows as well as my ſelf, 
1 am more than tolerably handſome: And (which you are ready-to | 
tear your Fleſh at) the whole Town knows you think ſo. 

Ld. Geo. Madam—did You! Ladyſhip ever hear ſo cranſeendane 
an Aſſurancde. 
La. Gent. Nay, Vm on your fide, my Lord—I think you Car't 

be too free with her. 
Id. Geo. Fll tell your Lad eihip what this Creature did once: 
Such an Inſtance of her latrepid Sel-ſufficiency— 

La. Gent. Pray let's hear it. Ha, ha. 85 n 

Mrs. Con. With all my Heart, Pl be heard too. 

Ld. Geo. I'll tell you, Madam About two Vears ago I "0 
peu to make a Country- Viſit to my Lady Congueſt, her Mother, 
and one Day, at the Table, I remember, 1 was particularly pleasd 
with the Entertainment, and upon Enquiry found that the Bill of 
Fare was under the Direction of Mademoiſelle here: Now it hap- 
pen'd at that Time, I was my ſelf in want of a Houſe-keeper ; up- 
on which Account I thought it wou'd not be amiſs, if I now and 

-then paid her a little particular Civility: To be ſhort, I fairly told 
her, I had a great mind to have a plain good Houſe· wife about me, 
and dropt ſome broad Hints, that the Place might be hers for aſk- 
ing Wou'd you believe it, Madam, if I'm alive, the Creature 
grew ſo vain upon't, ſo deplorably miſtook my Meaning, that ſhe 
rold me, her Fortune depended upon her Mother's Will, and there- 
fore ſhe could receive no Propoſals of Marriage without her Con- 
ſent: Ha, ha. Now after that unfortunate Blunder of hers, whe- 

ther I ever gave my Lady the leaſt trouble about the Buſineſs, I 
leave to the ſmall Remainder of her own Conſcience. 

Mrs. Con. Madam, as I hope to be married, the poor Wretch 
fell downright in Love with me; for tho' he defign'd only to make 
two Days ſtay with us, it was above three Months before I was able 
to get rid of him: When he came firſt indeed, he was a pretty ſort 
of a tolerable impudent young Fellow, but before he left us, (O the 

| power of Beauty!) I moſt barbarouſſy reduc'd him to a a ſighing, hum- 
ble, downright Dullneſs and Modeſty. 

La. Cen. Ha, ha, Pray which of you Ivo am I to believe all 

this while? 


Ld. Geo. 
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Ld. Geo. Madam, if there's ' any Faith in my Senſes, her only f 
Charms then were, aud ate ſtill not in Raiſing of Paſſion, but Paſte. 
own I did voraciouſly admire her prodigious: Knack of making 1 
Cheeſcakes, Tarts, Cuſtards, and W Ha, Ra. 1 | 

La. Gen. Ha, ha, ha. oY : | 

Mrs. Con. You ſee, Madam, what tis to let fila be never ſo lit- | 

tle out of one's Hands: Now his very Modeſty is Impudence: For to 
deny his being in Love with me to another, is ten times more In- : 
ſolent, than his firſt owning it to me. * 

La. Gen. Pſhah, Words hgnific aching — Did he ever own it un- 
der his Hand? 

Mrs. Con. His Hand! Ha, ha, ha, Madam—as 1 am a ; Gibing 
Creature, if I have One, I have Five hundred Billet-douæ of his, 
where he has confeſs'd ſuch Things of my Wit, and Parts, and my 
Eyes, and my Air, and my Shape; and my Charms, that — Nay, 
he tells me in One, I have more natural Beauties the moment I riſe 
out of my Bed in the Morning, than the whole Weg Room 
upon a Birth-Day by Candle: light. There's $ for vol. ct.) 

Id. Geo. And the believ'd it, Madam — ha, hay chats | 
well 3 , 
Mrs. Con. Why I believe Kill you a:thidk "0 Then overy Like 
of 'em is ſo cramm'd with Sincerity, Sighs, Hopes, Fears, Flames, 
Darts, Pains, Pangs, and Paſſion, that in my Conſcience, if a Bo- 
dy were to ſet em on fire, the Flame would never go out. 

La. Gen. Well, if you are in Love, ho, this is certainly the new- 
eſt Way of Woing that ever was. 

Ld. Geo. Whether Ym in; Love-or no, 1 TORE to your Ladyſbip. 

Mrs. Con. And if your Ladyſhip ſhould give it againſt him, whe- 
ther or no, I have Reaſon to be vain upon't let the World judge. 

La. Cen. The World, I believe, will think better of you both, | 
when you're married. 

Ld. Geo. In the mean time, I believe, our 0 Comfort will 
be to think well of our ſelves, and let it alone. (All rife.) 

Mrs. Cox. I am glad to find you have Modeſty enough to ſup- 
poſe Marriage wor'd make us think worſe of one another. 
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35 Ihe Kant "4s Sri Or. \ OY 
[obey gn O fiel Mrs. Canqueſ, the more: fi: 95 
you are-known, the more you: muſt be lik d. 
Mrs. Can. bs ir then Pohle that you cod 
like De2-: .cii 
La. Gen. Ha, ha. (Gai going 10 the Tra-Table "WY My 5 
Ld. Geo. If in were r * cou d like any Thiog out of Marr 
mony, it wou d be you. 
Mrs. Com. Well, but tell me, th you like me as | at, how 1 
you know but you may perſuade me into it. 
Ld. Geo. Like you Umh! I can't tell Een ſe aul on 
ber. give me your Hand. 
Mrs. Con. There (Strikes it into bi.) 
Id. Geo. Now I muſt preſs it gently, ro know if couching you 
keeps any Correſpondence with my Heart — Homh! — A wel 
feſht Hand indeed ¶ Ugling ber. © +» 
Mrs. Con. O Lud! not ſo hard tho. I f 
Ld. Ces. Now try your other Forces look upon me: 
Mrs. Con. There (Staring wildly on him.) 
Id. Geo. (Aſide.) She dares not the? in Raillery look kindly on 


* 


| 


" Both PLES 


me like her fort. This over-acted Boldnck to fave her Mo- 


de 


ſty at this time, looks like ſecret Inclination. 

Mrs. Con. Well, how do you find youlelf ? Have I N 

Do you burn much ? 

Id. Geo. Umh! No, Fm a little too low for a 3 There's 
2 {mall Pulſe 3 Different Sexes, like Steel and Flint can't 

well meet without a ſort of ſtriking Light between 'em; not but it 
goes out as faſt as it comes in Os farther Tryal of your Pow- 
er, and Þ1l tell you more. b 

Mrs. Con. Come, come, what is't? I'll do't. 

Ld. Geo. Turn away your Face, hold your Fan bees it. Now 
draw you Hand flowly from me, and if you wou'd not have me 
think this Lightneſs of your Humour a direct Indifference, let me 
perceive a gentle Hold at parting, as though you left a tender 
Heart upon the Preſſure. (he does as directed, and runs from lum. 
Mrs. Con. Has your Ladyſhip any Tea left? 

Ld. Geo, Death! that ſoftning Touch has ſhot me to the Soul. 


dirs d 
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ts. Con. (fade. Let me obſerve him well; for Faith! I tryd my 
amel Force, and even pleas'd my ſelf in hopes to-touch him. 

Ld. Geo. (Afide.) How vain a Coxcomb am 12 This Girl has 
fool'd me to believe ſhe likes me That there ſhould be ſuch Plea- 
ſure in the Flattery of another's good Opinion ! ——There's ſome- 
thing in the open Freedom of her Humour, ſo much the 
Cloſe Reſerves of Formal Prudety, that— Death, if ſhe were of 
any Price but Marriage But I'm z Fool to think of her 

Halls apart.) 

Mrs. Con) Hawk! The Lotte are right. Hah. Cou- 
rage ma Fille, the Gentleman has a-Hole in his Heart yet. 

Enter a $ ervant, ub groes Lord George a Letter. 

Ld. Geo. Oh! There, bees in good Time Now to drive out 
one Poiſon with another Goes 10 La. Gent.) Madam, if 19885 
Lady ſhipꝰs at leiſute I have the Bills read. 

La. Cen. 1 am aſham'd to give your Lordſhip chivenhle; - .- 

Lud. Geo. A Trifle, Madam, I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, J, B, if your La- 
dyſhip pleaſes to look upon 1 think they are all hundred 
Pounds. The reſt I have ct live in Gold. 

La. Gen. If your Les pleaſes, vr teckon in the next 
Room Mrs. Conqueſt. | 

Mrs. Con. PI ware upon your 


Ladyſhip. [Exit Lady Gentle, 
aud Lord Gorge. 

Eight Hundred Pound, and the reſt in Gold, upon her bare 
Word of Honour! Hed: hardly make that Complement only to 

give me Jealouſie The Mortal's in earneſt, that's certain 

And what wicked way he propoſes to find his Account with her; 
am afraid to chink. Let me ſee, I know there will be deep 

Play here to Night—1 have a Thought 3 in my Head, that per- 

_= may lay a Block in his way to her— Not but if there is ſuch 

a thing as imprepaable Vertue, I dare ſwear my Lady Gcurle is Ni- 
ſtreſs of it; but then, on th' other ſide he has a colitis Aſſu- 

rance, that's full as unſurmountable. And when the impudent 

Hopes of a Lover are like his, cover'd with Modeſty, it alters the 
Caſe ſtrangely. No Woman can then be polite bat will be- 
come of her. Her not ſuſpecting his Deſign, puts rim but in n 

fairer way of carrying it on. —Ah lud! 1 don't like it.—klelll cer- 

E 2 tainly 
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Miſs Not. O Ol! this has been a Day of Buſineſs—} think now I 
8 am pretty even with hi Lordſhip; ; and if I cou d but 
draw in Lord George to be his Rival now, I ſhould touch the very 
tip of Happineſs——For then to have the Noiſe of theſe two Lovers 
draw two or. three ſcore: more after me, which it certainly wou d: 
For when once a Woman's the Faſhion, every Body follows her; ſhe 
fills. like a Muſick-Subſcription, tho there's nothing in't, no body 
will be out on't—And then to have the full Pleaſure of mortifying 
Mrs. Conqueſt too, that's always holding her Noſe over me, as if 1 
was not fit to be ont of my Bib and Apron. If I don't mak as good 
2 Rout in the Town as ſhe tis very hard Sure! III forbid 'em 
all to roaft her, that's poſitive! | 10121 

Enter Lord W At 

Ld Geo. [4 de.] Here ſhe is, faith, and e now, 46 1 can 
but flatter her into my Party, my Buſineſs is half over— So! my 
little Venus / 

Miſs Noz. Bleſs me: 
fiphtned me. 

Ld. Geo. Well, and what makes your pretty Ladyſhip here, now 
none of the Family s at home? 

Miſs Not. O! my Lady will be at home preſently! but pray how | 
came your Lordſhip here then? 

Ld. Geo. Why, my. Lite, [. chanc'd to be driving: "Oſt and per- 
haps ſaw- you go in, Tales her ” 225 Hand. 
Mils: Not. Well, and what then? > 

1 Cen 
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This is lucky: I yow, my Lord, you 
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- Ld: Geo. Why then, upon Inquiry, I found you were here alone, 
ain that made me come in _ dear Miſs! how aan * 
look to Day! 

Miſs Nor. P'ſhaw! 

Ld. Geo. What's the Matter, my Soul? 

Miſs /Vor. To tell me I lock: charming, and then call o one e Miß R 
Ld. Geo. O! I aſk a thouſand Pardons. 

Miſs Not: No dear Lord Georgy, never call me. Miſs again, you 
don't call Mrs. Conqueſt ſo; and tho' ſhe's bigger, and more out of 
Shape, you know, than I, Pm ſure Pm as much a Woman in my 
Heart, as ſhe; nay, and in my Paſſions too: For J could kill any 
Woman that would rob me of a Lover, and dye for the dear Man 
that wou' d not be won from me. 

LA. Geo. O the pretty Tenderneſs! But; my Dear, take heed 
how you look upon me, for J am fam'd for Aſſurance; and if once 
encourag'd, i gad my Hope ſets no Bounds to its Impudence, but 
falls downright to reſolving, and cocks its Hat to the Fair ones Face, 
tho” in the very Fury of her Vertue. 

Miſs Not. I fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of your Bro- 
ther Beaux, whoſe ee Aſſurance is only in bragging of more 
than you have. 

Ld. Geo. Nay, if you doubt my Vertues, Child, Fll give you e a 
Taſte of 'em, my Dear. IA ies her. 

Miſs Vor. Hold! hold! O lud! The Duce take you for me. 

Ld. Geo. Death! what a pouting Lip the Rogue has! I gad. I 
think my Friend Mronglove's in the right on't fure. 5 
Mliſs Noe. Beſides do 25 think this bullying is any proof of your 
Courage? [ Aﬀectedly grave. 

Ld, Geo, Why then, my Dear, to prevent all Miſtakes for the 
future, I now give you fair Warning —If you have a Mind I ſhou'd 
not like you, don't flatter me any more; for I tell you, Fm a down- 
right believing Puppy, and upon the leaſt hint of a Hope, can no 
more forbear proceeding 

Miſs Not. Look you, my Lord, all this is but Stuff, for, upon 
my Word, you'll find it no eaſie Matter to flatter me: I know well 
enough how * re — d of. 
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Ld: Geo: Why then, by all the Pains, Pangs, and Termen -le | 
ſhort, Pm = foal; I Lone a Word more to you. 1 beit 
: Mis Nox. Fie! fie! you had better give yourlelt theſe Airs to 
Mrs. Conqueſt, 

Ld. Geo. I don't know but 1 had, Madam, for 1 ſappoſe you Il 
tell my Lord Mronglove of it. 
Mils Not. N- poor Soul! if Mrs. Congueſ lik'd you. no Petter 
than 1 do my Lord Mronglove, * think yourſelf. a miſerable 
Creature. | 

Ld. Geo. If Mrs. Congueſt lik'd me but half ſo well, as I like you, 
Fm ſure ſhed be a miſerable Creature. 
Miſs Mot. Umh! How can you deſign upon me ſo? 
£4. Geo. How can you think to impoſe upon me lo? ris. 
Miſs Nor. My Lord, 1 ſhall take it very ill, if you tell me of ny 
Lord Mronglove. 

Ld. Geo. Then perhaps, Madam, I ſhall'nt rake it well s to | be told 
of Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Miſs Nor. My Lord Wronglove. /, 

| Ld. Geo, Mrs. GCongaeſs/ ' 

-Miſs Nor. Pd have you know, my Lord, of all Mankind, he's 
the fartheſt from my Thoughts. 

Ld, Geo. And Pd have you know, Madam, of all Womankiad 
Mrs. Conqueſi's as far out of mine, 

Mits Vor. Lard! the Aſſurance of fome Men! 
Ld. Geo. Look you, Madam, in ſhort, I can prove what 1 ſay; 
and I hold ten Pound of Tea to a Pinch of Snuff, you won't let me 
prove it: Come, and Pl take the ſame Bett of you, chat you: don't 
prove what you ſaid to me of my Lord * 

Miſs Noz. Come, it's done 

Ld. Geo. Done! 

Miſs Not. Done, for both! 

Ld. Geo. Done! 1-3 

Miſs Not. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of the leaſt 
Inclination for him, I own he has teiz'd me theſe two Months, and 
becauſe I was reſolv'd to give him his Anſwer and his Puniſhment 
at the ſame time, I this very Afternoon made him an Appointment, 


then Went immediately and told wy Lady Wronglove he was to meet 
a Miſtreſs 


* . 


: 


| * 


a Miſtreſs at ſuch an Hour, to my Knowledge, and ſo ſeat her in a 
Fury after him to catch *em together. ; 
Ld. Geo. But how cou d you eſcape yourſelf, all this while? 

Miſs Nor. O! I did not tell her it was 1: For as ſoon as I had 


blown up her Jealouhe, I whip'd into a Hackney-Coach, and got to 


my Lord before her, where I jult popp'd our my Head to him, and 
told him, in a pretended Fright, my Lady had dogg'd him, 1 
durſt not ſtay, then drove away as faſt as I cou'd, and cen left her 
to make up Accounts with him. 


Lad. Geo. Why then, my Life, I do pronounce, that the ſtouteſt 


Wife of 'em all, with the Spirit of Revenge in her, could not have 
better buſtled through this Buſineſs than you havve. 

Miſs Not. And to let you ſee, Sir, that I never do deſign him 
any Favour, I give you leave to tell him, that I ſent my Lady af- 
ter him ; ——Which, if he does, Fm ſure my Lord Mrauglove muſt 
ſuſpect an Intimacy between us. [Aſide.] Nay, and if re, but 


. Ward's Ryzxnurmzer. 6 39 


ftay a Moment, youll have an Opportunity, for J know hell be at 


home preſently. 
Ld. Geo. Then you are th juſt come from him? 


Miſs Not. The Minute you ſaw me come in,— ——And now, Sir, 
it you can but give me half as good a Proof, that your Heart is 
Innocent of Mrs. Conqueſt, —W by tis e (when you have been 
about ſeven Years in the ſame Mind) I may then begin to think 
whether I ſhall conſider of it or no. 

Ld. Geo. A notable Encouragement truly! But to let you ſee, 
Madam, I can't bear the Scandal of a Paſſion Fm not guilty of, as 
the laſt Proof of my Innocence, if either ſhe doubts of my Indiffe- 
rence, or you of my laclination, I am content to own both before 
both your Faces. : 

Miſs Not. And ſo afterwards deny both, behind both our Backs. 
Indeed you muſt think again, that won't do. An old Bite. 


{ 


Ld. Geo. Come, III do more ll pretend to truſt you with my 


Paſſion for a third Perſon, and give you leave in the tendereſt 
Touches Art or Woman's Wit can paint it, to tells it that third Per- 
ſon, while Mrs. Congueft is by. 


Miſs Not. Umh! This has a Face. 25 
| | Ld, Geo, 
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the Maſk, you ſhare wefuſe to ſhow your Face; for . don't. t Care a 


a” 
- 


— 


of my Lady Mronglove? 
Priend. 


do it: Vou muſt go to her in all che diſorder in the World, as if 


* 


- 
P Ly 
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Ld. Geo. Nay, with a "Maſk upon't too; for while I am con- 
— vincing you, I dont care a Button for her, I impoſe upon a third 
| Perſon purely to make à Secret of my Paſſion for „ 

Miſs Nor. Better ſtill But, when 1 have a mind to poll off 


Man ſhow'd be aſham'd of his Paſſion neither, 
Ld, Geo. As you pleaſe, for that. | 
_ Miſs Not. I begin to like this ftrangely——This will teize e Mrs. 
Gi to Death——But now the Difficulty is to find out this third 
Perſon lt muſt be one I'm acquainted with— What think you 


Ld. Geo. Umh! *** I dor't care to affront the Wife of my 


Miſs Not. Ah! Do you think any ol che ſober Souls about Town 
are ever angry in their Hearts to hear a Man likes em. 

Ld Geo.- That's true, tis poſſible her Reſentment might let a Man 
die in his Bed after it But tis not worth ones while to quarrel with 
him, about a Woman I don't like. 

Miſs Not. Nay, I wou'd not run you into any Hazard un- 
leſs *twere upon my own Account And now I think on't, Ill re- 
ſerve that Quarrel for my ſelf. 8 [Aſide 

Ld. Geo. Come! I have found ew propereſt den in the 
World is my Lady Gentle you know you are all in a Houſe toge- 
ther; her Huſband, Sir William's in the Country, I have no Acquain- 
tance with him ; and if I loſe hers by it, I don't care Sixpence. 

Miſs Not. 1 like your Choice very well — but doubt it will re- 
quire ſome Art to manage her; for to ſay the Truth, the Woman 
is moſt fantaſtically Simple: The very word Love out of any Mouth 
but her Huſbands will make her Start, as if a Gun went off. ; 

Ld. Geo. Therefore, my Dear, it muſt be done as if you did not 


I had had the Impudence to endeayour to bribe you into my Al- 
ſiſtance. 
Miſs Net. Right! or Pl go firſt and quarrel wich my Uncle ll 
he makes me Cry, and then come in with my Eyes ſwell'd, and ſob- 
bing a as if I was almoſt choak'd with the Affront you had offer d 
me, 


*. - ms 
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me, and ON call you a thouſand Villains for during to: propoſe 

”_ an impudent thing to me. 

Id. Geo. Admitable! I gad, the Chile's 3 Barr i in Expe- 

tience above the ſtouteſt of her Sex Hark! 1 here a Coach ſtop! 
Miſs Mot. Pſhah! Duce take him, its . my Lord! how 

ſhall we do? 

Ld. Geo, Why, if you'll give me 2 my Life Il call at your 
Houſe i in an Hour, — there we'll ſettle every Point to a Tittle. 
Miſs Not. With all my Heart, I won't ſtay for my Lady! Ill go 
Home now: But here comes my Lord, you ſhall ſee firſt how PII 
uſe him. 


Ld. Geo. Don't wouble your ſelf my Life, it will only give him 
2 2 Jealouſie, and do us no Service. 


Miſs Nor. Indeed! methinks if 1 am not afraid of his _ 
you need not. 

Ld. Geo.” My Soul! I aſk ten ee Pardons for my Stupidity. 
Enter Lord Wrongiove and ſtops Miſi Notable, who ſeems 2 tall 
gravely with him. 

-Ld, Goo, I gad, 1 can hardly believe my Seals; if this Gitl's = 
Character were in a Play, People that had not ſeen it wou'd ſwear 
the notableneſs of her Head were above Nature. 


Ld. Wrong. [To Miſs Not.] Did my Lord ung tell you I told 
him you were to meet me ? 

Miſs Not That's no matter, it's ſufficient l know you told him : 
But I thought at leaſt you had ſeen enough of the World to NO”; 
that a Confident was the ſafeſt Diſguiſe for a Rival. 

Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry your Ladyſhip has ſuch an One of me. 

Miſs Mot. Indeed, Sir, 1 ſhall not reproach you, I have ſatiſ- 
fied my ſelf in ſerving you, as you deſerve For it There's one 
can ell you how too, and ſo your Servant My Lord, youll re- 
member. {To Lord Geo.] 1 [Exit Miſs. 

Ld. Mrong. Ha! ha! va! Why, 1 now Friend! What are 
you my Rival? 

— Geo, Ha! ha! ha! Why, Faith I am- very near being one of 


; for I believe the Child will think ſhe has hard luck, if the 
k-th Town is not ſo in a Fottnight. 


eo 8 I. Wrong. 


0 
* 


ha 


ver 
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Id. Wrong. g. But prithee how came ſhe to know I ever made you 
a Confidence of my Affair with her? I am afraid Tow _ an 
thoughtleſs. WR 

Ld. Geo. No, by all that's Honeſt—But ſhe has -rold me more 
than you cor'd tell me. 

IL. Wrong. What? 

Ld. Geo. That ſhe her ſelf told r my Lady — 1 your Ap- 
pointment with her this Afternoon, and (as I ſuppoſe you have ſince 
found) ſent her in a Hackney ( Coach after vou. * 

Ld. Wrong. The Devil! 

Ld. Geo. Nay, *twas a home puſh Faith! is 

Ld: Mrong. Home! quotha! i gad it's time for me to knock off, I 


ſhall never come. up with her: But what cou d ſhe propoſe: "i; tel. 


ling you of it? 

Ld. Geo, Why, a freſh Lover ſuppoſe—-She found me a lirthe 
Tardy here in addreſſing her, and imagining my ſmall Virtue 
might proceed from a Regard to you: To convince me of her In- 
difference to you, ſhe very fairly told me how ſhe had ſerv'd you, 
to open an eaſier Paſſage in my Conſcience for 25 Paſſion to her. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir, I give you Joy. 

| Ld. Geo. Lad Faith, Sir, I expect it, though not as you ho from 
the green Youth of her Perſon, but the plump Maturity of her Un- 
derſtanding— in helping me to another. 

Ld. Wrong. Riddles! | a 

Ld. Geo. To be ſhort; I think 1 have bir the OM for in re- 
turn, to convince her of my Indifference to Mrs. Conqueſl, [ have 
imposd upon her to diſcover my real Paſſion to Lady Gentle, be- 
fore Mrs. Congues?'s Face: And this, Sir, with your leave, is 1 5 
Honour all the Uſe I deſign to make of her. 

Ld. Mrong. Faith! *tis a glorious one—All Matchiavel was Boys 
play to it — Look you, Sir, if you have a Fancy to the ſmall re- 
mainder of her Compolition— Pray be free 

Ld. Geo. Dear Sir! not ſo much as the ſqueeze of her little Fin- 
ger: But I thought I might make bold with her Virtue, and not 
rob your Gout of a Morſel. 

Ld. Mrong. Not a ſtep farther Faith I fhall ev'n turn thou my 


Nag and go a a little — Hare — by way of ar 
the 


2 


. Wirz 1 43 


the Air, I can male a Shift to come up to; but to "NO Neck, 
or nothing, after a mad galloping Jade of a Hind, that will run you 
ſtrait an end out of a . requires a little more Mettle than! 
am Maſter of. 

Ld. Geo. Come, come! you are Sportſman winch to know, that 
as Pride firſt humbles a Coquet into the looſeſt Encouragements to 
gain a Man, ſo the ſame Pride very often piques her into the 
granting the laſt Fayour, rather than loſe him. 

Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry I have made this rout about it. I-ex- 
pop to have my Wife ſhock me too. 


Ld. Geo. O! pray, ber did you come off: 2 Did my Lady ſee you 
in the Coach? 


Ld. Wrong. am not fare, Faith, but whether ſhe did or not, (be 


ſhan't convince me ſhe did? 
Ld, Geo. Where did you leave her. | 
Ld. Wrong. Why as ſoon as the Child told me * * Coach, 
that my Wife was in another behind me, I advisd her to go off, 
then whipt up my wooden Glaſſes, and ſtood croſs the Road, to 
prevent the Nymph's being follow'd, when, ſhe was out of (i ght, I 
orderd the Fellow to drive to Town as faſt as Black and Bay cod 
lay Legs to the Ground; and having the Fortune of better Horſes, 
] juſt got time enough to ſtop, and give a Fellow a Guinea co cut 
the Braces of the Coach that came after me, which while I drove 
gently on, I ſaw him do, ſo cen came away, and left her Ladyſhip 
fairly overſet in the middle of a ſwinging Shower, at Hyde-Park- 


Corner. 
Ld. Geo. How will ſhe get Home; 2 
Ld. Wrong. Umh! She will have Wit enough 1 in her W . 


preſume to ſend for another Coach, or, if not it will be a very 
pretty cool Walk over the Park for her. 


Ld. Geo. What an unfortunate Creature is a Jealous Wife? 
Bruſh M hiſpers Lord Wronglove, and Exit. 


Ld. Wrong. My Wites come Home: Now if you have a Curi- 


oſity, you ſhall ſee how Pl manage her. 


Ld. Geo. Pray, Sir, don't let me be Witneſs of your Conjugal 
Douceurs; but, if you pleate,: Fll ſtep into the next t Rom a little, 
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for T have two or three Words to write: I muſt WN che Contit $2 
to meet me at my Lady Centle's after the Play 
Id. Wrong. Do bh 1 Take this Teng youll find 775 ag in 
the Burreau. 
Id. Geo. Quick, quick, I hear ber - Bon Hoya hege. bt. 

| [Exit Lord George. 


Exer L Wronglove, as front oe Se, in a . and TO 
and her Petticoat pim'd up. 

La. Wrong. So Sir, you are come home 1 les: 

Ld. Mrong. Yes, Madam, and you have been abroad I foo; ill 
you never give over making your ſelf ridiculous to the very Ser- 
vants? Was this a Dreſs to go out in, or a Condition for a Wo- 
man of your Quality to walk home in? Death? What muſt People 
take you for? For ſhame! 
La. Wrong. My Lord, when a Huſband: 1228 monſtrous, a Wife 
may well become ridiculous. 

Ld. Wrong. Look you, Madam, while your Jealouſie l with- 
in Bounds I Tall take little notice of it: But when its idle Extrava- 
gances break in upon my Reputation, I ſhall reſent it as I ought : M 
You may think. me an ill Huſband, if you pleaſe, but 1 wont have 
the World think ſo, till I give em occaſion. 
La. Wrong. Inſolent! 

Ld. Wrong. I thought I had told you in the Morning of a foo- 
liſh Letter, n was brought by Miſtake to me inſtead of my Ser- 
vant: Vour not taking my Word, methinks was not over Civil, 
Madam; and your ſince Dogging my Servant, inſtead of me, to 
the very place of Appointment, was extremely obliging ; : the Fellow. 
has confeſs d to me, ſince he came home, that in his Fear to be 
ſeen, he got your Coach overthrown in the middle of the High- 
way, while you ridiculouſly purſued him: A mighty NN Fi- 
gure you mult make, while you were getting out of if'no doubt! 

La. Wrong. Come, come, my Lord, I have not loſt my Senſes 
yet | follow'd you, and Faw you-1n the Coach, when the con- 
dent Creature reach'd out to you from another, to tell you, I ſup- 
| pole, that I was juſt behind you. You may wrong me, but you 

can never blind me. In a ſeornful Smile.) 


* I)ud.MViong, 
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La. Wrong, (Taking him up ſhort.) Some People think it does 
now: All Men are not of your Opinion, my Lord, my Comple- 
xion may not pleaſe you perhaps; but I have known many a Lover 
find an Appetite only from a Huſband's loſing it. 


Ld. Wrong. 1 won't ſuppoſe, Madam, you'll ſuffer any Man to 


like you more than he ought to do. 
La. Wrong, O Sir! don't you depend more upon my Diſcietion; 
than your own— We Wives, as well as our Huſbands, love to have 


fome idle Body or other to Aarter us into Humour, when the Time 
baygs upon our Hands. 


Ld. Wrong. V ou are pleaſant, Madam. 


La. Wrong, Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate Frolick hed: if | 


a Woman's Happineſs were to die with her Huſband's Inclination. 
Ld. Wrong. Waggiſn, I proteſt. 


La. Wrong. O there's nothing like a modiſh Huſband to refine 


the unbred Vertue of a Wife into all the pretty Liberties in Faſhion. 
Ld. Wrong. Good Company, or let me die. 


La. Wrong. I knew the Day when my Lady Hiliey-Miin wou'd 
have bluſht almoſt, into Tears at the Alarm of a bare civil thing 


from any Man but her Huſband ; but from the well-bred Example 


of his Confcience, ſhe has now moſt undauntedly got the better of 


her own, and (ends buff at the Head of the Mode, without the 
leaſt T of Vertue to put her out of Cee. 
Ld. Wrong. Why now, my Dear this is ſomething, if you'd 


but always treat me with this good Humour, you and I ſhou'd never 
diſpute as long as we live. 


La. Wrong. Monſter! 


Ld. Wrong. For you know I have * told you, that if ever I 
ſhou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a gentle Complaint, and 
good Words wou'd work me to-any thing; when the Pride of an 
inſolent Reproach wou'd be but adding Fuel to my Folly, and make 
it flame the higher: But now I ſee that you are convinc'd that your 


Suſpicions were groundleſs, and that you are ſenſible, if they had 


not that, Defiance is utterly the wrong Way to reform me: You 


{hall 
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I. Wrong. Look you, Madam, that manner in ſpeaking ſhews 
too much Tranſport, and Colour does not become your Face 
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ſhall find that all this Tenderneſs and Temper that yore now treat 
me with, ſhall n't be thrown away upon me. f 

La. Wrong g. Inſolent! Provoking Devil! | 

Ld. Wrong. I am glad we are Friends with all iſa . 1: am, 
upon my Soul, my Dear. | 

La. Wrong. Villain! 

Ld. Wrong. O my Dear! I had like to luke N one e ching, 

: and fince we are now come to a Right Underſtanding, I'll tell you. 
if ever you and I ſhould happen to diſagree, I beg of you, for your 

_ own. ſake, never give me any hard Language; becauſe there is no 

being certain, but in one of my brutal Fits, I may. let you cry your 

ſelf half blind for it, before! forgive you. 

La. Wrong. Forgive me! I have a Soul as much Fae the fear of 

you, as are your Injuries below my ſcorn— 1 laugh at both. 

Ld. Wrong. Ay but, my Life, I wou'd not have you truſt me, 
for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wrongfully, I know my fooliſh 
Temper fo well, that, in my Conſcience, in pure Spite, I believe 
I believe 1 believe I ſhou'd keep a Whore. 1 

La. Wrong. My Lord, this Affectation won't redreſs my fone 
and however you. deceive your ſelf, in your unqueſtion'd Power * 

doing wrong, youll find there is a Force of Juſtice yet above your 
Strength, a Curb of Law to check abandon'd Principles; nor am I 
yet fo poor in. Intereſt or Friends, jealous of my Wrongs, as of 
their own, but I may find a Time and Race to make. your proud 
Heart humble for 685 Uſage. 

Ld. Wrong. Death! and Hell! dare to 5 me with ſuch ano- 
ther Thought, theſe Walls ſhall mark your Bounds of liberty: This 
diſmal Houſe becomes your Priſon, debatr'd of Light, * Con- 
verſe, or Relief, you live immured for Life: And, let me ſee that 
Big-mouth'd Friend, or Intereſt then, that can unlock a Huſband's 


| Power to keep you When my Wife talks warmly to me, ſhe 
ſhall aſk my leave Giſt. 


La. Hrong. Never 

fort, I take to tell you of it. 
Ld. Wrong. We are not upon an equal Foot: I won't have you 
ſo familiar in your Accuſations: Be warn'd, and ſtir me not F 
uſe 


52 4 * 


Such leave as you took to give me Cauſe 


* 
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uſe my over You may ſooner make me an ill Huſband than a 
tame one. | 
La. Wrong. So may you me a Wife, my Lok: And what is't 
binds me more to bear an Injury, than you? I have ſeen you laugh 
at Paſſive Obedience between a Prince and People, and in the Senſe 
of Nature, I can't ſee why * tis not as ridiculons from a Wife to an in- 
jurious Huſband? = 
Ld. Wrong. Their Hazard is at leaſt unequal : A People may be 
freed by ſtruggling; but when a fetter d Wife * tly inſulted 
Huſband's ſure to make her Chain the ſhorter. 5 
La. Wrong. Her Mind, at leaſt, is more at liberty; the Eaſe of 


giving Shame for Pain, ſtands yet in ſome degree of 1 The 


Wretch that's „ killa, falls better ſatisfied. to ſee his Marthe- 
ter bien = 


Ld. Wrong. Nay, now 1 crave your Mercy, Malen 1 gad . 


have miſtook your Grievance all this while it ſeems then, to be re- 
fus'd the pleaſure of reproaching, is what you can't bear— and 
when you are wrong'd, to lock up your Tongue is the greateſt Cru- 
elty your Tyrant can impoſe upon you— if that be the Hardſhip, 
pray be eaſie, when you pleaſe in the Name of Thunder go on, 
ſpare no Tnve&ives, but open the Spout of your Eloquence, and 
ſee. with what a cath; connubial Reſ1 ignation, 1 will both hear and 
bow me to the Chaſtiſement. 

La. Wrong. Poor helpleſs Aﬀectation ! This Shew of Taber is 
as much diſſembled as your Innocence I know, in ſpite of all 


your hardned Thoughts, to hear your Guilt confronted thus, muſt 


gall your Soul: Patients don't uſe to ſmile while their freſh Wounds 
are prob'd, nor Criminals to laugh under the ſmart of Juſtice. _ 

Ld. Wrong. My Life, you begin extremely well, and with abun- 
dance of Fire, only give me leave to obſerve one thing to you, that 
as you draw towards an End, don't forget the principal thing you 
were going to ſay. . 


La. Mrong. How poor! How low! How etched is a guilty 


Mind that ſtands without a Bluſh the Shock of Accuſation 
ET Wrong. Hold, Madam, don't miſtake me neither ; for I al- 


low you to accuſe me of nothing, but of what we fine Gentlemen 


a little Whoredom, 
8 ms La. . Vong. 


think is next to nothing 
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Th Daves Ka. Sent * 


15 Wrong Audacions! Horrid Wrerch! and dare you own the 

Fact TP 

Id. Wrong. On ir: No, no, if 1 were guilty I _—_ not do 

| that, but I give you leave to ſuppoſe me ſo, becauſe, by what you 

| „ ay, © fancy it wou'd eaſe your Heart to reproach me, tho' me- 
ES  - thinks: it's very hard, that Demonſtration won't Convince you 

f 8 of my Innocence, 8 8 1 

La. Wrong. Denswg teen! 255 | N 

ho 2 Demonſtration! Ay, Demonſtration : For if I were 

_ — guilty, pray "ho cou'd better know it than my ſelf, and have not 

I told you with my own Mouth tis no ſuch ching Pray what De- 

monſtration can be plainer: a 5 
La. Wrong. I find you are reſolvd to ſtand it to the laſt; but 

5 ſince I know your Guilt, I owe my ſelf the Juſtice to reſent it. 

. When the weak Wife tranſgreſſes, 18 Huſband's Blood has leave to 

5 boil; his Fury's juſtified by Honour; the Wrong admits no meaſure 

ö of amends; his Reputation bleeds, and only Blood can ſtanch it. 

And 1 muſt tell you, Sir, that in the Scales of Conſcience, the'Huſ- 

band's Falſhood is an equal Injury, and equal too, you find the 

Wh Wife's Reſentment : Henceforth be ſure you're private in your | 

Shame; for if I trace you to another Proof, expect as little Mercy 

> for the Wretch you doat on, as you your ſelf wou'd ſhew to the fe- 

lonious Lover. - 

y Wrongs through bes 2 ſhoot you to the Sou, - 
You ſhall not find I am an injur'd Hool. Exit. 

Id. Wrong. Well ſaid J gad, if ſhe cou d but love with half the 

Fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not deſire to paſs my time in better Com- 

pany—Not but between me, and my ſelf, our Dear Conſorts, have 

ſomething a hard time on't: We are a little apt to take more Liberty 

than we give But People in Power don't care to part with it, whe- 

ther it be lawful or no; to bear her Inſolence is poſitively intolera- 

ble— What ſhall 1 do with her—I know no way of making an ho- 

nourable Peace, better than Sword in Hand—Ev'n let her Pride ſwell 

till it burſts, and then *tis poſſible ſhe may come to Reaſon. 

Enter a Servant. © 


S erv. Here's Sir Friendly Moral, wy Lord. 
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Lud. Wrong, g. Deſire him to walk in I hold fifty Pound the old 1 
| a comes to ſchool me about his young Ems; ; if he 
does; I know hell do it handſomely : For give him his due, with 
all his ſeverity of Principles, he is as $660 _— and as welt 
bred, as ir he had no Principles at all. FRAY, + - 
7 Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly. N 1 
Sir 15 My Lord, I am your moſt humble A 9 
Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly 7 this is kind indeed! Chairs there 
Well! how goes the Gout Sir? 
Sir Fr. In troth very untowardly ; ; for I can hardly walk with 
it Will your Lordſhip give me leave? 
Id. Mrong. To ſtand upon any thing but Ceremony. 
| "Des Lord George from the Inner Room. 
' Ld: Geo. Nuncle, I am glad to fee ou. 
Sir Fr. Hah! Monſieur Brilliant, and in a ſober Viſit after Sun-ſer! 
| Ld. Geo. O dear Sir, Pm grown a Fellow of the moſt retir'd 
Converſation in the World. 
Sir Fr. Vour Reformation is not of a very long Date, I'm afraid; 
for if 1 don't miſtake, I ſaw you but Yeſterday at the Tharch'd- 
houſe with a Napkin upon your Head, at the Window in very hope- 
leſs Company. 
Ld. Geo. How! how Nuncle! two Men of Title, and a foreign 
Count, hopeleſs Company ! 
Sir Fr. Moſt deplorable! Your Count's a Counter, and only paſ- 
ſes for what he is in his own Country; your Men of Title indeed 
are no Counterfeits, every Body ſees into their Worth, Sir Bubble 
$quander, and my Lord Lawleſs : But the Sparks 1 obſerv'd you 
with. were Donefer the Jockey, and Touchum the Gameſter; as 
infamous a Fellow as ever broke the Head of a Box-keeper. 
Ld. Geo. Pſhah ! People that Play keep all Company: But to 
let you ſee I had my Account in it, I had a mind to bite Sir Bubble ; 
in 4, Horſe Match, and fo took theſe two Fellows with me, to let 
him into the Secret. 
Sir Fr. A fine laser of our Modiſh Morals indeed! To make 
ones Conſcience a Bawd, to the diſhonour of biting a Wretch of 


perhaps an hundred Pound! What a Shame it is the World ſhou'd 
vo L, II, ö not | 


Aa 


—- ack BF it bs its true name : Chexig, that Men ” Honoue might 
=  - . mor 2 57 of it. ) 


Ld. Geo. O, Sir, the name 1 grant yoh 4 0 fravgely alter the 


3 Caſe; but people of Rank, and Power, Nuncle, are wiſer, and 
=_ Nick-name one another's eee, een e 'tis your little 
= -* Cheat you ſee, that's ſent to Newgate ; your gen © one's Huy turn'd 
4 out of his Place. 
il Sir Fr. Nay, tis a comfortable World indeed, for Knaves, Fools, 
| Fops, Cowards, and Sharpers. 
1 Ld. Geo. Right! their HT is Quantity keeps e em in Coun- 
a tenance. 
| Sir Vr. So that a Man may be any one, or all of 'em, and yet 
| appear no Monſter in moſt of. the publick Places about Town. 
= I. d. Wrong. But with ſubmiſſion, Sir Friendly, if I meet with a 
= - Man of Figure, that talks agreeably over a Glaſs; what in the 
= Name of good Nature have I to do with his Morals? | _ 
= Sir Fr, *Tis in my Opinion, as diſhoneſt in a Man of Quality 
=_ 8 to converſe with a well-bred Rogue, as *twere unſafe for a Woman 


of Reputation to make a Companion of an agreeable Strumpet. 
People's Taſte and Principles are very juſtly meaſur'd by their 
Choice of Acquaintance: Beſides, a Man of Honour owes the diſ- 
countenance of a Villain, as a Debt to his own Dignity. How 
poor a Spirit mult it ſhew in our People of Fortune, to let Fellows, 
who deſerve hanging every, other Day of their lives, die at laſt of 
ſitting up in the beſt Company? But my Lord Wronglove, I am afraid 
I have a Pardon to aſk; the laſt time we three were together, did 
not the old Fellow a little over-ſhoot himſelf? I thought, when J 
parted, I had been freer in my Advice than became me? 

Ld. Mrong. So far from it, that your very Manner of ſpeaking 
makes Fun: molt ſevere Reproofs an Obligation. 

Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concern'd for what I had faid to your 
Lordſhip: As for this Spark, I no more mind his Caprice, = 
believe he does any thing I can ſay to him: And yet the Knave 
has ſomething of good Humour in him, that makes me I can't 
help ſometimes throwing away my words upon him. But give me 


your Hand; in troth, when I was at your Years, I had my Fol- 
lics too, 
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Id. Geo: Ay! now you come to us Nuncle, and J hope you'll 
have good Nature cnobgh, not to W an » ar Friends to be eiter 
than you were. 

Sir Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it, but in troth, if they ſhov'd 
be wiſer—for my Soul I can't ſee any Harm would do em! And 
tho? I love with all my Heart, to ſee Spirit in a young Fellow, yet 
a little Prudence won't poiſon him. And if a Man that ſets our 
into Life, ſhow'd carry a little general Eſteem with him, as part of 
his Equipage, he'd make never the worſe Figure at the end of his 
| Joy 


Ld. Geo. We young Fellows that ride Poſt, never r mind what Fi- 
gures we make. 
Sir Fr. Come! come! lets not contend * Victory, but Trah— 
I love you both—and wou'd have all that know you do fo too —— 
Don't think becauſe you paſs for Men of Wit, and modiſh Ho- 
nour, that that's all you owe to your Condition: Fortune has given 
you Titles to ſet your Actions in a fairer Light, and Nature Under- 
ſtanding to make em not only Juſt, but generous. Troth! It 
grieves me to think you can abuſe ſuch Happineſs, and have no 


more Ambition, or regard to real Honour, than the wretched fine 


Gentlemen in moſt of our Modern Comedies Will you forgive 

me— Upon my Faith, 1 don't ſpeak thus of you to other People, 
nor wou'd I now ſpeak ſo to you, but to prevent other Peoples 
ſpeaking thus of you to me. 


Ld. Geo. Nuncle, depend upon't Tm abvays pleas'd to hear you. 
Ld. Wrong. 1 take it kindly. 


Sir Fr. Then firſt to you, Lord George, What can you think 
the honeſt part of the World will ſay of you, when you have ſe- 
duc'd the innocent Inclinations of one of the beſt Wives, from per- 
haps one of the beſt Huſbands in the World. ——To be plain, I 


mean my Lady Gentle ; You lee, my Lord, with all your Diſ- 
cretion, your Deſign's no Secret. 


Ld. Geo. Upon my Life, Nuncle, if I were half the Fellow you 


think me, I ſhou'd be N to Look People in the Face. 


Sir F. Fie, fie! how uſeleſs is the Force of Underſtanding, when 
only Age can give us Vertue? 


Ld. . Come, * you ſee he's incorrigible, you'll have 
8 better 


£5 
8 


, 
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better Succeſs with me, I-hope; for, to tell you the Truth, l have 


few We that you can call it Vertue in me to part vith. 

Sir Fr. 1 gm glad to hear-it, my Lord, I ſhall be as Fonds 
as I can; but, ſince we are in ſearch of Truth, muſt freely tell 
you, The Man that violates himſelf the facred Honours if, his 


' Wife's chaſt Bed (1 muſt be plain, my Lord) ought at leaſt to feat, 


as ſhe's the frailer Sex, 'the ſame from her; the Injury to her ſtrikes 
deeper than the Head, often to the Heart. And then her Provo- 

cation is in Nature greater; and injur'd Minds think nothing is un- 
juſt that's natural. This ought ro make a wiſe Man tremble: 


For, in the Point of real Honour, there's very little Difference 


deren being a Cuckold, and deſerving to be one: And to come 
a little cloſer to your Lordſhip's Caſe, to fee fo fine a Woman as 
my Lady Wronglove, even in her Flower of Beauty, ſlighted for 
the ee Pleaſures of a Green - ſick Girl; — th imprudent 


part argues at beſt a thin and ſickly Appetite. 


Ld. Mrong. Sir Friendly, I am almoſt aſham'd to anſwer you, . 
——Your Reproach indeed has tonch'd me; I mean for my At- 


| tempts upon your young Kinſwoman ; bur, becauſe tis not fit you 


ſhou'd take my Word, after my owning fo unfair an Action, here's 
one can bear me Wirneſs, that not half an Hour before you came 
in, I had reſolv'd never to perſue her more. 

Sir F. My Eord, I came not to reproach. you with a Wrong to 
me, but to yourſelf ; had the Girl had no Relation to me, I till 


had ſaid the ſame; not but I now am doubly bound to thank you. 


Ld. Geo. And now, Nuncle, Ill give you a piece of Advice: 


Difpoſe of the Child as ſoon as you can, rather under-match her, 


than not at all: For, if you'll allow me to know any thing of the 


Mathematicks, that before ſhe's five Weeks older ſhe will be totally 
unqualified for an A pe- leader, you may as poſitively depend upon, 


as that ſhe is of the Feminine Gender. 
Sir Fs, J am pretty well acquainted with the Ripenefs of her In- 


clinations, and have provided for 'em; unleſs ſome ſuch Spark as 


you (now my Lord has laid em — whips up the Cudgels in the 

mean time. 
Ld. Geo. Not I, upon Honour, depend upon't; her Perſon 's 
quite out of my Gouſt, nor have I any more Concern about it br 
have 


* 


the Wirx's RnonnTMent, . 


[ have to know who will be the next King of Poland, or who i is the 
true Original of Strops for Razors, 

Ld: Wrong. Sit Friendly, 1 own I have been' no > Stranger in o- 
a his Places to the Follies you have charg d me vith; yet J am fo far 


inclin'd to part with them, that were it poſſible 1 could be, my own 
way, and properly, reconcibd to my Wife, I vou d not wiſh a 


Thought of Happineſs beyond it. 
Sir Fr. My Lord, I know her Temper, and her Spirit. 
Ld. Wrong. O! human Patience car'r bear it. 


Sir Fr. I warrant you! A wiſe Man will bear a greater Weakneſs 


from a Woman: And, ſince I find your good Nature is not wholly 
diſoblig'd, J could wiſh, for both your Sakes, I had your Lordſhip's 
ſecret leave to talk with her. 

Ld. Mrong. Um! Cou'd not it as well be done without my 
Leave, Sir Friendly? 1 ihowd not Care to have her think I made 
Advances 

Sir Fr, O! l am a Friend to both, a will betray neither 
of you. + no. Servant.) 

Tos, Sir, there's a Gentleman come ont of the City, and ſtays 
at your Houſe to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr, P'll wait on him.-—My Lord, will you excuſe me? 

Ld. Wrong. I cou'd rather wiſh your Buſineſs wou d, Sir Friendly. 


Sir Fr. Upon my Word, my Lord, 'tis urgent; this Man brings 


me Money: I am diſcharging my ſelf of my Guardianſhip to Mrs. 
Congueſs, and my Buſineſs is now to pay her in the laſt Sum of her 
Fortune. 

Ld. Geo. What's the ; wn total, Nande if a Man ſhou'd happen 
to ſer a Price upon his Liberty ? 

Sir Fr. Come, come, the Liberties you value, my Lord, are not 
worth keeping : An honeſt Smile from the good Humour of that 


Girl is worth all the ſodden Favours of your whole Seraglio— Will | 


four thouſand Pound do any good, my Lord. 

Ld, Geo. Look yon, Sir Friendly, Marriage is very honourable 
and wiſe, and—and—it-—it—it's—it's an extreme fine thing, no 
doubt ; but I am one of thoſe frank-hearted Fellows that had rather 
ſee my Friends happy that way than my ſelf, —-My Lord, your 


Servant, 
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new Chariot at the Door? 


34 mh . 1 Gran: Or, 


_ Servant, 3 you are going home, Nuncle, Fll cory you, for 1 
have Buſineſs at your Houſe too. 


Ld. V Vong. Who's there? Light out !- 


Lord George, is rh 
L d. Geo. Ves; and poſitively the pred that ever rolled in the 


Rear of ſix 3 9 5 


Ld. * I have a Mind t to look at 5... Eren, 
The End of the Third A. 
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A C Tv: - 
S CEN E. Lord Wronglove 8 Houſe. 


Emer Lady Wronglove and Ms. Hartſhorn. 


AS Sir Friendly within. 


Mrs. Ear: Yes, Madam, he gives his 
humble Service, and ſays he will certainly be at home at eight a 
Clock, and expect your Ladyſhip s Commands. 


La. Wrong. Did the Fellow give my Service to my Lady Gentle 


La. Wrong, 


too, and to Sts Conqueſt 29 


Mrs. Harti. He did not ſay any thing of it to me, Madam. 


La. Wrong. What Blockhead is it you always find out to neglect 
my Buſineſs Whom did you fend? 


Mrs. Hariſ. James, Madam. 

La. Mrong. Call him in, I find J muſt always give my Orden 
my ſelf. 

Mrs. Hariſ. He's gone to the Play to keep your Ladyſhip's Places. 
La. /Frong. The Play! ſure the People are all out of their Sen- 
ſes! Why 1 ſhallnr go to Day. 


Mrs. Hariſ. He ſay'd, Madam, your Ladyſhip order'd him, right 
or wrong, to keep Places every Saturday. 
La. Vong. Pſhah! 


Mrs. Hort hope your Ladyſhip is not angry at me, Madam. 
La. Mrong. No! Prithee! I don't know what I ſay. 


* Mrs. Hariſ. 


* 


tbe Wirz Reonara int. 


Mrs. Harif: Ah, poor Lady! [Alde. 
La. Wrong. What is the Play to Day? 
Mrs. Hartſ. The — the — Hausband, A the Gange 
Husband, I think, Madam. 

La. Mrong. The Careful; the cal Withond own mean ſure— 
tho' I never ſaw it. 

Mrs. Hartſ. Yes, yes, Madam— it's has Play, that my Lady 
I/ear-breeches hates fo, that I ſaw once, Madam— where there's 
a Lady that comes in, and catches her Huſband faſt aſleep with her 
own Woman, and then takes her Handkercher off her Neck, and 
then goes ſoftly to him 

La. Mrong. And ſtrangles him in his Sleep? 

Mrs. Hariſ. No, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Oh, ftrangles the Woman. 

Mrs. Hari/. No, Madam, ſhe only lays it gently over r his Head, 
for fear he ſhou'd catch Cold, and ſo ſteals out of the Room, with- 
* ſo much as offering to wake him. 

a. Wrong. Horrid! And what becomes of the poor ſpirited Crea- 


1 


i... 

Mrs. Hart. O! Madam, when the Gendlemin wakes, and 1 
that his Lady has been there without taking any notice of it to him, 
he grows ſo ſham'd of his Wickedneſs, and ſo ſenſible of her Ver- 
tues, that he afterwards proves the civileſt Gentleman, and the beſt 
Huſband in the World to her. 

La. Wrong. Foh! were I an Huſband, a Wife with ſuch a tame 
enduring Spirit wou'd make me ſcorn her, or, at beſt, but ſleep at 
her groveling Vertne—— Is my Lord within 2 

Mrs. Harif. Yes, Madam, he's reading in his Cloſer. 

La. Wrong. Any thing, the dulleſt Solitude more pleaſes him than 
my Company Hoh! (Srghmg. 

Mrs. Hari. ( Aſide. Ah poor Lady! it makes me weep to ſee her 
grieve at Heart ſo. 

La. Mrong. Go to my Lord, and ſay I deſire to ſpeak with him. 
[Exit, Mrs. Hartſhorn.] O! for a Draught of cold Indifference to 
chill this lukewarm Love, that wou'd rebel againſt my Peace, that I 
may leave without a Pang this hardned Wretch, and to the rude 
Riots of his groſs Deſire give him up for ever— He comes, 1 

own 
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down my feeling Heart, and let tame Patience ſpeak my' Wrongs 
for once, for Wrongs like mine need not the Force, or Fire of Paſ- 
ſion to preſent * em. W 
Enter Lonk Wronghyte. nia FIZ 
' Ld. Mrong. I a am x 6a Madam, you defire to ſpeak. with we? 
La. /Frong. Yes, my. Lord, and which perhaps you'll not diſlike, 
to talk with you in Temper too, if you're in Temper to receive it. 

Ld. Wrong. While youre in Temper, Madam, I ſhall always 
think I owe you the reſpect of keeping mine, and when you are 
not, I ſhall keep it in reſpe& to my ſelf. 

La. Mrong. My Lord I never had occaſion to queſtion your know- 
ing what you ought to do: But you are not bound, you'll ſay, to 
make your Inclination a Slave to your Underſtanding : And there- 
fore tis poſſible you won't want Arguments to convince me, that a 
Wife's obliged to bear all Faults in her Huſband, that are not in her 
Power to puniſh. 

Ld. Wrong. Proceed. 

La. Wrong. Now I muſt tell you, my Lord, when any one injures 
me, deans 'tis in their Power, l ſhall certainly hate em for't, be- 
cauſe thats in my Power. 

L d. Wrong. I am forry you think it dene your while to > make 
uſe of ſo unprofitable a Power. 

La. Y/rong. I am ſorry J have Occaſion «Gi it. 

Ld. Wrong. Um That's half a Queſtion—— but go on. 

La. Wrong. And therefore ſince I find the more I ea to de- 
tect you, the more you perſiſt in your Reſolution to uſe me ill. Since 
my honeſt Reſentment, and your Actions have made us a mutual 
Grievance to one another, | ſee no way in Nature to make us mutu- 
ally Juſt, but by cancelling our Obligations. If we agree to part, 
th'uneaſie Bond of Wife or Huſband no longer lies in force againſt 
us — And fince I am contented to remit the Breaches you have made 
of the Conditions on your Part, I ſuppoſe you won't think it incon- 
ſiſtent with your Reputation, to allow me Pr of the Fortune I 
brought you, as a ſeparate Maintenance. 

Id. Vrong. When you and I part, Madam, you ſhall lente none 
of your Fortune behind you: But ſhou d I now yield to your Propo- 


fal, the World might think I own'd the Breaches you accuſe me + 
== an 
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200 tben t "were only parting to indulge your Pride: But if. the ſin-⸗ : 
cere Sorrow of your humble Heart can find a way to make it as con- 


ſiſtent with my Reputation, as my private Peace, Pl fig n to your 
Relief this moment. 


La. Wrong. Your Reputation! No, my Lord: that's your Buſi- 


neſs to ſecure. I've taken care to let my Actions juſtifie = own; if 
you have been remiſs, the Fault's not mine to anſwer —— Pm glad 
at leaſt to ſee you own where 'tis your Weakneſs lies. 
Ld: Wrong. To bear 2 Inſults from a Wife, is not, perhaps, 

my leaſt Weakneſs , I've another too (which I might own 
with equal Bluſbing) php. forgiving Pity of your unfortunate 
Temper, that paules yore take — of your Diſtraction 
to undo you. 


La. Mrong. Horrid! inſolent Aſſertion, to do me Wiäry; and call 


my innocent Endeavours at Redreſs, Diſtraction. | 


Ld. Wrong. Innocent! Away! You take the Rudeſt, Fierceſt, ral 


eſt Means for Reparation, if you had a Wrong. 
La. Wrong. If I had! Infupportable! To be out fac d that my 


own Eyes deceive me! 


Ld. Wrong. Death, and Confuſion! cuppoſ your Wrongs * 
true — think what they are ſpeak em with a modeſt Tongue, and 


bluſh at all this Redneſs of Reſentment. | 
Lam. Wrong. Nay now, my Lord, we are paſt all Argument. 
Ld. Wrong g. *Tis fit we ſhou'd he ſo— the Subject ought to be be- 


low your Thoughts — don't miſuſe your Pride, till J am taught to 
think you've none. Death! I've known the Spirit of a Strumpet in 


the Misfortunes of her ſlighted Love ſhew more than you; who the? 
her Heart Was bleeding with the inward Pain, yet to her Lover's 
Face took Pride and Eaſe to ſeem concernleſs at his F alſhood. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better Opinion of ſuch 
Creatures than your Wife, is no new Thing to me, but I muſt tell 
you, 1 have not deſerv'd your vile Compariſon. Nor ſhall I ever 
__ an Huſband $ Inclination, by being like the horrid Things you 

oat ont! 


Ld. Wrong. Come, ſince you are lacorrigible, Pl give your Pride 


the vain Relief you ak for—Your Temper is at laſt intolerable, ard 


now *tis mutual Eaſe to part with you: Vet to let you ſee *ris not n 
* 1. . the 
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Hand, my Word, my + ph 4 PII fig ign them on demand. 


then the mean, the ſervile Wretch you'd make me. 
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the Paver of all your Follies to provoke me to an 3 ; I'will 
not truſt your Wiſhes with your owa Diſcretion ; but if you have a 
Friend, thats not an Enemy to me, whoſe Honeſty pt Senſe you 
dare depend on, let him be Umpire of the Conditions, of whats 
proper both of us ſhould yield to when we part, and here's my 


La Wrong. Keep but your Word in this, my Lord, and have 


henceforth no Injuries to reproach you with. _ 
Lad. rang. If in the leaſt Article 1 brink from it, conclude me 


La. Wrong, d make you Juſt, my Lord, ik thats my nale, I | 
never ſhall repent it. 


Ld. Wrong. We are now no longer our own Judges: Madam, 
name the Perſon you es to. 
La. Wrong. O! you can't ha more in haſte than I am, 


Sir Friendly Morgl; | = I think you can have no Objection to his 
Integrity I appeal to him. 


Id. Mrang. The Man o'th* World 1 wou d have choſe my felf, 
and if you . Madam, I'll wait upon you to him . 


La. Wrong. No, my Lord, 1 ak it won't be unreaſonable, if I 
ſpeak with 1 * alone firſt. 


Ld. Wrong. With all my Heart; in half an Hour then Il follow y you. 
La. Mrong. My Lord, you need not affect this Indifference, t have 

Provocations enough without it—— Fl go, depend upon't. 
Id. Wrong. 1 thought you had been gone, Madam. How now. 
Paſſiug ba him, 

Emer a Servant, who whiſpers Le . op 6 

Serv. Sir Friendly Moral deſires to ſpeak with your Lordſhip, he 
ſtays in the next Room, and begs my Lady may not know he's here. 


* Wrong. Turning. What can that Whiſper mean? But! have 
done with Jealouſie. 


Ld. Wrong. When your Lady's gone out, deſire him to walk in. 
Ex. Serv.) In half an Hour, as I told you, Il poſitively be with you. 
La. Mrong. Ol my Lord, I ſhall n. A tay to interrupt your Priva- 


cies. [Exit Lady Wronglove. 
L d. Wrong. How unfortunate 5 this Woman's Temper be when 


ecn. this Affe ctation of . is the greateſt Proof Jever has 
ceiv 
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ceiv'd of her Taclination—What can this come to By Sir Friend- 
Hs being here, I fanſy ſhe has been diſcloſing her Grievance alrea- 
dy; an when the has made the very worlt of it, I am miſtaken, if 
his Temper and Underſtanding won't convince her, that tis below 
the Pride and Prudence of a Wife, to take ſo violent a Notice of 
it—-But here he comes ¶ Ener Sir Friendly Moral.] Sir Friend- 
ty, your moſt humble Servant Come, we are alone, 1 — the Bu- 
2 my Wife has been talking with you. 1 
Sir Friend, No, my Lord, and l you give me your Word 
to be ſecret, 1 dare not tell you my Buſineſs. E-.. 
Ed. Mrong. Upon my Honour. 


Sir Friend. T hen, So * Lord, I juſt now r receiv d that Le 


ter from her. 
Ld. Wrong . (Reads.) 


Wo 7 Wy [ find there's no way of being eaſre in my Life, but pari- 
ing for ever with my Lord: And I wowd willingly do it in ſuch 
a manner, as mipht leaſt b blame me to #he World: Tour Friendſhip to 
both our Families will, I'm ſure, engage you is adoiſe me mthe ſafeſt 
| Method: Therefore I beg you'll be at home ſome time this Evening, 
that [ may. ſpeak wth you: For Life, as i is, is mſuppoxtable. 
beam Sir, Sc. 
Well, Sir Friendly, then I can tell you, half your Troubles over; 
for we have ac ro part already, and both have choſen you the 
Umpire of the Conditions. 8 

Sir Fr. How, my Lord! cou'd Paſſion be ſo far your Maſter too? 

Ld. Wrong. Why Faith, Sir Friendly, Patience cou'd endure it no 
longer — Twas her own propeſal, and ſhe found the way at laſt to 
provoke me, to take her at her word. 

Sir Fr. Her word; fy! fy! becauſe ſhe'd lame her Reputation to 
cripple yours, ſhall you revenge her Folly on yourſelf? Come, come, 
your underſtanding ought to have more Compaſſion for the Misfor- 
tune of a weak Woman's Temper. 

Ld. Mrong. Oh! ſhe's implacable! 

Sir Fy. That quality puniſhes it ſelf, my * an Gaze the Pro- 
vocation's yours, it might ſometimes be ee Do but imagine 


how it muſt gall the Heart of a Woman of Spirit, t to ſee the looſe 
H 2 = ET 


. > 
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. 60 The 1 Sneaks: Or, 
_ . of her eee ſmile at her modiſh Huſband's  Meeping 
dia a ſeparate Bed from her. 
Id. ong. Humph! there's ſorakingi in bat you l own— 
=: : Not but you'll ge? at * ſhowd | tell you che true "wk honeſt 
ane n Dry 2 
Sir Fr. Not if it bet true, and honeſt, my Line: 
Id. Wrong. Upon my Faith, it was not the lealt diſtaſte of her 
DPerſon, Fer being downright an intolerable Bedfellow. 
Sir Fr. How do you mean? i 
Ld. Wrong. I cou'd never Sleep with: N thaveh: ſhe loves 
late Hours, yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape fer Bed like a. Waiter at 
the Groom Porters in a Morning, ſhe wou'd {till reſerve to her ſelf 
the tedious Decorum of being firſt ſollicited for her Company; ſo 
that ſhe uſually contriv'd to let me be three quarters Aſleep, before 
ſhe wou'd do me the Honour to diſturb me. Then beſides this, I 
was ſeldom leſs than two Nights in Four, but in the very middle of 
my firſt comfortable Nap, I was awaken'd with th' Alarum of Tingle, 
Tingle, Tingle, for a quarter of an Hour together, that you'd ſwear 
ſhe. wanted a Doctor, or a Midwife: And by and by down comes 
Madamoiſelle with a ſingle Under-petticoat in one Hand, and rub- 
bing her Eyes with the t'other; and then after about half an Hours 
weighty. Arguments on both ſides, poor Madamoiſelle is guilty of 
not having pulPd: the Sheet ſmouth at her Feet; ; by which unpar- 
donable negle& her Ladyſhip's little Toe had lain at leaſt two Hours 
—_— the Rack of a Wrinkle, that had almoſt put her into la Fe- 
This, when I. civilly complain'd of, ſhe ſaid ſne muſt either 
is . in the Bed, or go out of it 1 told her that was exactly 
my Caſe, fo I very fairly ſtep'd into the next Room, where 1 have. 
ever ſince flept moſt. profoundly. ſound; without ſo much as: once 
dreaming-of here. 
Sir Fr. An: unforunate Circumſtance truly, but I-ſee a little mat-- 
ter, my Lord, will part People that don't care for Company. 
FE Wrong. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trouble you with a long 
Particular * the Provocations 1 had from her Temper, to run a 
roguing at firſt) ſuppoſe have play'd the Fool, is the Fault unpar- 
donable: Is a Wife's Reputation like a Huſband's, mean, or infa 
mous, becauſe ſhe overlooks. the Eolly,:: 
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Sir Fr. No but did Jou, wy Lord, ever give her s any | fi igns of 
a Repentance? 8 

Ld. Mrong. As far as thought he nature of the Crime requird— 
Poe often receiv'd her moderate Reproaches with a Smile, and Rail- 
lery given her leave to gueſs, in wg her Underſtanding 1 2917 
have ſmil'd again, and pardon'd it. | 
Sir Fr. ane what Effect had that? 5 95 
Ld. Wrong. O! none in Nature! For, Sir, ber pride has poſſeſs 
her with ſo horrid an Idea of the Crime, that my making ſlight ont 
but more incenſes her: And when once her Paſſion takes the Li- 
berty of her Tongue to me, I neither ſpare Authority, nor ilf Na- 
ture to provoke, or ſilence Ker— This generally is our coutſe of 
Converſation ; . and for ought I ſee, if we ſhou'd not agree upon part- 
ing, we are in as fair a way of heartily plaguing one another for 
Life, as er'e a comfortable Couple in Europe. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, the thoughts too Melancholy to jeſt upon: 

Ld. Wrong. Why Faith, I have ſo far a Concern for her, that 
cowd any means of an Accommoda tion be found, that were not un- 
fit for an Huſband to ſubmit to, I ſhou'd not yet refuſe to come into it. 
Sir V Spoken like a Man, my Lord: How far the Fault's in you, 
I partly ſee; and when I have made the ſame Enquiry into my La- 
dies Grief, I doubt not then I ſhall be better able to adviſe. 

Ld. Wrong. You've now an Opportunity; for ſhe's gone this ve- 
ry Minute to my Lady Gentle's, to ſpeak with you: 

Sir Fr. *T'were beſt to loſe no time then, my. Lord, Plt take my 
leave— nay, no Ceremony. 

Ld. Wrong. No, Pm going part of your way - upon my word. Ex. 

Enter Lach Gentle reading a Leiter, and Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Mrs. Con. t hope Sir Millan, well, Madam. 

La. Cent. Ves, very well, my Dear, and defi ires his Bars mains 
to your Ladyſhip: ee 

Mrs. Con. Does he ſay any ching of nn to Town? 

La. Gent. No, nothing yet. 

Mrs. Con. No! Pray, Madam don't you think bis good Worlbip 


begins. to be a little fonder of Fox Hunting than you eou d with: 
he were: 


ry | F | | La. Gent. ; 


62 th Leads hom Sree: Oh... 7 
„ u L am always pleas'd while he's diverted; if you w bis 
—_ -: 1 to me, you wou'd not think I had any reaſon to complain. 
1 Meł rs. Cov. Nay, the World owns your e has the W 
3 Secret of 8 a good Huſband. _ 

La. Gent. Believe me Child, the matter's 1 4 difficule as Peo- 
ple wou d have it. If you but knew what Trifles, in the comply- 
ance of a Woman's Temper ſooth a Man to Fandnefs, you'd admire 
to what childiſh Obſtinacy ſo. many Women owe their * 

Emer Mis oryang. or FT 

Miſs Nor. Oh! "ON | a 

Ia. Cent. How now! what's the Matter, my ber: 

Mis Not. Oh! Oh! Madam! Madam! is 

Mrs. Can. Bleſs me! what ails the Child? _ CT et 
Miſs Nez. I have been ſo abus q ſo affronted? 7 


— 2 ewes - 
"3 


La. Gent. Abus d! by whom, my Dear? ; 
Miſs Voz. That Monller of Men, my Lord Groge Drill. 
Mrs. Con. My. Lord George. 5 


Miſs Nez. Oh ! Tan ea for Paſhon! 
La. Gent. Pm amaz'd:! what has he done, Child: e ey? 
Miß Net. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that euer was 
offer d to a young Creature ſure: Oh! Ohh _ | 
Mrs. Can. ¶ Aſide.] This muſt be ſome ſtrange thing adele Bor 
if I don't miſtake, her young Lady ſſip thinks | her kf old enough 
for molt ſorts of Impudence, that a Man can offer to hen. 
La, Gent. Has he offer'd any Love, or Rudgnels to yon? 
Miſs Not. O worſe! worſe! a thouſand times. 


C Mrs. Con. Worſe! what can that be Child: ;—ynleſs it be, that he 
has not made love to her? Aſide. 
Miſs Not. O! Madam! tis not my ſelf alone, but your Ladyſhip 

and Mrs, Congueſp. too, that are affronted, 
Mrs. Con. Am I in? But it's no Novelty to me—I have ſo far the 


better of both of you, L am sd to his iopudence and know how to 
bear it. 


La. Gent. I am amaz'd!. Pray let's hear, Child, 


Miſs. Not. O1 I cou'd: tear his Fleſh for darin g ſuch, a Thought 8 
me. 5 


La. Gent, What Thought, * Dear ? 
Miſc Mot. 


— 
— 0 
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Mist Net O! Madam! cou d any thing, but the greateſt Villain 
upon Earth, think to make me a Procure © | 

La. Gent. Child! you ſtartle me! 5 

Miſs Not. Or any Mortal, but from a moſt pete Principle 


of the moſt yore Vanity, nouriſh but the leaſt living * 
againſt your Ladyſhip's Vertue, 2 


"il Gent, How Child! © 

Miſs Nor. Or any Monſter, but the moſt onftrarefl, moſt auda- 
cious of Mankind propoſe too, that I ſhow'd diſcover his odious In- 
clinations .to your Lad up, before the very Pace of one who in- 
nocently loves him: O! I am paſt Patience — 1 think I do it 
bravely. [Afide.] [Walks in dt order. 
La. Gent. 7 am all Confuſion ! ; 

Mrs. Con. [Afide.} If this Girl's Paſſion is not all an Air, and his 
own Contrivance, then will I be bound to endute the Succeſs of it. 
La. Gent. His Inclination! and to me! and yer propos'd, that you | 
ſhou'd diſcover it before Mrs. Congueſt too: To Gloty in ſuch Inſo- 
lence? This ſeems a ContradiQion. 
Miſs Noz. Or elſe faid he, *twould never be believ'd ; for having 
the idle Reputation of liking one, I am oblig'd thar both ſhould. 
know it, that ſhe I really love ney ſee Pm wholly free gry wy 
former Paſſion. 

Mrs. Con. This Lye mult be his own, by the Extremity of 4 its 
Impudence. Aide. 
La. Cem. But when he urd my Name, Child, why were you not 

ſhock'd at firſt? why did not you leave him to tell his idle Story to 
the Wind? . 

Miſs Not. O Madam! that was it betray'd me into hearing him: 
For when he firſt began he nam'd no Names; that he reſerv'd till 
laſt, till he had told me all to ehinch the Secret with. 

La. Gems, Bur, pray Child, how did he begin it? What was his 
manner of firſt attempting you? * 

Mrs. Con. Her Ladyſhip grows a little inquiſitive, methinks. [ Aſide. 

Mifs Vor. O! with all the ſubtle Softneſs that ever humble Love 
inſpir'd;— Then of a ſudden, rouſing from his Fear, he gave him- 
ſelf ſuch an animated Air of Confidence, threw back his Wig, and 
cry'd aloud: But why ſhould ſhe aſhan'd, or angry be, 
In To * belov'd by me? Mrs. Con. 
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Mrs. Con. Wat do you think of bin e nou: Madam. j 
La. Gent. I am a indeed. 
Miſs Not. Then he carol to me, ed me by thi Hand, and, 


kneeling, begg'd my Friendſhip, and threw into my Lap ſuch un- 
told Heaps of Gold, forc'd upon my Finger too a ſparking Diamond, 


I thought muſt beggar him to purchaſe But when I heard him cloſe 


his impudent Story with offering me a Better to give your Ladyſhip 


while Mrs. Conqueſi was by, I ſtarted up, and told him, Yes, my 
Lord, PIl do your Errand, but without your Letter, in another | 
manner than your infamous Principles have propos'd it; my Lady 
ſhall know your Paſſion, but know it, as J do, to avoid, to loath, 


and ſcorn you for ſuch a villainous Thought. While I was ſaying 
this, I threw his filchy Gold upon the Floor, his Letter into the 
Fire: his Diamond out of the Window, and left him to gather” em 7 
up, as he pleasd, without expecting an Anſwer. 


La. Gent. Sure! tis impoſſible a Man ſhou'd wear be Face, har 


cou'd ſo ſtedfaſtly belye his Heart. 


Miſs Not. So] was reſolv'd to tell your Ladyſhip»—Belides Ichought 


it proper Mrs. Congueſt ſhould know his Brutality to her too. 


Mrs. Con. O! I am mightily oblig d to you, my Dear, b! 1 


knew him before. 


Miſs Mot. . de.) Han! how affeedly indifferent the vain 


thing is? 
La. Gent. My Dear, Im at a Loſs how far to doubt, or to be- 


lieve this Folly of him. Pray adviſe ne. 17 Mrs. Con. 


Mrs. Con. If your Ladyſhip wou'd take my, pinion, d be en- 
tirely caſte, I'd neither doubt or believe any thing of the Marter, 
till J had it confirm'd from his own Behaviour. 

Miſs Nor. ¶Aſide.] I cart bear this,---She ſhalln't be 10 eaſe, —I'II 
tell her the whole Truth of his addrefling to me, but I'll humble her. 

La. Gent. Now, you know, he was to be here with other Com- 
pany at Cards to Night, but if you'll do me the Favour to fit with 
me, I'll keep my Chamber, ſay l'm indiſpos d, and ſee no Compa- 


ny at all. — What think you? _ * 


Mrs. Con. I think it won + be worth. that Trouble, Madam. 
Enter a Servant, 1 7 

Serv, Madam, the Company's come. 

n La. Gent. 
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1 La: da Is my Lord Erde ar ner FFC 

Serv. Yes, Madam. 20 Te e e 

La. Gent. What ſhall we dn now ?. 

Mrs. Can. By all means go and receive 18 among the reſt, as 
| you us'd to do, and take no notice of wy thing. I wait — 
your Ladyſhip in two Minutes. 

La. Gent. If you don el ſhall: certainly betray my ſelf, Til come 
and fetch you. | Exit. La. Gent. 

Mrs. Con. As you rar en have obſer vd a thoughtful 
cmd upon this Girl's Face, that makes me fancy her Secret is bur 
half out yer.—If I gueſs right, Fil een pique her little Pride till ſhe 
tells me, for I know the Chit does not care for m. [Aſide. 
_ Miſs Net: Oh! Mrs. Vaniys a little upon the hum- drum at laſt, 
| ſee, Pll make her ſob. ballin J have done with her.—Mrs. Con 
queſt you ſeem a little concern'd about this Matter; now, if I were 
you, Pd take no manner of notice of it, he ſhou'd not have the 
Pride to think *twas in his Power to give me a Moment's Uneaſineſs. 

Mrs. Con. My dear, You adviſe me.very well, but, * my: RR; 
Jam not uneaſie. . 

Miſs Wort. Pooh! Thats ſuch a Jeſt! a as if you d did not love wy 
Lord George. 

Mrs. Con Did he ever tell you 1 reren 

Miſs Not. Tell mel No: But One ſees that well n 

Mrs. Con. Why then if 1 do love him, Child, you may depend 
upon't, it's only * the Aſſurances I have of his loving me only. 
Miſs Noz. But ſince you fee (as the World will too, in a little 
time) how falſe thoſe Aſſurances are, had not you better ſeem to 
leave him, than lie under the Scandal of his leaving you. 

Miſs Com, No, Child; PII ſtill keep up my Pretenſions, if it be 
only to hinder hin vain Creatures from coming into Hopes of him: 
For I know, were I once; to on my ſelf diſengag'd, then ev'ry im- 
pertinent Coquer i in Town would be giving Airs to him. 

Miſs Vot. Was ever any thing fo ſtupidly vain ? [4/7 ab.] Lard! 
Madam, you have a mighty Opinion of your Perfections lure, to 
think it impoſſible a Man can be falſe to you: Some Women wou'd 
ha been a top of the Houſe, by this time, if they had only heard 


of their Lover's common Civility to another. You are ſtrangely 
Vor. H. F | | I 8 happy 
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Face, can't make you uneaſie, Heh! heh! ++ 
Mrs. Con. Methinks, Child, my want of eie rok what 
you've faid, gives you a little uncaſineſs—} ſhow'd' be Ibath to: think 


his idle way of Raillery had taught you to think of Love ſo ſoont 


Miſs Not. So ſoon! I ſuppoſe, Madam, if J had the Forwardneſs 


of your Ladyſhip's Inclination, might produce as good Proofs of 


his Paſſion for me, as you can of his Conſtancy to A 
Mrs. Con, So! ſhes fired I muſt Kaye the reſt ont. 46 de. 
His Paſhon to thee, Love, that were impoſſible- Have a Paſſion 


for any thing fo uncapable to conceive it— Why Love's A thing 


you won't be fit to think of theſe two Years. 
Miſs Mot. Not think of it! I'd have you to know, Madam, thereare 


Men in the World that think me as fit for a Lover as your Ladyſhip. 


Mrs. Con. So! now it's coming [ Afede. 
Miſs Not. And however unfit you think me, Madam; I'd adviſe 
you next time any Man's idle Raillery flatters you into a Paſſion for 
him, don't Jet me know it; I fay, don't let me know it, for fear 
my Unfitneſs ſhould undeceive you Vanity, by taking him from 


you Not think of it!—1 ſhall live to ſee you burſt with Envy, Ma- 


dam Do you obſerve me? Burſt! burſt Not think of it! 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinc'd This Paſſion, I dare ſwear, 
is real — He has certainly ſaid ſome civil thing to thee, before he was 
aware. But for what you ſaid of him, Juſt now, to my Lady 
Gentle, my pretty One 

Miſs Mot. Pretty One Pray Muang ! 
can't ſay the ſame of your Ladyſhip. _ 

Mrs. Con, J ſay, all your late ſobbing, and badi to throw 

p Window, and all 
chat Stuff, my Honey, 1 am now confirm'd was all, from firſt to laſt, 
the pretty Fiction of thy own little Pride and Jealouſie, only to have 
the Eaſe of giving me Pain from his ſuppos'd forſaking me. 

Miſs Not. Hah! ha! ha! am glad to ſee your Vanity fo ſwell'd, 


Tho Fm ſorry I 


Madam, but fincsl find ris your Diſeaſe, VIl be your Friend for once, 


and work your Cure by burſting it: Know then you've gueſs'd a 
Truth that has undone you: The part Pve acted of his pretended 
Paſhon to another, was, as you ſaid indeed, a Fiction all, and only 

— 4 | play's 
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| play'd to give my Pride the Diverſion of his owning to your Face, - 
how little he regards you. But know the fatal Face to which you owe 
your Ruine, was not my Lady Gentle's (that was my own Invention) 
but Mine; not Her, nor You; but Me, and Me alone he loves Theſe 
poor unfit Features have ſeduc'd him from you And now let all the 
World (that ſees how barbarouſly your Vanity, or mine, has miſtaken 
idle Raillery for Love) judge who's moſt fit to think of it. [Exits 
Mrs. Con. Now the Myſtery's nnfolded—O! this ſubtle Devil! how 
artfully has he fooPd this forward Girl to his Aſſiſtance Well! there's 
ſomething in the barefac'd excels of his Aſſurance that makes me 
Smile: Pm loath to ſay he's impudent, but he has an undaunted 
Modeſty, that's certain, and for that very one Quality 'twill be worth 
7 while r not to truſt him even with my Lady Gentle 0 Wil 
Enten Fir Friendly Moral. 
Sir "Y So Child, how ſtand Affairs now? Any freſh Diſcovery ? 
Mrs. Con, Only a trifling confirmation or two, Sit, of what we ſuſ- 
pected before—Therefore what we do mult be done quickly—Have 
you conſider'd what I propog'd, Sir? 
dir Fr. Introth *tis a wild Thought, but you have a wild Spark to 
deal with, and for ought I know, his own Snares may be likelieſt to 
hold him: Oaly take this general Caution with yon, that the 
warmth of your Undertaking don't carry you into any Action, that 
the diſcretion of your Sex can't anſwer. 
Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, I know my Man, and know my felf. 
Sir Fr. Then here's you Letter writ, and ſeal'd, as you directed. 
Mrs. Con. And here comes my Lady, twill be now a fit occaſion 
to make uſe of it. 
Sir Fr. Pll leave you then. 
Mrs. Con. When J have done with her, Sir, Leu eorifhle you farther, 
Sir Fr, I'll expect you in my Chaqber. [Exit Sir Friend. 
| Enter Lady Gentle. N 
La. Gent. O Child Pm glad 1 _ found you. 
Mrs. Con. What's the Matter, Madam? 
La. Gent. I think I was never more provok'd in my Life. 
Mrs. Con. Any thing from my Lord George? 
La. Gent. Yes--ſomething that makes me — at the Thought. 
Mrs. Con. * me! & Wy 
164 | La. Gent. 
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I "i "I 'Something ſo groſly inſolent in the over reſpeAfalnel 
of his Behaviour, ſuch an affected Awe when he but ſpeaks to me, 


ſomething that ſhews within his Heart ſo vain, ſo arrogant a Hope; 

it more provokes me than all the awkward Follies of a barefac'd Impu- 
dence: And fince I find he ſecretly preſumes upon my knowing his 
odious Secret, *rwill be therefore but equal Juſtice to my ſelf and 
you, to cruſh his idle Hopes at once: For not to check is to encou- 
rage 'em: And when once a Woman's known to be follow d, let her 
Virtue be never ſo fam'd, or fortified, the Oc: natur d Town al- 


ways conclude the Lover ſucceſsful. 0 


Mrs. Con. Vou did not ſeem to Loder his Brkievionr! y.. 

Mrs. Gent. I can't tell whether he underſtood me, or no; but ! 
cou'd not help faying in a very grave manner, that whatever ſtrait 
I put my ſelf to, his 1000/7. {hou'd certainly be paid him next Week. 

Mrs. Con. And how did he take it? | 

La. Gent. O! he is not to be put out of Waben tae ſee, 
for he preſ#d me with a world. of eaſie Civility, not to give my ſelf 
the leaſt Concern ; for if J pleagd, he wow'd immediately give me a 
very chance to pay him without ever drawing a Line for it. 

\ * Mrs. Con. A fair chance! What was it? 

La. Gent, Why, he offer'd me indeed at Picquet ſuch odds as J am 
ſure he is not able to give me; for Count Tailly, who ue by, 
we e it ſo conſiderable an Advantage, that he beg d he might go 

my halfs, or what part of the Money I pleas'd. + 

Mrs. Cow, Well ſaid Count— This may come to fomething— 
She muſt play with him — for poſitively there's no other way of * 
ing a 3 end of his Hopes, or my own. 

La. Gent. The extravagance of his offer I confeſs ſurpriz'd me, 
fo I only told him I'd conſider on't, and came to you for Advice. 

Mrs. Con. Then certainly, Madam, take him at his word; and 
fince you know his diſhoneſt end, in offering ſuch an nee, 
£v'n make uſe on't, and let his vary baſeneſs puniſh it ſelf. 

La. Gent. As how? 

Mrs. Con. Look you, the beſt way to Aden his Hopes, is firſt 
to raiſe em Go to him this Minute — call for Cards and put 
on all the coquet Airs imaginable: Smile at his Reſpect, and glance 


him out of his affected Modeſty. * this means you will certainly 
encourage 


8 
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encourage his Vanity, not only to the Gallantry of letting you win 
your Money again, but more than probably of loſing his own to you. 

La. Cent. I vow you tempt me ſtrangely—1 boßele at qothing, 
but thoſe Airs you Ret: of, I ſhall do it fo ankwardly 

Mrs. Con. Pooh! 1 warrant you, truſt to Nature; irs nothing, one 
cannot ſet one's Hair in a Glaſs without em. If it were nor a ſure 
Cum you can't think I'd adviſe you to play it, for my'own Sake. 

La. Gent. That, indeed, leaves me nothing to fay.—W ell; upon 
your Encouragement, I will venture, and the very Moment I get 
home the Sum I am out to him, III throw up my Cards, and fair- 
ly tell him, I know when its time to give over. 
Mrs. Con. Admirable, . OY: 
La. Gent. Nay, and becauſe I don't think 1 owe him the Regard 

of declaring it my ſelf, Fll go down into Suſſex to Morrow Morn- 
ing, and leave you, if you think fit, to tell him the Occaſion, 

Mrs. Con. No, Madam, to let your Ladyſhip ſee I think every 
thing as entirely afe under your Diſcretion, as wy own, Iamreſolv'd 
to go out of Town this Moment. 

La. Gent. What do you mean? 

Mrs. Con. I have receiv'd a Letter here from my Brother Sir Charles, 
my Twin-Brother, Madam, whom ] have not ſeen theſe nine Years ; 
he arriv'd but laſt Night from Italy, to take Poſſeſſion of his Eſtate, 
he's now at his Houſe in Eſſex, and a little indiſposd after his Voyage, 
he has ſent his Coach, and begs if poſſible, I would be with him 
to Night. 

La 80% To Night! [Impoſſible ! Go as s early in the Morning, 
Child, as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Con. No, dear Madam, pardon me, the Moon ſhines, and 
bad rather defer my Sleep, than break it. 

La. Gent, Well, my Dear, ſince you won't be perſuaded, L wiſh 
you a good Journey—I1 ſhall ſee you before you go. 

Mrs. Con. I have juſt a Moment's Buſineſs with Sir Friendly, and 
then I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. [Exit Lady Gentle.] Well, there 
the goes ——How ſhe will come off I can't tell. The good Wo- 
man, I dare ſwear, is truly Ianocent in her Intentions, but good 
looking after, 1 fancy, can do her no Injury: For Virtue, tho' ſhe's 
of a Noble Spirit, and a Great Conqueror, tis true; yet, as ſhe's 

Stout, 
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Nature kneel hopeleſs to her unqueſtion'd Power, they look / ſo piti- 
ful, ſpeak in ſuch a gentle Tone, and ſigh their Griefs with ſuch 
Submiſſion, that cruel Virtue loſes all its Anger for Compaſſhon— 
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Stout, alas! we know ſhe's Merciful, and when fly Hamility and 


Compaſſion kindles Hope, Hope arms Aſſurance, and then — Tho 
Virtue may have Courage enough to give a ſtout Knock with her 

Heel, for ſome body to come in — ſtill, I ſay, if ſome body ſhoud 
come in *twou'd be ungrateful in any Woman alive not to allow, 
that good Attendance ſometimes may do her Virtue conſiderable Ser- 
vice. — oath 585 


De End of the Fourth Af. 
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The SCENE continues. 


Enter Lord George, and M/S Notable. 


_ Miſs Not. QO when I found that wou'd not take down her Va- 
z ) nity, I cen told her the whole Truth of the Matter, 
that it was not my Lady Gentle, but her humble Servant was her Rival. 
Ld. Geo. Well ſaid: What did Mrs. Congueſt ſay upon that? 
Miſs oz. She did not ſay much, but the poor Soul's gone out of 
Town upon't. | 56 „ | 
Ld. Geo. Out of Town at this time of Night! What d'ye mean? 
Miſs Voz. Juſt as I ay, Sir— Her Brother, it ſeems, is come from 
Travel, fo the Fullneſs of her Stomach laid hold on that Occaſion, 
and ſhe pretends ſhe's gone to meet him Now what I expect from 
you is this; ſince I ſee nothing but Demonſtration will heartily 
humble her Ladyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all I told her of your Ad- 
dreſſing to me, under your own Hand, in a Billet to me, which Il! 
incloſe in a ſtinging Letter from my ſelf to her, and ſend it imme- 
diately. 2 
Ld. Geo. So, fo, I am like to be drawn into a fine Buſineſs here: 
The jeſt muſt not go fo far neither: The Child has a ſtrange Vi- 
vacity in her good Nature [ Aſide, 
i Miſs Voz. 


the Wr. Rovnirninn. Wa. 


Miſs'Nor. You pauſe yupor't—— : 

Ld. Geo. Well, Madam, to Tet you fee 1 en to b more 
than Il ſtand to, do you draw up the Letter to your Mind, I Il copy it, 
and— and—and— and put the Change upon you. 22 

Miſs Nor. Ay, now you ſay fomething, Plk about it immediately. 

Ld. Geo. Do ſo, Il ſtay here till you have done it. Exit N 
Mot.] Who ſays. J am not a provident Lover? For now by that Time 
my Harveſt of Lady Gentle is over, the eatly lnclination b have ſown 
in this Girl will be juſt ripe and ready for the Sicle— A true Wo- 
man's Man ſhould breed his Miſtreſſes, as an old What-d'ye-call-'um 
does young Girls in a Play-Houſe, one under another, cha he may 
have always ſomething fir for the Deſire of ſeveral Perſons of Qua- 
lity— But here comes my Lady Gentle Aſſurance, ſtand faſt, 
and dorrt let the inſolent Awe of a fine Woman's Virtue look thee out 
of Countenance. 

| Buer Lady Gentle. 

La. Gent. Come, come, my 2050 where do you run? the Cards 
ſtay for you. 

Ld. Geo. I did not 1 your Ladyſhip had reſolv'd to do me 
the Honour of accepting the Match I propos'd you. 

La. Gem. O your Servant grave Sir——you have a Mind to hat off 
on'r, I ſuppoſe— but as meer a Country-Gentlewoman as you think 
me, you'll find I am enough in the Mode not to refuſe a good Offer, 

whether I deſerve it or no. 

Ld. Geo. Coquet by all that's lovely. (A/ide.)— I muſt confels, 
Madam, I ſhou'd be plad to ſee your Ladyſhip a little better recon- 
cild to the Diverſions in Faſhion. = 

La. Gent. And if I have any Skill in Faces, er ſolemn Airs 
you give you ſelf, no body is more a Private Friend to em than 
your Lordſhip. 

Ld. Geo. I can't diſown a "RO Tenderneſs for every Thing that 
ought to move the Heart, but Reputation ſhou'd be always ſacred: 
And he that does not take ſome care of his own, can never hope to 
be much truſted with other People's: For were a Woman of Condi- 
tion generouſly to make that Truſt, what Conſequence upon Earth 
cou'd be more terrible to her, than the Folly, or Baſeneſs of her 
Lover's expoſing the Secret. 


La, Gent. 
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La. Cent. Very modiſh Morals, upon my 7 Word, ſo that a prudent 
tiegard to her Reputation is all the Virtue you think a Woman has oc- 
caſion for— Fie, he, ** ſwear my Lord, took you for * ano- 
ther Man. | 
Id. Geo. I never was MOREY in your en fob I always took 
you for a Woman of the firſt and quickeſt Underſtanding, = - 
La. Gent. Are not you'a wicked Creature? How can you have the 
Aſſurance to think any Woman that knows you, will be nerds 
civil to you? 
I d. Geo. I do think the moſt inhndent ding a Man can offer a 
Woman, is to aſk the leaſt Favour of her before he has done ſome- 
thing to deſerve it, and fo, if you pleaſe, Madam, we'll een ſit down 
to Picquet, and make an end of our Argument afterwards. | _ 
La. Gem, [ Aſide.] How blind is Vanity? that this Wretch can't 
ſce I fool him all this while Well, my Lord, for once I won't baulk 
your Gallantry. Euter Str Friendly. Come, Sir Friendly, my Lord 
and J am going to Picquet, have you a mind to look on a little? 
Sir . Troth, Madam, I have often lookt on, and have as often 
wondred, to ſee two very good Friends fit fairly down, and in cool Blood, 
agree to wiſh one another heartily inconvenienc'd in their Fortune. 
Ld. Geo. O Fie! Nuncle, that's driving the Conſequence too far. 
Sir V. Not a Jot— And” tis amazing, that ſo many good Fa- 
milies ſhou'd daily encourage a Diverſion, whoſe utmoſt Pleaſure is 
founded upon Avarice and ill Nature: For thoſe are N the ſe- 
cret Principles of deep Play. | 
Re-enter Mise, and winks to Hure George. phe 
Ld. Geo. Il wait upon your Ladyſhip in a moment. Exit. 
La. Gent. I don't know, Play is a Diverſion that always keeps: the” 
Spirits awake, methinks, whcrher-one wing ot loſes, 
Sir Fr, I have very little to ſay againſt a moderate uſe of it but we 
grow ſerious Pray, Madam, is my Lady ronglove in the next Room. 


La. Gent. I left her beit ſhe was enquiring for you— Here 
the iS. 


Enter Lods Wronglove. 
La. Cent. Well, Madam! What are they doing within? 
La. Wrong. There's like to be no Bank, I find, they are all 


broke into b and icques 


* 


La. Cent Yout Lad = is not * Play then? 1 = 
La. Wrong. Not yet, Madam; I have a word or two with Sir 
Friendly, and Fl endeavour: to wait on your Ladyſhip. 5 

Enter a Servam. _ h 
_” Madam, here's Sir John Conqueſt juſt .come to > Town, he 
enn for your Ladyſhip, or Sir Freendly Moral. | 
La. Gent. Sir Job / What a Miſtake 15 poor Mrs. Conqueſt a made 
now? She went but an Hour ago to meet him? | 
Sir Fr. Will your Ladyſhip give me leave to wait on him: 
La. Cent. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that trouble, Sir Friend- 
ly. Pray deſire him to walk in. [Exit Hir Friendly.) Is my Lord 
Wronglove come, Madam? 


La. Wrong. He ſaid he would be here; but you mult not expect 
him the more for that. 
La. Gent. He does not much ſtand upon e indeed; but he's 
extremely good humour'd, when one has him. ER 
La. Wrong. How can People taſte good Humour, where there's 
no Principle ? 


La. Gent. And what dull Company wou'd the ſtricteſt Principles 
be without good Humour ? 
La. Wrong. And yet the beſt Temper's but a Cheat without em. 
La. Gent. lle muſt be a Man indeed that lives without a Fault; 
but there are ſome, that tis always a Woman's Intereſt to over-look 
in a Huſband : Our Frowns may govern Lovers, but Huſbands muſt 
be ſmil'd on. 
Lg Wrong. 1 ſhow'd deſpiſe the Man chat wa be flatter d to be 
ju 5 
La. Gent. Alas! The Price is very little, and let me tell you, 
Madam; the Man that's juſt is not to be deſpis d. 
_ Wrong. He that lives in a profeſs d Contempt of Obligations, 
can never 5 belov'd —— *cis better to releaſe em: You'll ſhortly 
ſee me eaſe. 
La. Gent. I ſhall ever wiſh y you ſo. 
Enter Sir Friendly with Mes Conquelt, i Man's Habit. 
Sir Fr. This, Sir, is my Lady Gentle. [They ſalute. 
La. Gent, Your are welcome into England, 5 
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Euter fed Geo. who: Jeeing | Mrs. e ners Sir Friendly 
Mrs. Can. 1 hope your Ladyſhip will excuſe my un ſenſonable Vi- 
ſit, but I rather choſe to be troubleſome that ſlow in the Acknow- 
led ments I owe your Ladyſhip for your many Favours to my Siſter. 
La Cent. Mrs. Congneſt and Ar Friends are n Nee to 
My Lady /Fronglove, pray, know Sit John t 
"Side My Lord George, and Sir John, Will You give me clewe 
to ee bead a Friendſhip between you. 


Ld. Geo. Sir, I ſhall be proud to embeabe Ml.. 
Mrs. Con. Twill be a Charity in a Man of your Losddbe pd 2» 
gure to give a raw young Fellow a little Couatenance at his firſt Ar- 


=: rival. 


Ld. Geo. Hour Appearance, Sir, Tam ee will never want 
a Friendſhip among the Men of Taſte, or the Ladies. 
A This yor young Lady, Sir Jobs, is a near Relation of mine; 
and if you have not left your heart ara; will CONS it here 
as far as ere a Southern Beauty of em all. L 
Mrs. Con. If the Lady's Good-nature were equal to her Beaury, 
twould be diſpos d this minute. 
Ld. Geo. Faith, he's a pretty Fellow. | 2002 HIQANW . g 
Miſs Nor. A fweer: Gear: £6: Fo Oh, (Aal. 
La. Wrong. He's extremely like his Siſter, > 
Ld. Cem. The very Image of her. 2 355 
Mrs. Con. We were heck made at the ſame time, ) Ladies: I only 
wiſh ſhe had been born to Breeches too: For 1 fanſy that wild Hu- 
mour of hers is diſmally put to't under the Confinement of Petti- 
coats [Lady Wrong. goes to Sir Friendly. 
Ld Gent. 1 find, Sir John, you are Twins in your Ron hamour, 
as well as your Perſons. 
Mrs. Con. We always took a Liberty with one another, Madam, 
tho! I believe the Girl may be honeſt at the bottom. 
Ld. Geo. Methinks you loſe time with the young Lady, Sir Jobs, 
Ajuae. 
Mrs. Con. To tell you the Truth, my Lord, I find air a 
little too ſharp ſer for a formal aan 1 have had a tedious 


Voyage, and wou'd be as glad of a ſmall Recommendation to any 
humble extempore Favour. 
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13 = Cen. nb Lam a little out of e my ſelf 
at at preſent: But if your Occaſions: ate not very preſſing, Ell put you 
out of a deſpairing Condition Il carry you behind the Scenes, 
and there are Ladies of all ſorts, Coquets, Nrades and ae (they 
ſay) ſerious and Comical, Vocal, and Inſtrumental. 

- Mrs. Can. We ſhall find a time, my Lord. 

Miſs Nor. I muſt have a Friendſhip with him, hats Poſs... Js 
me ſee ay, that will do it. What a dear Pleaſure tis, be in 
| what CN one will, to * all the young Fellows Patente. 

[Aſide. 

- Mie Com. 75 Laiy Gena] Tam : afeail, Madan, we interrupt 
these of the ood E n L heard Cards call'd for as we 
came in. 

La. Gent. If you pleaſe ther! Sir John, we'll ſtep into the next 
Room——my args Wronglove, well expect you. [Exennt all but 

Lady Wrong. and Sir Tony: 

12 Wrong g. ru wait upon your Lady hip. 

Sir Vr. I am ſorry, Madam, to find the Miſunderſtanding carri- £ 
ed to ſuch Extremities. 

La. Wrong. After ſuch Uſage tis ;npoſſible to live with him. 

Sir Tr. And have you in your calmer Thoughts Cer weigh d the 
miſerable Conſequence of parting? 

La. Mrong. Twill ſnew the World, at leaſt, I am not like the 
World; — ſcorn on any Terms t endure the Man that wrongs me. 
Since too he ſtill perſiſts in his Defiance of my Reſentment, what Re- 
medy on Earth have I but parting ? 

Sir Fr. Is there no Cure for Wounds but bleeding dead >— You'll 
ſay he has wrong'd you Grant it that Wrong has been ſevere- 
ly puniſh'd in your ſevere Reſentment. 

La. //7oag. But ſtill it has not cur'd the Wrong. 

Sir Jr. Then, certainly, 'twas wrong to ule it. 

La. Wrong. ve been reduc'd to ule it: Nor cou'd I bear the 
looſe, n os Fleerings of the World without a juſt Reſentment 
upon him, 

Sir Fr. Nor wou'd I have you bear it no; — but $fbroice 
their empty faſhionable Malice, cloſe up this unprofitable Breach, 
tis ſtill within your Power, and fx him yet more firmly yours. 
= K--2 La. Wrong. 
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La. Mrong. Alas, tis now too late! We have agreed on other 
Terms: Her too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd part. * 
Sir Fr. Bury that Thought: Come, come, there's yet a | gentler 1 
1 cou d you ſuppreſs your Temper to go through it: This raſh 
and fruitleſs ſtruggling with a broken Limb gives you but more out- 
ragious Pain, inflames the Wound, and brings your very Life of 
Peace in Danger: Think what a glorious Conqueſt it wou'd' be, 
ev'n in the Face of the eenſorious and inſulting World, to tame 
this Wanderer, whofe frait Inconſtancy has ſought a vain and falſe 
Relief abroad: To lure him home with ſoft Affection, to lull him 
into Bluſhes, Peace, and envied Happineſs. One Word, one ten- 
der Look ſecures your Triumph: Is there no Virtue, think you, in 
Remiſſion? Nothing perſuaſive in the Reproach of patient Love? 
1 Wrong. 1 ſee to what your Pricudll word perſuade me, but 
were it -offible my flatter'd Hopes cou'd loſe the Memory of my 
Wrongs for ever Say I cou'd this Moment huſh my Woman's 
Pride to all the Tendernefy of ſoft Affection, cau'd fob, cou'd 
weep, and earn for Reconcilement! Where couwd a Wretch, un- 
heeded in her Wrongs like me, find ſhelter 2 Where is the Friendly 
Boſome woud receive me? How can 1 hope for Comfort from that 
Breaſt, that now I fear is hardned to my undoing > 
Dir Fr. Cheriſh that ſoftning Thought, and all may yet be well: 
O! there's a meritable Goodneſs in thoſe Fears that cannot fail to 
Conquer. Do not ſuppoſe, I can be partial to his Errors, and not 
a Friend to your Complaints. Reſentment can but at beſt revenge, 
but never redreſs em. Repoſe 'em with a Friend for once, and 
be aſſur'd, as of my Honeſty, Vil make you no diſhonourable 
Peace. 
La. Wrong. I don't doubt of your ſincere Endeavours. But who 
can anſwer for another's Morals? Think how much more miſcra- 
ble you make me, ſhou d he inſult upon my Patience. 
Sir Fr. By that Sincerity you truſt in, I know him of a ſofter 
Nature, friendly, generous, and tender ; only to Oppolition, obſt- 
nately cool; to Gentleneſs, ſubmiſſive as a Lover. 
La. Wrong Do what you will with me. (Hits down wee ping. 
Sir Tr. He comes! be comforted! Depend upon my Friendſhip. 
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Der Lord Wronglove. - REF 2+ P 
My Lo Lord, I grieve to ſee you here on this occaſion, 


Wrong. I'm not my ſelf tranſported at it, Sir Friendly. —1 
e my Summons. 

Sir Fr. How eaſily we pay Obedience to our Wiſhes! Was it well 
done, my Lord, to work the Weaknefs of a Woman to aſk for what 
you knew was her undoing? A Mind, which your Unkindneſs had 


diſtemper'd; deſerv'd a tenderer care, than reaching it a Corroſive for 


a Cordial. Your Judgment cou'd not but foreſee the Reſolution of 
a Love · ſick Wife mu ſtagger in the Shock of Separation. | 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! [La. Wrong. weeping.] 

Sir Fr. Look there; and while thoſe ſoftning Tears reproach you, 
think on the long watched, reſtleſs Hours, ſhe already has endur'd 
from your Miſdoing: Nor cou'd you blame her, if in the torturing 
Pain ſhe thought her only Help was cutting off th'infected Limb: 
But you! You to hold the horrid Knife prepar'd, while your hard 
Heart was conſcious of a gentler Cure, was Cruelty beyond a hu- 
mane Nature. 

Ld. Wrong. Miſtake me not: I need not theſe Reproaches, to 
be juſt. I never ſought this Separation, never wiſfrd it; and when 
it can be prov'd unkind in me to accept it, my Ruine ſhou'd as ſoon 
be welcome. And tho' perhaps my negligence of Temper may 
have ſtood the Frowns of Love unmov'd, yet I can find no Guard 
within, that can ſupport me ' gainſt its Tears. [Cues to Lady 
178 8 7 | resis e 

Sir Fr. Now, my Lord, you are indeed a Man. 

Ld. Wrong. Welcome or not, I muſt not ſee you thus, Madam, 
without an offer Hand to raife you. What ivr difturbs you? 

La. Wrong. Nothing. 

Ld. Wrong If I can never more deſerve the foft Reception 1 
Lover, give me at leaſt the honeſt Freedom of a Friend's Con- 
cern, to wiſh you well; to ſearch your inmoft Griefs, and ſhare em. 

La. WW, ong. 1 cannot ſpeak to you. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, that tender Silence tells you all. 

Ld. Wrong. Too much indeed for Senſe of Shame to bear. Now, 


I ſhow'd bluſh ever to have deſerwd theſe juſt rxeproachful Tears; (24 


whca | think they ſpring from the — Rock of ſecrer Love, | 
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ip in the thought; and in this wild irruption of its Joy,. wy 
IV. Heart.cou'd drink the Cordial DoW. 

La. Mrong. What means this ſoft Effuſion in my Breaſt), ana ch- 

ing Tenderneſs neer felt before? 

Lad. Wrong. I cannot bear that melting Eloc uence of 3 Vet 
nearer, cloſer to my Heart, and live for ever Were blend- 
ing our diſſolving Souls in dumb inutterable Softneſs. 

Sir Fr, Age has not yet fo drain'd me, but when I ſee 2 Ten: 
5g in Virtue's Eye, my Heart will ſoften, and its Springs will 
flow. | 
La. Wrong. Pity this new *Contution of my Woman's Heart, 
that wou'd (but knows not how to) make returns for this Endear- 
ment; that fears, yet wiſhes, that burns and bluſhes, with my 
Sex's Shame in yielding. Can you forgive, my Lord, the late 
uncurb'd Expreſſions. of a diſorder'd Mind? but think they 

were my Paſſion's fault, and pardon 'em. 
5 Mrong. e never let us think we ever e ſince 
our ſick Love is heal'd, for ever be its cauſe e and re- 
mov'd. 

La. Wrong. But let the kind Phyſician thar reſtor'd us, be for 
ever in our Thanks remember d. Had not his tender Care obſerv'd 
the Criſis of my diſtemper d Mind, how raſhly had 1 languiſh'd out 
a wretched Being? 

Ld. Wrong. This was indeed beyond a Friend, —— a Father's Care. 

Sir Fr. My Lord, what I have done, your mutual Peace has over- 
paid : I knew you borh had Virtues, and was too far concern'd i in- 
deed to ſee em loſt in Paſſion. 

Ld. Wroag. If Heaven wou'd.mark our Bounds of Happineſs be- 
low, or 1 Wiſdom were allow'd to chuſe from Virtue's largeſt 
Store ; in Joys, like ours, the needleſs Search wou'd end, 

Sir Fr. in (ach ſoft Wives. 

La. Wrong. -—— — — So kind a Huſband, 

. Ld. Wrong - Such a Friend. 

* Mrs. Conqueſt, aud Miſi Notable. 
Mrs. Con. Tm all Amazement, all Rapture, Madam! Ist poſſi- 


ble ſo fair, and young a Creature, can have ſo juſt, ſo exquiſite a 
{eaſe of Love? 


Miſs Net. 
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"Miſs Not. Why not? If! — any Senſe, tis natural to have our 
firſt Views of Happineſs from Love. 

Mrs. Con. My little Soul you charm me! You have a mind to 
Pique Lord George, you lay. | 

Miſs Mot. To a Rapidity! — Yet, aipeinks; not ſo much upon 
my own Account, as Yours: for his diſhonourable Uſage, as I told 
you, of your Siſter. And to convince you of my Friendſhip, — 
there's his own Hand to accuſe him of it: Read it. Hold! hold! 
— here's my Unkle, — put it up. 

Mrs. Con. Can't I ſteal into your Room by and by ? 

Miss Mot. Wich all my Heart. Then Fl tell you more. 

Exit Mis Mes 


. Enter Sir Friendly. 
Sir Fr. So, Child! you are making ad I ſee! What have you 
got in your Hand there? 

Mrs. Con. Why, young Madam tells me, tis ſomething under 
my Lord Geoge's Hand, that will convince me of his abuling my 
Siſter me. 

Sir Fr. Pray read it. „ 0h 

Mrs. Con. (Reads. To Mrs. wikis, 

7 F you deſign to male any ſtay in the Country, *twill he ies t fo 
return the Lampoon you ſtole from me, it being the only Copy from 

the Face of this Globe to the Shy, that is to be had for 1 or Mo- 

ney. I am, dear Madam, 110 all due Extremity, moſt invincibly 

yours, BRILLANT. 

A very tender Epiſtle truly. 6 

— Fr. 'Tis like all the reſt of him. 

Mrs. Con. Pm glad to find, however, he has good Humour e- 
nough not to let the little Malice of that Chit fool him, to affront 
me; which I find ſhe has been heartily driving ar. 

Sir Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome ſenſe of Honour in him. 

Mrs. Con. Depend upon it, Sir, he does not want it upon an ho- 
nourable occaſion. 

Sir Fr. And 'twou'd be hard indeed, not to make ſome allow- 
ances for Youth. | 

Mrs. Con. Bur if am not ev'n with her — Ladyſbip 


Sir 3. 
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Sit Fr. m glad you have ſo innocent a Revenge in your Hands; 
1 peine your Addreſſes to her: To make her Coquettry a little ri- 
diculous will do her no harm. Well! how go Affairs within? How 
is my Lady Gentle like to come off with his Lordſhip at pla? 
Mrs. Con. juſt as I expected: I left her in the laſt Game of loft ing 
about double the Sum ſhe owes him. That Fellow, the Count, is 
certainly his Confederate; his going her halfs, is only a pretence 
to look on, and ſo, by private Signs, to tell my * every Card 
in her Hand. 
Sir Ty. Not unlikely: What's to be done next? 
Mrs. Con. Only, Sir, do you engage the Company ſtill in the 
next Room, while 1 take my Poſt. Hark! they have done Play.— 
I heard the Table move: Away. 


Sir Fr. Succeſs to you — 9 . 0 [Exeune ſeverally. 


The SCEN E opening d dl eren Lord dn and Lady Gentle 
riſing from me 


Ld. Geo. Have we done, Madam? 
La. Gent. 1 have, my Lord, and I think for ever ; — pleaſe to 
tell that. Tntolerable Fortune. ( Tbrows down Money. 

Ld. Geo. The Count gone! 

Lua. Gent. O yes, my Lord; he bad not Patience, you ſee.— He 
run away when the Game was ſcarce up. 

Ld. Geo. This Bill is his then. 

La. Gent. It was; but it's yours now, 1 ſuppoſe. 

Ld. Geo. Here's Forty Pound, Madam 

La. Gent. There's a Hundred, and Sixty. ( Over a Bill.) 
What do I owe you now, my Lord? 

Ld. Geo. Forty! — a Hundred, and Sixty ! — um — jaſe 10001, 
Madam. 

La. Gent. Very well! — and 1000 J. more borrow'd this Morn- 
ing! and all fool'd away! —fooPd! —foob'd away! < Fretting, 

Ld. Geo. Oh! does it bite. (Aide. 

La. Gent. O Wretch! Wretch! miſerable forſaken Wretch! — 
Ay! do! think! think! and ſi igh upon the Conſequence of what 
thou'ſt done! the Ruin! Ruin! the ſure Ruin that's before 14.6 

Ld. Geo. 
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Lad. Geo. Suppoſe, Madam, you try your Fortune at ſome other 


| Game. 


La. Gent. Talk not of Play,—for I have . with it for 
erer. | 


Ld. Geo. I can't ſee you, modi this Confuſion, at your ill Fortune, I 
Madam, without offering all, within my power, to make you eaſie. 


La. Gent. My Lord, I can't be eaſie under an On, which 
I have no proſpect of returning. 


| Ld. Geo. Come, come, you're not ſo poor, as your hard Fears 
* make you. There are a thouſand trifles in your power to 


grant, that you wou'd never miſs, yet a Heart leſs ſenſible of your 
_ Concern than mine, wou'd prive beyond a tenfold value of your 


Loſſes. 


La. Cent. Pm poor in every thing but Folly, and a juſt Will to 
anſwer for its Miſcarriages. On this, my Lord, you may depend: 


Fl ſtrain my utmoſt to be juſt to you. 


Ld. Geo. Alas! you do not know the . 5 Nature has endow'd 
you with. There's not a tender Sigh that heaves that lovely - 
Boſom, but might, if giv'a in ſoft Compaſhon, to a Lover's Pain, 


releaſe you of the Indies, had you loſt em. Can you ſuppoſe, that 


ſordid Avarice alone, has puſh'd my Fortune to this Height? 
Was the poor lucre of a little Pelf worth all this wild Extra- 
vagance of Hazard I have run? Give it at leaſt a View 


more . generous , tho? leſs ſucceſsful; and think, that all I've 


done was in your greateſt need to prove my ſelf your firmeſt 
Friend. 


La. Cent. My Lord, *twou'd now be Affectation not to under- 


ſtand you. But I'm concert d, that you ſhou'd think, that For- 


tune ever cou d reduce me to 1 the hearing of a 6 7 eee 


Thought from any Man; or, if I cou'd be won to Folly, ar leaſt I | 


wou'd make a Gift, and not a Bargain of my Heart: Therefore, 
if the worſt muſt be, FI own. * Sum, and Sir William ſhall pay 
it on demand. 

Ld. Geo. (Afide.) Shall he? 1 ; FAX what will become of your 


Lady(hip—— You may Flounce, and run away with my Line if 


you pleate but you will find at the end of it a lovely bearded Hook, 
Se "I that 


2 
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| fk Gent. Ti but 9 a better Houſewife in Pits, ag if an 
hundred Pound, a Quarter of that will ſatisfie you till the whole's 
paid, you may depend upon't: A little more Prudence, and 2 Win- 
ter or two in the Country will ſoon recover it. 

Ld. Geo. Prefs me not with ſo unkind a Thought. To ttive _ 
from the Town, e're you have ſcarce run Wr half the Diver- 
ſions of it, vou d be barbarous indeed? [24 

La. Gow. Wou'd I had never ſeen it. b 

Ld. Geo. Since I ſee, Madam, how much you dread an Obliga- 
tion to me, ſay I cou'd find the Means to free you of this Debt, with- 
out my obliging you, nay, without a poſiibiliey of you loſir ing more: 
I wou'd ev'n unthank'd relieve you. 

La. Cem. That's a Propoſal I can't comprehend, my 1 

Ld. Geo. Vil make it more engaging yet: For give but a Pro- 
miſe you'll weigh the Offer in one Moment's Thought before yon 

anſwer to it; and in return, by all my Hearts laſt bleeding Hopes, 
1 ſwear, that evin your refuſal then ſhall filence my offenſive Love, 
and ſeal its Lips for ever. 

La. Gent. | think, my Lord, on chat Condition, I may ſafely 
hear you. 

Id. Geo. Thus then I offer —Pll tailly to you on one ſingle Card, 
which if your Fortune wins, the Sums you owe me then ſhall all be 
quit, and my offenſive hopes df Love be Dumb for ever: If I win, 
thoſe Sums ſhall ſtill be paid you back with this * That Thare 

then your ſilent leave to Hope. 5 | 

La. Gent. My Lord- ; 

Ld. Geo. I beg you do not enfver yet—Conſider firſt, This Of- 
fer ſhuts out my very humbleſt Hope from Merit, is certain to reco- 
ver all you've loſt, with equal Chance, to rid you of (I fear) a 
hateful Lover, and but at work, makes it your avoidleſs Fortune to 
endure him. 


UM 2 Ia: Gent. 
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La. Cem. A bold and artful Bait indeed. [ Aide. 
Lud. Geo. Ive done, and leave you to the moment's Pauſe you 
RrTTSPRET 7 hn gfort 95nd yg] N 

La. Gent. [Afide.) A certainty to quit the Sums I owe! A Chance 
with it, to rid me of his aſſaulting Love! A bleſt deliverance in- 
deed! But then the Lot is equal too, of being oblig'd to give him 
Hope, my ſecret, conſcious, leave to love That thought imbitrers 
all again; 'tis horrid loathſome, and my Diſeaſe leſs formidable than 
| ſuch a Cure Why do ] hold it in a moment's thought? Be bold and 
tell him ſo; for while I Pauſe he hopes in ſpite of me—Hold— 

LG. Geo. Ay! think a little better on't. Aide. 

La. Gent. [Afide.) To do it raſhly, may incenſe him to my 
Ruine: He has it in his Power. He may demand- my loſings of 
my Huſband's Honour; who tho? *twill make his Fortune bleed to 
do't, I'm ſure will pay em. Two thouſand Pounds, with what Ive 
lately loſt, might ſhock the Meaſures of a larger Income. What 
Face muſt I appear with then? whoſe ſhameful Conduct is the Cauſe 
on't—The conſequence of that muſt, like an inward Canker, feed 
upon our future Quiet! His former friendly Confidence muſt wear a 
face of Strangeneſs to me: His eaſe of Thought, his chearful Smiles, 
with all the Thouſand hoarded Pleaſures of his indulgent Love, 
are loſt: Then loſt for ever! Inſupportable Dilemma! What will 


become of me! | CO a EE A, a 
| Ld. Geo. [Afide.) Ah! poor Lady! it's a hard Tug indeed; but 
by the Grace of Neceſſity, Virtue may get over it. Le 12 
La. Gent. [Afide.) If ſome Women had this offer now, they'd 
make a Trifle of the Hazard! Nay, even of their loſing it. 
| Ld. Geo. [Afide.) Well faid! take Courage! —There's nothing 
in't—it's a good round Sum—half ready Money too—think of that 
Suppoſe I ſhou'd touch the Cards a little. COMET bg 
La. Gent. {Afide.) Hope! he hopes already from his Offer: But 
then he offers me the means to kill it too! Say he ſhou'd win, he 
takes that Hope but from his Fortune, not my Virtue! Beſide am 
I ſo ſure to loſe? Ist in his Fate, that he muſt ever win? Why 
ſhalnt 1: rather” think, that Providence has brought me to this 
Streſs, only to ſet my Follies dreadful in my view, and reaches now, 
© 3 at 
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at laſt its Hand to ſave and warn me on the Precipice? It muſt — 
it is—my; flattering Hope will have it ſo— Impoſſible ſo critical a 
Chance can loſe—My Fancy ſtrengthens on * W e W * Heare 
* grows bold, and bids me venture. 
Ld. Geo. Shall I deal, Madam?—or— : 1 
La. Gent. Quick, quickly then, and take me while my e 
can ſupport it. [He ſhbuffles the Card. Forgive me Virtue, if I this 


once depend on Fortune to relieve thee. 


Ld. Geo. Then Fortune for the Bold Ie deale—Tis fx for 


on. 
8 La. Gent. There. He ſets upon the King | oo 
95 Te. Gee. The: King——tis mine. [ord Geo. Taiths, and. 


Lady Gen. laſes. 


1 Gem, Diſtration!—Madnef.- — Madneſs eng can relieve 


me now. 
Ld. Geo. Soh! my venture is arriv'd at laſt Now to unlade it. 
5 3 Bills, Madam; now are yours again. | Lays em down.) But: 
why this hard, unkind Concern ? Be juſt at leaſt, and don't, in theſe 
reluctant Tears, drown all the humble Hopes that Fortune has be- 
queath'd me: Or if they preſs too rude and ſudden for their Wel- 
come, chide *em but gently, they're ſoft as * Viſhes, one ten · 
der word will huſh them into Whiſpers. 

La. Gent. Thus then with low Submiſſion, on my Knees, A 
for Pity of my Fortune! O ſave me! ſave me from your cruel Pow- 
er: Pity the hard diſtreſſes of a, trembling Wretch, whom Folly has 
betray'd to Ruin. O! think not I can ever ſtain my Virtue, " aa 
preſerve my Senſes! For while I think, my ſhrinking Heart will ſhud- 
der at the Horror: This trembling Hand will wither in your Touch, 
or end me in diſtraction. If you've a humane Soul, O yet be great- 
ly good, and fave me from eternal Ruine. 

' 1d. Geo. Theſe bugbear Terrors (Pray be rais d 

La. Gent. O never!) 

Ld. Geo. Which inexperience foams: wou'd vaniſh in a moments 
juſt or generous Thought: And ſince the right of Fortune has de- 


creed me Hope, your Word, your Faith, your Honour ſtands engag'd 
to pay it 


Enter 
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| Emer a Stranger blunt h with a * ed e 
5 . Labs. N i e yt 
La. Gem. Ah! M 013 204 OB bDETC 
' Ld. Geo. How now! what's the meaning of this? 
Krang. I have ſworn to deliver this into your own Hands, tho 
1 ſhowd find you at your Prayers. 
La. Gent. Who are you, sir? Br. 
Hang. No body. 
La. Gent. Whence come you ? 
Hrang. From no body — Good b'y. 85 1 
Ld. Geo. Fire and Furies! what a ridiculous Interruption i is this? 
La. Gent. Pm amaz'd. i 
Ld. Geo. What can it mean? | 
La. Gent. Ha! what's here! Bank Bills of two thouſate Pounds! 
The very Sums I have loſt! —— No Advice! Not a Line with em! 
No matter whence they came! From no Enemy Im ſure; better 
owe 'em any where, than here. 5 
Ld. Geo. 1 fanſy, Madam, the next Room were were 
La. Gent. No, my Lord our Accounts now need no Privacy 
there's your two thouſand Pound. 5 
Ld. Geo. What mean you, Madam. 
La. Gent. To be as you wowd have me, Juſt, and pay my Debts 


8 


f * 


of Honour: For thoſe that you demand againſt my Honour, by the 


known Laws of Play, are void: Where Honour cannot win, Ho- 
nour can never loſe. And now, my Lord, tis time to leave my 
Folly, and its Danger Fare you well. 
Ld. Ges. Hold, Madam, our ſhort Account is not made ev'n 
yet: Your Tears indeed might fool me into Pity, but this unfair 
Defiance never can: Since you wow'd poorly falſifie your Word, 
you've nothing but your Sex to guard you now, and all the Favour 
that you can Hope is, that PII give your Virtue ev'n its laſt Excuſe, 
and force you to be juſt. | 

La. Gent. Ah! 

Enter Mrs. Conqueſt with her Sword drawn. 
Mrs. Con. Hold, Sir! unhand the Lady. | 
Ld, Geo, Death again! = [Draws. 


Mrs. Can. 


— 
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3 Mrs. Com My Lord, this is no rough to uſe our Swords i in ; this 
Lady's Preſence may Sheath 'em here without - diſtionour, | Your 
Pardon, Madam, for this rude intruſion, which your Protection, 
and my own injur'd Honour have compell'd me to. 

_ Ld. Geo. Let me adviſe you, Sir, to have more regard. to this 
Lady s Honour, than to ſuppoſe my being innocently here at — 
was upon the leaſt ill thought againſt it. 

Mrs. Con. My Lord, that's anſwer'd, in owning 1 have over- 


heard every word you have ſaid this half Hour. 
3 Geo. The Devil! He loves her 2 You are to be found, 


Sir 
Mrs. Con. O] my Lord, I ſhall not pan wh you ; but I have 
firſt a Meſlage to you from my Siſter, which you muſt anſwer in- 
ſtantly: Not but I know her Pride contemns the baſeneſs you have 
us'd * with; for which ſhe'd think perhaps, your diſappointment 
here an over- pay d Revenge: But there's a jealous Honour in our 
Family, whoſe injuries are above the feeble Spirit of a Girl to pu- 
niſh, that lies on me to vindicate, and calls for warmer Reparation | 
——Follow me. 

La. Gent. Good, Sir my Lord, I beg for pity $ ſake, compoſe 
this Breach ſome milder way— If Blood thou'd follow on your go- 
ing hence, what muſt the World report of me? my Fame's undone 
for ever Let me intreat you, Sir, be pacify'd, my Lord will think 
of honourable Means to right your Siſter —— My Lord, for Mercy's 
ſake- 

Ld. Geo. Your Pardon, Madam, Honour muſt be free beſet it 
can repair: Compulſion tains it into Cowardice—Away, Sir— 1 
follow you. [Exeunt Ld. George and Mrs. Conqueſt. 

La. Gent. O miſerable Wretch! to what a ſure diſtruction has thy 
Folly brought thee! 


Enier Sir Friendly Moral, 
Sir Fr. Dear, Madam, what's the matter, 1 heard high words 
within, no Rar hope? 

La Gs. Murther I fear, if not prevented; my Lord George, 


and Sir John Conqueſt have — and are N out this Mo- 
ment in their Heat to end it. 


Sir Fr. How? 


La. Gent. 


the Company within 


SR —— 7 


* * 
. 
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La. Gem. I beg you, Sir, go after em, ſhou'd there be Miſchief, 
the World will certainly report from falſe Appearances, that l'm 
che'Gante. 0. - 5 FFF 

Sir Fr. Don't think ſo, Madam, Pell nſe my beſt endeavour to 
prevent it! in the mean time take heed your Diſorder don't Alarm 

Which way went they? 

La. Gent. That Door, Sir. [Exit Fir Friend.) Who's there. Eu- 
ter a Servant.) Run quick, and ſee if the Garden Door into the 
Park be lock'd Exit Servant.) How ſtrict a Guard ſhould Virtue 
keep upon its Innocence? How dangerous, how faithleſs are its 
lawful Pleaſures, when habitual! This Vice of Play, that has, I 
fear undone. me, appear'd at firſt an harmleſs, ſafe, Amuſement ; 
but ſtealing into Habit, its greateſt Hazards grew ſo familiar, that 
ev'n the Face of Ruine loſt its Terror to me. O!] Reflection how 
1 ſhudder at thee! the ſhameful Memory, of what I have done this 
Night will live with me for ever. e | 

oo nn Re-enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the Garden Door was wide open. 

La. Gent. Did you hear no Noiſe, or Buſtle in the Park. 

Serv. No Madam. a Exit Servant. 

La. Gent. They're certainly gone out that way, and Sir Friendly 
muſt miſs of em O Wretch! Wretch! that. ſtoodſt the fore- 
moſt in the Rank of Prudent, Happy Wives, art now become the 
branded Mark of Infamy and Same. - [Exn. 


47 SCENE changes to the Park. 


Emer Lord George. 

Ld. Geo. So, I think we've loſt the Fellows that obſerv'd us, and 

if my Gentleman's Stomach holds, now Pm at leiſure to entertain 
him. Death! was ever glorious Hope fo inveterably diſappointed 2 
To bring her to her laſt Stake, to have her faſt upon my Hook, 
nay in my. Hand, and after all, to have her whip through my Fin- 
gers like an Eel, was the very Impudence of Fortune— What nor 
come yet? He has not thought better on't, I hope — Irs a love- 


7 5 Moon—1 wiſh it does not ſhine through ſome body pre- 
ently, | 


Enter 


” 3 he 
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Uuer Four Fellows at a —A ͤ 
. Ex. stand cloſe, ſoftly and we have him— By your leave, Sit 
[They ſerze him. 
"\ Lab Geo, So! Here's like to be no ſport to Night then Pm 
taken care of, I ſee— Nay, y, pray Gentlemen, you need not be ſo 
boiſterous—I am ſenſible we are prevented. 


2. Fel. Damn your Senſe, Sir. | [Trips up his Heels. 
1. Fel. Blood, Sir, make the leaſt Noiſe, Ill 1 you to the 
Ground. 


Id. Geo. I beg your Pardon, Gentlemen, I find 12 am caillaken, I 
thought you had only come to — my Perſon, but I find tis 
my Purſe you have a Paſſion for You're in the wrong Pocket, 
upon my r 

1. Fel. Pull off his Breeches, make ſure work, over his Heel | 
with em that's the ſhorteſt way. | 

Ld. Geo. With ſubmiſſion, Sir, there's a ſhorter and if you 
pull off my Skin, you won't find another ce in the inſide on't. 

2. Fel. What's this? 

Ld. Geo. Only a Table-Book, you don't deal in Paper, I preſume? 

1. Fel. Rot your Paper, Sir, well truſt no Man, Money down's 
our Buſineſs. 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt 

Mrs. Con. How now, Gentleman, what are you doing here? 
Ld: Geo. Only borrowing a little Money, Sir, the Gentlemen will 

| - gone preſently. 

; r. Fel. Hark you, you Baſtardly Beau, get about your Buſineſs 
or — lay hold on him Jack— 
Mrs. Con. Me! Raſkal look you Dogs —releaſe that Gentle- 
man quick — give him his Sword again this Minute or 


[Preſents a Piſtol. 


Ld. Geo. And my Money, I beſeech you, Sir. 

1. Fel. Blood! I him Jack. Five to One he don't kill. The 
Dog has a good Coat on, and may have Money in his Pocket. 

2. Fel. Drop your Piſtol, Sir, or (pill my Blood, I'II ſtick you. 


Ms. Con. Do you brave me Villains Have at you, 
; of he Pr "aw pa miſſes Fire, 


I. Fel. 
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1. Erl 0 ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with ybu come on Sir— | 
there, Sir, that will do, I believe. {Two > em ſecure Ld. Geo. 
3. What i is he down? Strip him. [They puſh, ſhe falls. 
2. Fel. No, rot him, he's not worth it——- Let's brut off. [Ex. 
Ld. Geo. Barbarous Dogs! How is it Sir? 
Mrs. Con. Im kilłd— fear the Wound's quite through me. 
Ld. Geo. Mercy forbid ! Where ist? | 
Mrs. Coy. O! Joop t touch me I beg you call for help, or any 
one to witneſs that wy laſt Words confeſs To guiltleſs of this AE 
_ cident, 
Id. Geo. This generons Reproach has more chin wear 
PE: think I ſee a Chair in the Mall Chair, Chair, — they 
come Believe me, Sir, I have fo juſt a Senſe of your Misfortune, 
and your Honour, that my full Heart now bleeds with ſhame to 
think how groſſy I haye wrong'd you in your Siſter's Goodneſs: 
But if you live, the future ſtudy of my Life ſhall be beers utmoſt 
Reparation to deſerve your Friendſhip. 
Mrs, Con. 1 ſhall never think that dearly bought, my Lord. 
Enter Chairman. 
cui Here: Who calls Chair? 
Id. Geo. Here, Friend, help up this e, he's DTS OY 
ſome Foot-Pads, that juſt now ſet upon us —Softly—OCarry him 
to Sir William Gentle S, in in— 
hair. ] know it very well, Sir. ¶ Exit Chairmen with Mrs. Conq. 
Ld. Geo. Make haſte, while I run for a Surgeon. | Death! how 
this Misfortune ſhocks and alters me. 


_ The SCENE changes to Lady Gentle's. 5 


W cer M; n Notable, [ Mone. 3 
Miſs Nor. So, my Plot takes, I find: the Family's in a terrible 
Confuſion: Sir John has certainly call'd him to an Account for the 
Letter J gave him If the Town does not allow me the. Reputati- 
on of this Quarrel-—— I have very hard Fortune Lord! What 
a mortified Creature will poor Mrs. Conqueſt be, when ſhe heats in 
the loneſome: Country, that her own Brother has fought with her 


only Lover, for his Offers of Love to me? Dear Soul! What muſt 
r . M it 
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it think, when ſuch a raw unkt thing as I, gives ſuch a great rea- 
ture as ſhe ſo unexpected a Confuſion? She can t take it N 2" if 
one ſhou'd ſmile when one ſees her next. Rennt 
| Enter io her Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. 55 N 
Mrs. Hart/: O Dear Madam! W 
Miſs Not. What's the matter? 55 we) ein 
Mrs. Hart. My Lord George has kill'd Sie Job. 2 N h. 
Miſs Not. O Heav'ns! * * ee Art re he's Kilt'd: >- 


Didſt (ſee him dead? 


Mrs. Hariſ. No Madam, he's alive yet: They ve jaſt Oar 


him in a Hackney-Chair; put they ſay the Wound's 1 through 


his Body: O! *tis a ohaſtly Sight— f 
Miſs Not. Malicious Fortune! Had it been Fare, cou d 


have born it. To take from me the A Eife Jever really dove : 


is inſupportable. | 
Mrs. Hari. Won't your Ladyſhip: go in ani fie him; Madam: 2. 
Miſs Not. Prithee leave me to my Griefs alone. 
Mrs. Hariſ. Ah! poor Gentleman — — [Exit 
Miſs Vor. Pretty Creature! I muſt ſee him—but i it ſhall be in an 
Undreſs—— it will be proper at: leaſt, to give my Concern. the Ad- 
vantage of as much Diſorder as I can. t, 


The SCE NE drawing, di ;ſeovers Mrs. Cages nan arm Chair, 


with Lady Gentle, Eaay 9 Lord W and Ser 


Tauts about her. 


Mrs. Can. No Surgeon yet? I 


Ld. Wrong. Here's my Lord: George, and I believe the Surgeon 
with him. 


Enter Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 


IL d. Geo. Come, Lin, W be quick, ART your Late. 5 How 
is it, Sir? - | 


3 Con. Oh! 


Sir Fr. Twas not in my Fortune, Madam, to prevent thiis Acci- 
dent.. [To Lady Gentle: 
Hur. By your leave Sir Vour Coat muſt come off, Sir. 


Mrs. Con. Hold — Hark you. „ U. e the Surgeon: 


Fun. 


\ 0" 


— 


— 
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Fur. 1 am furpriz'd indeed A Woman, but don't be uneaſic, 
Madam, I ſhall have all due "gu; to ins Sex. 

mne. A Woman! 

Lad. Geo. Ha! 


NIrs. Cn. To raiſe 1 your Wander, 3 1 to your pity, 


know then, I am not what I ſeem, the iojur'd Brother of Mrs. Con- 


gueſt; but ſhe, her ſelf, the feeble Champion of muy own Deſpair 
Id. Geo. Diſtraction! 


La. Gem. O my fatal Folly! What Ruin art hom now che Cauſe of? 


La. Wrong. Poor unhappy Creature! 
Ld. Wrong. What have you done, my Lord? 


Id. Geo. O blind beſotted Senſe! Not by a thouſand pointing 
Circumſtances to fore-know this Secret, and ** its Conſe- 


quence. How ſhall I look on her? 
Hur. No hopes, indeed, — - | 
Sir Fr. Take heed. Art ſure, is n WIT 
Fur. Sir, *tis impoſtble ſhe can 55 three hours: The beſt way 


will be to convey the Lady to Bed, and let her take a large Doſe o 
Opium: All the help I can give her, is the hopes of going off in 


her 1c) 1 
La. Gent. (Weeping. O piteous Creature! | 
Ld. Wrong. A Heart ſo generous indeed, deſerv'd a kinder Fate. 
| Ld. Gao. [Throwing himſelf at Mrs. Conquelt's Feet.) O pardon 


injur'd Goodneſs! Pardon the ungrateful Follies of a thoughtleſs 


Wretch, that burns to be forgiven: Cou'd I have &er ſuppos'd your 
generous Soul had ſet at half this fatal Price my tendreſt Vows, how 
gladly laviſh had I paid *em to deſerve ſuch Virtue 2 


Mrs. Con. My Death, my Lord, is not half fo terrible, as the 
wide Wound this raſh Attempt muſt give my bleeding Reputation. 


Ld. Geo. — — To cure that Virgin Fear, this Moment, I oo 


Jure you, then, before your lateſt Breath forſakes you, let the pro- 


nouncing Prieſt, in ſacred Union of our hands, unite our Honour 
too, and in this full Reduction of my vanquiſh'd Heart ſilence all en- 


vious Queſtions. on your, Fame for ever. 
Mrs. Con. Twou'd be, IJ own, an Eaſe in Death, to give me the 
Excuſe of dying honourably yours. 
Ld. Geo. ME. Lord, your Chaplain 8 near, beg he may be ſent for. 
M 2 Ld. . 
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Undreſs 


it think, when ſuch a raw unfit thing as I, gives ſuch a great 'Crea- 
ture as the. ſo unexpected a Confuſion? She cant _ it ill wy if 
one ſhou d ſmile when one ſees her nekt. YT AYE 
| Enter to ber Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. Py hs ks 
Mrs. Hariſ. O Dear Madam! Sad News. N 
Miſs Met. What's the matter? © de en 
Mrs. Hart. My Lord George has kill 4 Sit be Cort wh D, 
Miſs Noz. O Heav'ns ! Upon my Account! Art re he's kill'd I 


| Didſt ſee him dead ? 


Mrs. Hari/. No Madam, nen alive yet: They ve jaſt beatz 


Bim in a Hackney- Chair; 'buit they ſay the Wound's rr 5 
his Body: O! *tis a ohaſtly Sight— —- 


Miſs Not.. Malicious Fortune! Had it beem t W Fare, 1 cou'd 


have born it. To take from me the das _ I ever really loy'd, 


is inſupportable. _ | 
| Mrs. Hariſ. Won't your Ladyſhip go in ani 25 „n Madam: 2 

- Miſs Nor. Prithee leave me to my Griefs alone. 

Mrs. Hariſ. Ah! poor Gentleman — [Exit 

Miſs Voz. Pretty Creature! I mult ſee him but it tall be in an 
it will be proper at leaſt, to give my Concern the Ad- 
vantage of as much Diſorder as I can. Exit. 


The 5 CE N E drawing, a. eber Mrs. e in an Te Chair, 
with Lady Gentle, _ * Lord e and Her. 


dauis about her. 


Mrs. Con. No Surgeon yet? I 
Ld. Mrong. Here's my. Lord George, and I believe the Sur an 
with him. 
Enter Lord George, Sir n cd Surgeon: 


Ld: Geo. Come, e TOP be * there's your Patient. 3 How] 
1s it, Mir? 


Mrs. Con. Oh! 
Sir Fr. Twas not in my Fortune, Mali, to prevent this Acci- 


dent.. [To Lady Gentle. 
Hur. By your leave Sir Your Coat muſt come off, Sir. 
Mrs. Con. Hold Hark: you Sir. [Whiſpers the Surgeon: 


Ln. 
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Fur. 1 am furpriz'd indeed A Woman, but don't be aneaſie, ; 
Madam, I ſhall have all due "aur: to for Sex. 

mme. A Woman! 

Ld. Geo. Ha! 

Mrs. Con. To raiſe your ue: Ladies, 8 to your Pity, 
know then, I am not what I ſeem, the injur'd Brother of Mrs. Con- 
queſt ; but the, her ſelf, the feeble Champion of * own Deſpair. 

I d. Geo. Diſtraction! 

La. Gent. O my fatal Folly! What Ruin art thou now the Cauſe of? ; 
La. Mrong. Poor unhappy Creature! 

Ld. Mrong. What have you done, my Lord?! 

Ld. Geo. O blind beſotted Senſe! Not by a . pointing 
Circumſtances to fore-know this Secret, and prevent its Conſe- 
quence. How ſhall I look on her? 

Hur. No hopes, indeed, _ 

Sit Fr, Take heed. Art ſure, tis mortal? 1 

Sar. Sir, tis e of ſhe can live three hours: The beſt way 
will be to convey the Lady to Bed, and let her take a large Doſe * 
Opium: All the help I can give her, is the hopes of going off in 
her waa) 5 

La. Gent. [Weeping] O piteous Creature! | 

Ld. Wrong. A Heart fo generous indeed, deſerv'd a kinder Fate. 

| Ld. Gao. [Throwing himſelf at Mrs. Conqueſt's Feet.] O pardon 
injur'd Goodneſs! Pardon the ungrateful Follies of a thoughtleſs 
Wretch, that burns to be forgiven: Cou'd I have &er ſuppos d your 
generous Soul had ſet at half this fatal Price my tendreſt Vows, how 
gladly laviſh had I paid em to deſerve ſuch Virtue? 

Mrs. Con. My Death, my Lord, is not half ſo terrible, as the 
wide Wound this raſh Attempt muſt give my bleeding Reputation. 

Ld. Geo. —-— To cure that Virgin Fear, this Moment, I con- 
jure you, then, before your lateſt Breath forſakes you, let the pro- 
nouncing Prieſt, in ſacred Union of our hands, unite our Honour 
too, and in this full Reduction of my vanquiſh'd Heart ſilence all en- 
vious Queſtions on your Fame for ever. 

Mrs. Cox. *T wou'd be, I own, an Eaſe in Death, to give me the 
| Excuſe of dying honourably yours. 

Ld, Geo. My OV; your CONTEST s near, , beg! he may be ſent for. 
M 2 Ld. Wrong. 
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- Ld. Prong. This Minute 
La. 7; Wig An honourable, tho? Aube tune Wb 139 
VMlrs Con. We have ſeen happier Hours, my Lord; but little chought 
our many cheerful Evenings wou'd have ſo dark a Night to end em. 
La. Gent. Mournful indeed! 
Ld. Geo. How gladly wou'd I Pay down future Life t to > porchaſe 
back one paſt, one fatal Hour 5 
Mrs. Con. Ist poſſible! 
Ld. Geo. What? 
Mrs. Con. The World ſhou'd Felge, my A0 8 widely of your 
Heart, that only what was groſly ſenſual * affect ir: Nov, 
Sir, [7 Hr Friendly.] what think you? With all this Headlong 
Wildneſs of a youthful Heat, one Moment's Thought, you ſee, 
produces Love, Compaſſion, Tenderneſs and Honour: And now, 
my Lord, to let you ſee it was not Intereſt but innocent Revenge, 
that made me thus turn Champion to my Sexes Honour; Ges by 
this juſt expoſing the Weakneſs of your Inconſtancy, 1 have re- 
duc'd you fairly to confeſs the forceful power of honourable Love: 
I thus releaſe you of the Chain: For, know, I am as well in Health 
as ever. [Malls from her Chair. 

Ld. Geo. Ha! I oyfully furpriz'd. 

Mrs. Con. And if the darling pleaſures of abandon'd Liberty have 
yet a more prevailing Charm, you now again are free; return and 
revel in the Tranſport. 

Id. Geo. Is there a Tranſport under Heav'n like this: > 

La. Gent. O bleſt Deliverance! 

Ld. Mrong. Surprizing Change! 

La. Jong. No Wound, nor danger then at laſt > 

Mrs. A All! all! in every Circumſtance Tve done this Night, 
my Wound, the Robbery, the Surgeon, (here's one can witneſs) all 
was equally diſſembled as my Perſon. 

Ld. Geo. Is't. poſſible? 

Ld. Mrong. The moſt conſummate Bite, my Lord, that ever 
, d in al the Circumſtances of Humane Nature. 

Ld. Geo. O] for a Strain of Thought t'out- do this Fitefal Virtue. 

Ld. Wrong, Why Faith, my Lord, *twas ſmartly handſome, not 
to cheat you into Marriage, "ou 'twas ſo provokingly in her 
Power. 4 Mrs. Con. 


8 
1 
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Ms Con, If you think it worth your Revenge, my Lord—Come! 
for once Tll give your Vanity leave to humble my Pride, and laugh 
in yout Turn at the notable ſtir I have made abour you. | 
Id. Geo, Since you provoke me then, prepare to ſtart, and trem- 
ble at my Revenge——1 will not only marry thee this laſtant, but 
the next ſpiteful Moment inſolently Bed thee too, and make ſuch 
ravenous Havock of thy Beauties, that thou ſhalt call in vain for 
Mercy of my Power. Hol within there! call the Chaplain. 
Mrs. Con. Hold, my Lord! 


Ld. Geo. Nay, no reſiſtance by the tranſporting Fury thou 
haſt rais'd Il dot. 


Mrs. Con. This is down-right Violence—my Lord W 


[ Herugling. 
Ld. W rong. Don't be concern'd, Madam, he never * any harm 
in theſe Fits. 


Mrs. Con. Have you no Shame! 

Ld. Geo. By Earth, Seas, Air, and by the liek impudence of 
ſubſtantial Darknels, L am xd. | 

Mrs. Con. Will no one help me—Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr, Not Lin troth, Madam, I think his Revenge is a very he- 
neſt one. 

La. Geo. Confeſs me Victor, or expect no Mercy: Not all the 
Adamantine Rocks of Virgin 8 not all your Trembling, 
Sighs, Prayers, Threats, Promiſſes, or Tears ſhall ſave you. O tran- 
ſport of devouring Joy! F 4 0 ber, 

Mrs. Con. Oh f —Quarter! Quarter! O ſpare my Perriwig. 

Ld. Wrong. Victoria! Victoria! The Town's our own. 

Sir Tr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord! 


Ld. Geo. Sword in Hand, by Jupiter — And now, Madam, 1 pur 
my ſelf into Garriſon for Life. 


Mrs. Con. Oh! that won't be long Fm ſure; for you've almoſt 
kill'd me. 


Ld. Geo. I warrant you: moderate Exerciſe will bring you to your 
Wind. again, 


Mrs, Con. | Aft TY Well! People may ſay what they will; but 


upon ſome Occaſions, an agreeable Impudence ſaves. one a world of 
unpertinent Confuſion. 


Ld. Geo:. 


rh Pee for Offences— Here— 


94. i its 4 LAST Sanz: 


. W 4 Yay 11 1 


Ld, Geo. And now, Madam, to, let you ſee you have as much 
ſubdu'd my Follies, as my!  Heatt, 571 8 . me Ane alk A Par- G 


«©  & #4 


in Pla 2 

1 op 115 A op OT E 0 K's EP gad to 
deſerve the 576 dende that ſav'd me If I miſtake not too, Fave 
ſome Bills that call for reſtitution, Here. {7 Mrs. Con.] No one 
cou'd, I'm ſure, be motè concern'd to ſend em. Friendfhip's con- 
cealꝰ d are aebi Obligations, 5 

Mrs. Con. 1 ſent 'em to relieve 4 Madam, but ſince your dan- 
ger has no farther need of em [Takes the Bulls. 

Sir V. Now, Child, 1 claim your Promiſe, here comes, another 
of your ſmall Accounts that is not made up yet. 

Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, I'll pay it to a Scruple. 

Enter Mi. Notable weeping, in a "Night arefs. 

Miſs Mor. O where's this mournfal fight: | Your Pardon Ladies, if 
my intruding Tears confeſs the weaknels of a harmleſs Paſſion, that 
now *twould be ungrateful to conceal: Had I not lov'd too well this 
fatal Accident had never been. 

Mrs. Con, Well don't be concern'd, dear Madam, for the worſt 
part of the Accident is, that I am found at laſt; it feems to be no 
more fit for a Wife, than as 1 told you were for A | Huſband. ink 

Miſs Not. Ha! | (1n Confuſi0 on. 

Mrs. Con. Not but 1 had ſome thi oughts of mabtying you too; 
but then I fanſy'd you'd ſoon be uneaſy under the cold Comfort of 
Petticoats ſo — I don't know——the good Company has ev'n 
perſuaded me to pull off my Breeches, and marry Lord George. 

Miſs Noz. Marry'd! baſe Man! is this the proof of your Indiffe- 
rence to Mrs. ee ch ". " [fac #0 Lied George. 

Id. Geo. *Tis not a Proof yet indeed But I believe I ſhall mar- 
ry her to Night ; and then you know, my Life, I am in a fair way 
to it. | 

Miſs Wot. Teerd by him too! Il lock my ſelf up in ſome dark 
Room, and never ſee the World again. | Exit. 

Bk La. Wrong. 


— 
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$7 Wrong. (To Lord Wrong . J Was ſhe ? that Create then the 

little wick 6 auſe of my Di niet: How ridiculous have you 
made my ſealouſie ? Farovel the Folly and the Pain. 

Lud. Wrong, Farewel the Cauſe of it for ever.. 

La. Gem. [To ir Fr.] The Count ſay you, his Accomplice! How 
1 tremble. But I have done with it for Life; ſuch ruinous Hazards, 

need no ſecond Warning. 

Ld. Geo, I fancy, Nuncle, I kein to make a very ridiculous Fi- 
gure here, and have given my ſelf the Air of more Looſeneſs than 
I have been able to come up to. | 5 

Mrs. Con. Pm afraid that's giving your ei the Air of more e Vir- 
tue than you'll be able to come up to But however, ſince I 
can't help it, 1 had as good truſt you. 

1d. Geo. And when! wrong that Truſt, may you deceive me. 

Sir Fr. And now a „ Happineſo all 


8 forward to oe Audie zence. 


Let > chats * here, as in a Irrer ſee A 
| The Follies, and the Dangers they have run 
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m Uhinking, when Poor Plays are quite KY 4 [ave 
(As nothing's ftrange in this revolving Town, 12809 
The what the latter Age had thought amazing 72 


: —.— 


ll hat we poor Slaves ſhall dos, when turmd a Grazing, | 


Perhaps great Cæſar, who the World commanded, [1 
May 25 the Opera Candles when disb ande; 255 os 


4nd proud Roxana, from her high Diſdain, 
. Moſt vilely ſtoop to ſpread Tofftilas Train, 


5 


Not but our Women may ſee better Lives, 

And make ſome honeſs 5 (troth / ). comfortable 2 ves. 
Let no fair Damſel think this ſaid vaſfront her, 

(For howſoe'er the Stages Hopes may mount her r). 

Beauty may drive as good a Trade behind a Counter. 

As here * ſome Chapmen, there ſome Heads with Sorrow. [The Pit and 


May give, and feel, ſore Proofs before this time to Morrow : [G . 


But I, whoſe Beauty only is Grimace, 


Have no ſuch Proſpects from this hatchet Face. 
All I can do muſt be 


With humble Ale, and Toaſt, round Sea- Coal Fire, 
At Nights my penſive Spouſe, and Brats Finſpire, 


With Tag gs of Crambo Rhimes, and tack em to ih Italian Lyre. 
Nay, &en when Hunger prompts em for Reef, 
Ill make em ask for Food in Recitative : 


As thus, [Sings in Recitative.] © Mamma Euren, what, what 1s't you 
Pray cut me a great Piece of Bread and Butter, [mutter? 
[Then this to the Air of Yes, yes, tis all I want, &c. 
There's all you're hike to have, 
Nor can you ask for Supper ; 
Zis cut quite round the Loaf, 
'Trs under ſide, and Upper. 


NV 5 . in time, bus this in BI inſerted,” WES 
| May croud a Hase, when Shakeſpear zs deferted. . 
Or fay that I my ſelf — Fp. 
Since paimed Nature no Recruits ill 5 g in, 
| Shoud een, in Spite of Nature, flick to Srging, | 
My Voce, V is true, the Gipſy's but unkind to, 
The that's a Fault you ev'ry Day are blind to. 
171 if I change my Name, that half will win ye, 
/ the ſoſt Sound of Feignior Cibberini. 
1 ine then, that thus with am rous Air 


give you Raptures, while J. ſquall Deſpair. Sin gs Babes 
If this won't do, Ill try another Touch, 


Half French, ſome Engliſh, and'a ſpice of Dutch, [Sings in broken 


Now, Sirs, you've ſeen the. utmoſt. I can ao, Engliſb. 
As Peet, Player, and as Song ſter too; e my 


But if you can't allow my Voice 2 
Ken 25 me liue by Acting, and 2 Writing.- 
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ROM / 12250 Fletcher D 10 Wein Mare, 
7% unfiniſh'd Hints of theſe light Scenes we a 
For with ſuch careleſs haſte his Play was writ, 
Ho unperſued each thought of ſtarted Mu; 
Each Weapon of his Wit ſo lamely fought 
That tou d as ſcanty on our Stage be 8 
As for a modern Belle my Grannum's Peticoat. 
Ho that from ih Old we may with Juſtice ſay, 
Me. ſcarce could cull the Trimming of a ou 
All coud be made out is but Diſhabille, . 
'Tis looſely. light, all Falbala and Frille: e 
No Set-arefs 22 form d imt to affright uon N 
From the dear moarſh Follies that delight you. 
Unbluſhing Vice in faireſt Forms may lurk, 
Nor fear the ſmart of our keen Satyrs Jerk. 
Husbands and Wives to ſep'rate Joys may 1 
And mutual Rage their mutual Shame reveal ; Nen 
Or more to top the Faſbion, ſin in prevate, 8 5 
And mutual Guilt, their mutual Shame connide at : 
The flaming Beau may rattle through the Streets, 
And pay with Privilege the Trades-man's Debts; DN 
While Spouſe at Home, whoſe Fondneſs has unde ber, 
Her Jewel. Pauns for 8. harpers Debts of Honour : 
Harpers, from Bubbles too, Eſtates may Find, + 
Aud keep the Coaches that they ve rid behind. 
Our Chiefs abroad may mount the Winter Trench, 
While Grooms at Home with Wagers back the F rench : 
Parties gainſt Parties too may ſtrain the Laws, 
And each pretend their Country is their Cauſe" $ 
When if their Ram rings ſecret Spring you Trace, 
'Tis who enjoys, not who acts Wrong in place; 
For when di ed Profit's not ith way, 
Tou. ſee how nicely Points are laſt by i Opera. 
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9 ur, All for! of. Men and Miners may. 0 r 
3 From theſe ſafe Scenes go unreprovd a. ¹ iii 
3 N From late Experience 27 bz we gli t old Rae 1 

_ Profit with Delight: This Plays — All Fol © © 
Ho clear of Senſe, 4 garniſb d with Grimace, 
That wiſely it depends for us Succeſs WES WO! 
On dangling Bullock's Erin, and Pinky⸗ 5 Face. o 
But if ibeir humble Jefts bond fail io win Wn . 
Ne beg Fee Grace for MOM; Cibbetiai, * "td patron 
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Young Outwit, | 3 arg IMA 
Cunnmgham, _ w N "Mir. Booth; 
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Samuel Simple, Mr. Gibber. 
Sir Threadbare n een eee 
Priſcian, BOWEN AJ e Mr. Keene. 


W 0 


Lucinda Niece t. to Sir Over, 5 Mrs. Oldjeld. 
Mirabel, =... Mrs. Porter. 
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Wir, at ſeveral Weapons. 
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ACT] L 5 CENE 1 
SCENE Fr Oliver's Houſe. 


Enter Hir Oliver Outwit, and Young Outwit. 
IR, Fm no Boy, I have been at Age this Half-year. 
Sir 01. Why then, Sir, you have been fit to live by 
| your Wits theſe two Years. 

v. Out. Wits, Sir! 

Sir OI. Wits, Sir, ay, Wits, Sir! and a very good eee 
too; 1 ſhall be ſorry to find I have ſpent my Time in getting a 
Fool, thou know'ſt all I have was got by my Wits. And canſt 
thou own thy ſelf fo degenerate, as to tell me thou wantſt Money 
at thy Years? r I never offer'd to tell my Father ſo from a 
School-boy. 


n V. Out. You had very good Luck, fare Sir; pray how did you 
ive? 
Sir Ol. Why, a5 a Gentleman ſhow'd live, by my Wits, Sir. 
Y. Out. There ate indeed a great many ſuch Gentlemen about the 


World, Sir; but Men of Honour: and. Forrune call? em Shatpers and 
Scoundrels, | 


Y, Oat, 


Sit Ol. 


* 


N 


= - 104 Th R; 1 Ya "A "Pee 0 1 Oh; 50 N | 
= Sir 01.2Pſhaw! ſome few- rich Fools that have: 9 5 theit- AE 
perience of good Company may rait ar 'em perftaps (Loſers wülk | 
have leave to ſpeak, ou know) but we that are wiſer know the Uſe- 
and Value of an ingenious Mam 
F. Out. Well, Sir; ſince you own you have made a plentiful E- 
ſtate-by your logenvirys k hope- you will let Hour Ferry E] | 
better fort. * 
Sir OI. Ay, ay „that [ will; why 81 ſhalt have my very origi- 
nal Receipt to a ſuch another Fortune 1 55 
Y. Oat. Pray let's hear it, Sir. 5 
Sir OI. Why, Sir, I had no ſooner broſird into the World, foi: 
the firſt Degel took in thriving, was to lye cloſe Intelligence for 
wenching ; cou'd give this Lord, or that rich Citizen a true Cata- 
togue of all the Maidenheads between Charing Crofs and Aldgate; 
how many lay amonſt Chambermaids, how many in the Exchange. 
(tho! very few there L — ; and Row W at the Board- 
ing School. * 
V. Oat. But, ir, — in our Age this is called bimpitg. 
Sir OJ. Sirrah! I got many a round Sum by it, when my Father 
wou'd not give me a Groat— Then, Sir, I was in with all the Top 
Gameſters, and when there was a- Far Squire to be fleec'd; I had my 
Office among them too, and the I day it, was one of; the neateſt 
Operators about Town. 
Y. Out. Why, this was turning downright ge . r 
Sir OI. Turning a Penny, Sirrah! I liv'd, I liv'd ! did not 1 live 
Fool? I buſled, 1 ſtirr'd, I' was as buſte as a Bee, had all the World 
to rove in, and cult' a Maintenance from every Flower; traverſe, 
make Honey, Sirrah; and when you've taſted it, confeſs with me, | 
that ſtollen Sweets are belt; | 
Y. Out. And was this your Courſe of Life, sir? 
Sir OJ. Till! grew old and purſie, and then 1 grew in Men's 0: « 
pinions too, and Confidences ; then they began to put things cal“ 
led Executorſhips upon me, the Charge of Orphans, little harmleſs 
Animals, that I chuck'd under the Chin, and: bound out to Feltma- 
bers and Eiſhmongers, to make: them loſe, and/ work away theit 
Gentry, diſguis'd their tender Natures with hard Cuſtom, and ſo in 
time brought em to an utter Ignorance of what they were Lo to. 
„„ LG EE X. Cui. 
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v. Out. Well, Sir ſuppoſe I ſhou'd get leave of my Conſcience 
to reſolve upon this Courſe of Life, what Security have you, that I 
ſhan't make ev'n you the firſt Example of my Ingenuity ? AI 
Sir Ol. Ah! do that and thowit win my Heart for ever: No; 
no, that were too great a Comfort to expect thou ſhould'ſt gull me: 
Alas! I'm a great way out of thy depth, | can't 1 for that Bleſ- 
fing theſe three Years. 
V. Out. Since you provoke me III 17 1 in two Hours for all 
that ¶Hſide.] Youll part with nothing then at preſent, Sir? 
Sir 0]. Not a ſingle Teſter. 


V. Ont. If a Man ſhou d aſk you aaa Sir, in this Humour I 
ſuppoſe you'd refuſe him. 
Sir 0 Let me but hear thou liveſt by thy Wits once, and chou 
ſhalt make thy own Terms with me. Let me firſt have a Proof, 
that if I ſhou'd give thee Land thou haſt Wit enough to keep it; If 
not, thou art no Son of mine——Then prithee why ſhow'd I ſup- 
port thee? And now thou know'ſt my Humour ——-vaniſh, vaniſh, 
3 never let me ſee that uncomfortable Face of thine, till thou 
nſt ſhew me a Shilling of thy own getting. 
ut. Sir, Pll endeavour to deſerve your good Opinion. ¶ Exit. 


EY The ſooner, Sir, the better Ah! if one cou'd but 
[ 


 reca 


Experience ? But I'm too old now, and reduc'd, I fear, to the laſt 
ingenious Exploit, I ſhall ever be Me to go through with : If I can 
marry my Niece to Sir Gregory Gv9/e, and by that means ſecure one 
fourth of her Fortune to my own uſe, which he has compounded 
for, Il &en ſhake Hands with the World, give over Buſineſs, and 


when I can cheat no longer, turn honeſt, and fall faſt aſleep in my 
885 Chair. 


Enter a Servant." + 
Herd. Sir, here s Sir Gregory Gooſe deſires to ſpeak 0 you. 
Sire Shew him up, III wait ww him in an inſtant. l Exit. 


Enter Hir Gregory Gooſe, and Coming, 
Sir Greg, Well, dear Cuningbam. I with 1 may never laugh 
again, if thou art not the pleaſanteſt Companion that ever Gentſe⸗ 


man took a Fancy 9. — Piithee go on with thy Story, for ] durſt 
Vo. IL — Oo lay 


» — — _ — — 2 
* — ET att 
c "Fa © >. 6 » 


outh again, what a ſweet Penny might a Man make of his 
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lay my Life thou wipelt this fooliſh Knight's Noſe of bis Miſtreſs at 
laſt, Prithee go on. | 

Cun. Did ever Gudgeon bite ſo oreedily ? And lo, Sir, 2s 1 told 
you, finding my ſelf deſperately in love with this Lady, and ten 
thouſand times more ſo, when I heard ſhe: was to be married to ano- 
ther; I ſaw at laſt there was no hope of my ever ſpeaking a word 
to her, but by ev'n tacking my ſelf as a miſerable Companion to 
the impertinent Coxcomb, that 1 knew / was defign'd for her Huſ- 
band. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha Well I ſwear that was ſo archly contriv'd : 
What, and ſo this coxcombly Fool of a Rival took thee along with 
him to viſit her! ha, ha, ha. 

Cun. I vow, Sir Gregory, your Apptchenfon is ſo quick, there's 
no ſurprizing you with any thing. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha! I knew I ſhou'd ſmoke the Jeſt ; but that u 
leſs Rogue of a Rival, that cou'd think a Man of thy Ingenuity 
wou'd keep Company with a Fool for nothing. 

Cun. Right, Sir, but if there were no Fools you know, half the 
Wits in the World wou'd be ſtarv'd. | 

Sir Greg. F Faith! and that's true again; and therefore what a 
Comfort it is when we ingenious Men take a Friendly Care of one 
another? — But here comes the old Knight my Unkle in Law. 


Ener Fir Oliver. 

Sir Ol;v. Sir Gregory Gooſe, 1 am your moſt humble Servant; Is 
this Gentleman your Friend, Sir ? 

Sir Greg, I am his Friend, Sir Oliver, and that's much at one, you 
know. 

Sir OJ. Sir, he's welcome—— May I crave his Name? 

Sir Greg. Young Cunningham, a Norfolk Gentleman, one that 
has liv'd among our Family of the Goo/es ever fince I can't tell how 
long; we all ſtrive to have him; between you and I, Sir, he's ſuch 
a devilliſh pleaſant Cur of a Wit, that ſome of our Name have gone 
to law for him — and now it happens to be my Turn to have 
him: Not but, as moſt Wits are, he's conſumed chargeable, tho'! 
can part with him when I have a mind to ie; 1 only uſe him at pre- 
ſent by way of giving my ſelf an Air or ſo, till my Marriage is 


Over, 
3 


. 
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over, and then Tit have nothing to do with Wit as long as I live. 
Well, but where's this Niece of yours, old Unkle-in-Law, that 
ſhall be? When will ſhe be viſible—for you don't ſuppoſe Pll buy a 
Pig in a Poke ſure? Prithee let's ogle her a bit. 

Fir 00. You'll pardon my Caution, Sir, ſhe has been us'd to re- 
ſtraint ; had ſhe been eaſie to be ſeen, perhaps you had never ſeen 


her; there's many a begparly Thing calfd at like your Honour, 


many a poor Lord that lies in wait for her, and then ſlap, at the 
firſt Daſh ſhe's a Counteſs, and undone; it has been many a poor 
young Woman's Misfortune! This whets him to her. [H ſide.] 


Sir Greg. O law! What is ſhe fo cruel handſome then? Dear 


Sir, pray let's clap up the Wedding immediately: Are you ſure ſhe 
is not ſtollen already Hark! hark! 
Sir OJ. What's the matter? | 
Sir Greg. Every Coach that goes by, as Pm alive goes to the Heart 

of me: Are you ſure ſhe's in the Houſe, Sir? 
Sir OJ. That Doubt, Sir, ſhall be eas d immediately 


Who's 


there? Deſire my Niece to walk hither — And now I think on't, 


Sir Gregory, you ſhall give her a Taſte of your Wit before you ſee 
her, we'll Yao little Sport with her. m— 
Sir Greg. O dear, how pray ? Pray let's have it, for I love Sport 
cruelly. 1 „„ 
Sir H/ Why thus, Sir, when my Niece comes in, you ſhall hide 
behind the Arras, and I'll preſent your Friend to her in your ſtead, 
if your Friend will do us the Favour to ſtand for you. 
Sir Greg, Pſhaw! He ſhall ſtand for any thing, why, his Supper 
lies in my Breeches here; by this Light he ſhall faſt elle. 
Sir OJ. Then, Sir, when he has ſpoken the Prologue to your 
Love, up flies the Curtain, and out ſtart you, the very Play it ſelf; 
how will ſhe be dazled then ; how will ſhe bluſh, and frown, and 
a again, then laugh, and own her ſelf to be woed, and won victo- 
riouſly > ” - 
i, Nats Well! Tl fay it, this will be the curiouſeſt Fun in the 
World LULL WAIT 
Sir OJ. Hiſt! Here ſhe comes To your Poſt, Sir. 
Sir Greg, O lay! Now ſhall I bite my Lips through for fear of 
laughing. | Ie. 
O 2 | Sir O.. 
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Sir 0]. Pm given to underſtand you are a Wit, Sir. - 
Cun. I am one that Fortune ſhews but ſmall Favour to, Sir. . 
Sir C/. Good And to tell Jen che Truth, I am raken with a 
Wit, Sir. 
__ Cun, Fowlers et; Woodcocks 'F Naw t ſhew a Wit your weak 
Side, Sir. 

Sir Ol. Hah! A ſmart Fellow, faith, brad rather loſe his Dinner 
than his Jeſt. —I ſay, Sir, 1 love a Wit the beſt of all Things. | 

Cun. Always except your ſelf, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Hah! he has bobb'd me twice now, all in a Breath. But 
here comes my Mece you know your buſineſs with her. 
. Cun. With a Woman, Sir, tis een the very ſame it was Five thou- 
ſand Years ago; no Fool can mils it. 


Sir OI. Mum. 


Enter Niece and Governeſs. 
Niece you muſt give me leave to recommend this Gentleman to your 
Affection. 
Cun. Don't mock me, Fortune. ¶Aſde.] 
Sir OJ. How do you like him— Hum, hum. [Laughs. Aſide.) 
| Niece, What means this Riddle, Cunningham? [4/7 * As he 
is your Choice, Sir, I can't but give him welcome. 
Sir C. To her, to her, Man Ha, ha. 
Cun. 1 hope, Madam, your good Nature will put a right Con- 
ſtruction on this Attempt to ſee you, tho? had I time to tell you 
how, you'd find it more my Fortune's doing than my Forwardneſs. 
Niece. I muſt humour this to find the Riſe on't. ¶Aſide.] As you 
are my Unkle's Choice, Sir, I give you a ſincere and hearty Wel- 
come: What he commands me I ſhall ever chearfully obey. 
Cun. You heard he did command you. 
Sir Ol. Ha, ha, the Rogue does it rarely. 
Niece. And therefore, Sir, I yield my Hand 
Cun. Your Lip — I Jes her.] 
Niece. And may in time my Heart. [Kiſſes her Hand.] 
Sir 0]. Hold, hold, Sir, your part goes a little too far — not ſo 
feclingly. 


4 


Cun, 
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cun. My Joys are Mockeries— doubly fo I fear; for all ſhe ſaid 
might be as well the A& of her Obedience, as real e 


- 


ſhe has Love, I have a Thoug he will ſearch it. [Afade. 


Sir Ol. Ha, ha, Well, New and fo you really think him a very 


pretty Fellow 
Mece. Sir, from my Heart 1 thank you for him: Had my own 


Eye been ſer at liberty to make a publick Choice, it cou'd not have 
done more to pleaſe my Heart, than your Indulgence has. 

Sir IJ. Nay then, Girl, what wilt thou ſay, when J ſhew thee him 
I've really choſen Alas! poor Miece / this is but the Scabbard 
of the Man I mean for thee; but now I draw the ſhining Blade 
ſhall glitter in thy Eyes, and pierce the thro”. 

Niece. What mean you, Sir ? 

Sir O.. What! ho! Sir Gregory, A pproach my Lad of Thouſands. 


Enter Sir Gregory, ſirutting. 

Sir Greg. Who calls me? 

Niece. What Motion's this! What Limber-Jointed-Baby ! Why 
he moves by Wires, Sir! A mere Wooden-Tumbler. I have ſeen 
Children play with fuck. a 

Sir OJ. Don't be a Fool, I tell you this is the an 

Niece. This! Fie, Sir! When I was a Girl you us'd to bring me 
home a prettier Huſband than this upon the outſide of a Sugar-Cake. 

Sir OJ. Is the Devil in thee? Speak to her, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Ay, now you ſhall fee, PII fetch her about preſently, 
Madam, I 

Niece. Wou'd you ſpeak with me. Sir ? 

Sir Gregory. Speak with you, Sir! 


Nice. Have you any thing to ſay, Sir ? 
Sir Greg. Hoity Toity! You are ſo ſnap, and ſo ſhort, Forflinck : 


Why what a Duce do People uſe to ſpeak to Folks, and have no- 
his to ſay to 'em? 

Niece. Nay there are ſuch Fools, Sir, but perhaps you are of ano- 
ther Sort: But, however, let me hear what you have to ſay, and 
if I don't give you a very particular odd fort of an Anſwer, ſay I 
am no Woman: Come, come, let's hear what you have to ſay: 2 


1— 


5 Sir Greg. 
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Fir Greg, Bibble, Babble, why your Tongue runs bh faſt, Madam, 
6 that you won't let mine put in a Syllable. 
1 Niece. Who I, Sir, J am dumb. 5 
Sir Greg. Why then 1 ſay, Madam 
Niece. I know what you wou'd ſay, Sr 
Sir Greg. What the Devil before J open my Mouth. 
Niece. Why then Sir, to pleaſe you, I do not know what you 
woun' d ſay. 
Sir Greg, Very well! Why then 1 ſay that * 1 gad I don't 
know what I was going to ſay my ſelf now. 
Sir Ol. Don't provoke me, Huſſy, for once more l tell you this is 
the Gentleman. 
Niece. O pray Sir, don't impoſe on me fo grolly- This is the 
Man, I'm ſure, you really mean for me. 
Sir Ol. Oones! you wort perſuade me out of my Senſes, will you? 
Cun. Now to try her home. [Afrde, 
Niece. Look you, Unkle, III allow you have Wit and manage 
a Jeſt as well as any Man of your Years; but when an Humour 
grows ſtale, you know, you ſhould really give it over. 
Sir 0). What the Devil ſhall 1 do with her! 
Cun. [To the Gov.] I never ſaw Comelineſs and good Humour 
join'd before. 
Gov. Nay, dear ſweet Sir, how can you off theſe Words to an 
old Gentlewoman? 
Niece. Sir, if you are not buſie— 7 Cui ] 
Gov. Why how now Boldface! Is that your Manners to interrupt 
a Gentleman when he's private? 


EE OE —— 1 


Niece. Sir 
Cun. Away Fifteen, here's Fifty one's worth Fiftceni hundred of 
Fir 


Gov. Why get you gone, I ſay— Theſe giddy Girls are ſo vain 
there's no giving em a reaſonable Anſwer, 
Cun. Ay, ay, give me Years and Underſtanding, the Imperti- 
nence of Youth's intolerable: Come, come, neer dilguiſe it, I know 
you are a teeming Woman yet. 
Gov. Ay, in troth, a handſome young Gentleman might do 
much, I think, Sir. 
Cun. 


„ 
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Cun. Did not I tell you ſo? BREA 
Gov. And 1 ſhou'd play my part, I believe, or I were ungrateful. 
Miece. This Neglect's intolerable. [A/ide.] I will move him or 
remove him Sir — 5 | 
Cun. Your Pardon, Madam Pm really a little buſie. 
Niece. Infolent— If I am not ev'n with him 


- 


Sir OI. Why did not I tell thee, Child, this was none of thy 


Gentleman? Now we have nettled the Baggage. | 

Sir Greg. Ay, Madam, was not you told before, that I was the 
Perſon that you were to ſet your Heart upon? 

Niece. Sir, let me ask a thouſand Pardons. *Twas the Error of 
my Obedience, not my Judgment. Pray let me view the Gentle- 
man nearer, Unkle, I ſcarce have ſeen him yet, I only humm'd 
him over at firſt, as Lawyers do a Bill in Chancery. Where were 
my Eyes! upon my Life a handſome Gentleman; agreeable now I 
diſtinctly read him. . | 

Sir Greg. [ Strutting.] Tum, tum. ( ings.] 

Niece. Say he be a little too ſhambling in his Gate, a Dancing- 
Maſter will ſoon bring that to an eaſie Negligence, that all your 
fine Gentlemen are {a fond of: Well dreſt, ſtrait Limbs, and two 
manly Calves, (if they are but his own) that look as if they wou'd 
not ſhrink at the ninth Child. 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. 

Niece. A Voice too, ſurpriſing! 

Sir Greg, Tum, tum, dum. [ Louder. 

Niece. Where was my Judgment ? 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. . 

Niece. Well I ſhall be the happieſt Woman breathing. Pray Sir 
make my Peace with him: I am under all the Confuſion in the 
World, to think I cou'd receive him ſo rudely. 

Sir OJ. D'ye hear, Sir Greg? D'ye hear, D'ye hear? all's over; 
ſhe begs your pardon: Stick to her: Cloſe, cloſe, you Wag, and 
don't give her a Moment's time to cool again. 

Cun. | Aſide.) Confuſion! but to ſhew my ſelf concern'd might 
ruin me. 

Sir Greg. Madam, I am the very humbleſt of your Footballs ; 
and I wiſh I may never be married, Madam, if I am not ſorry foi 

you 
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your Sorrow: But if ever I truſt that old Gentleman's Wit, to play 

the Fool with any Miſtreſs of mine again, VII give you leave to call 
me a Rhinoceros. And now we are Friends, Madam, let's &en join 
Hands, and revenge our ſelves upon that Rogue Cunningham, that 
had like to have ſer us together by the Ears: PII ſpoil his Markets 
with the old Gentlewoman, I warrant you. = | 

Nice. With all my Heart, ." op 

Sir OJ. Well, Sir, do you thrive? how goes your Suit iris 

Cun, Soft and fairly Sir— Pm taking meaſure of the Widow's 
Mind, and hope to fit'a Man to it ſhortly. 

Serv. Who wou'd have dreamt of a young Morſel at this time 

of Day? to ſee how unlook*d for Things will happen. 

Sir Greg. Widow, don't truſt him Widow, he's a younger Bro- 
ther ; he will ſwear, and lie like a Frexch- Gazente ; he has not one 
Shilling in the W old, and lives upon his Impudence like an _ 
vator. 

Gov. And I tell you, Sir, he brings more Content to a W oman 
with that Nothing, than he that brings his Thouſands with a falſe 
Heart. 

Mece. Give you Joy of your good Fortune, Sir, ha, ha. 

Sir OJ. And pray, Sir, make my Houſe your own; 1 ſee you are 
a Man of Wir, Sir, and honour you. | 

Cun. Sir, I thank you Come, Widow, now, 

To cloſer Converſe let's retire, 9 
And rake the Embers of Deſire. i! [Exeunt. 
Niece. So! he's reſolv'd to ſtand it, I ſee. „ 
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Enter V. Outwit, Hr Threadbare-Gentry, and Priſcian. 

V. Out. Are we all fit? 

Sir Thr, Toa Hair, Sir. 

Y. Out. And are you perfect, Doctor We 7 

Priſ. Ad unguem, Domine. 

V. Out, Very well; but will. your Conſcience bate nothing, ſay 
you, of a whole Share for your Wife, when ſhe does nothing for't? 

Sir Thr, Look you, Sir, my Wife's ready, had ſhe been called, 
and, like a Soldier, expects her Pay, 1 ſhe fights or not. 


Priſe. 
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Pri. Faith, for theſe five Years, Ego poſſum probare, I have 


had a hungry ſtarving Share with 'em, and ſhe has always had an 
equal Share with me. 3 | 

v. Out. What! Preſent, or not preſent ? 

Reſidens, aut non reſidens, per fidem. - 1 

V. Out. Prithee, my Dear Propria que maribus, hold your 
Tongue, or I'll depoſe you from half your Share preſently : Tho? 
your Hic & hec Turpis, & qui mihi Diſcipulus Brains, (that never 
got any thing but by Accidence and Uncertainty) allow'd her Share, 
muſt J do it, that bring you grounded Concluſions of Wit; here- 
ditary Rules from my Father to get by? 


- 
- 


Sir Thy.” Sir; if you talk till Domeſday, my Wife muſt have her 
Share, 3 PEE | 

Y. Out. The Rogues find I can't do without *em, and I muſt 
comply - N 1 8 5 

Sir Thr. Are you content? „ Bis 24 8 

V. Out. I muſt be, it ſeems Odſo! here comes my Father. 
Priſcian, you beg firſt; take care you don't blunder now, for he 
has ſome Ends of Latin, I can tell you-—but don't fear him; if T 
find you are ſtack, I'll pop in to relieve you. [Ext. 


Enter Hir Oliver, and Hir Gregory. 

Sir OI. *Pſhaw, Nephew, (for ſo I'll venture to call you now) if 
you have met with no greater Diſcouragement than what youmen- 
tion, your Buſineſs is done, Sir, ſhe's your own. 

Sir Greg. Faith, Sir, I told you the worſt; for I put her fairly 
to't, and felt her, as far as I durſt, and her ſtrongeſt Repulſe was, 
that ſhe ſaid ſhe wiſh'd there were a little more of the Soldier in 
me, that, upon occaſion, I might have Courage enough to beat a 
Raſcal, for putting her into a Lampoon, or ſo. | 

Sir OJ. O that's but reaſonable why you are ſtrong enough 
to break a Head, I believe? N e 

Sir Greg, Why, Faith, I believe J cou'd, if a Fellow were to 
ſtand fair, and I were pretty ſure he would not ſtrike again. 

Sir OJ. Can't you practiſe a little upon a Tavern-Drawer, or- a 
Box-keeper at the Play-Houſe ? 


. 
9 
IT 
WI 
* 
f 
1 
1 
1 
3 
1 
1 
* 
0 
** 
1 
% 
1 
1 
. 
C 
\ 
2 
* 
7 * 
| 
" 
4 
1 
F 
1 
4 Ll 
. 
' i} 
* 
1 * 
o 
5 
1 
5 
1 
t 
j 
7 
: 
N 
t 
; 
j 
: 
7 
x, 
5 
4 
2 # 
1 
1 
4 * 
1 
ö N 
' * 
1 
00 
. 
$., 
9 
4 
i 
. 
: 


* 1 
Nu 
178. 
ine 
0 2. 
18 
2 N N 
: ; 
13 1 
| 44 
| 
7 f 
00 
. ben 
> 
2 * 14 
89 
9 
3 
« 
» 1 
* 
= 
. 15 
7 
g , 0 * 
pH 4 
3 
\ 


— P Sir Greg. 


= OG oa tc RR 
d = — — 


—— Do—_—_ 
— - 


* 


114. TL RTVAIL Fob Ss: ON 


Sir Greg. 0 no! hang em, they are ſuch ſilver· tongud Rogues 
there no fixing a fingle ſaucy Word upon em: But if Courage 
were to be fold, I'm (Re I have a Heart that wou'd give as much 
| fort as cer a Gentleman that Blows. - © | 

Sir OI. Breaths, breaths, that's the properer Pheaſe, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Blows, I fay, Blows for a Soldier, Sit—— 

Sir 07. Ay, for a Soldier, I grant you. 

Sir Greg. Slid TV ſwallow a whole Bulhel of Bullets, an good 
round ones too, but I'll have ſomething of the Soldier in me. 

Sir Thr. Will you on and beg, or ſteal and be hang d. 

Sir Greg. A little of the Scholar too, ſhe hinted ; but I told her, 
Wee was not a thing for a Gentleman to trouble his Head 
about 

Hriſ. Salvete Domini Fenn magnificentsſum. 

Sir OI. Salvete dicis ad nos? — Jubeo te ſalvere. Nay, Sir, we we 
have Latin in us, and other Metal too: Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee 
me talk with this Fellow. 

Sir Greg. *Ad! I could find in my Heart to talk with bim too, if 
I cou d but underſtand him. 

 Prif. Chariſſums dotts Wa mig; Domini, ex abnndantia caritatis ge 
ire, eftote propitii in me jejunum, pauperem, miſerum, & omni conſo- 
line exulem. 

Sir 07. Upon my Faith, Sir, a very 4 Scholar! But Fll to 
lim agen. 

Sir Greg. Pray, Sir, does he wa or ſteal in this Language? or 
what? why he may call one Fool, or ought I know, and a Man 
never the wifer. 

Sir OJ. He begs, he begs, 87. 

Prif. Ecce Domine ; Ecce in oculis lacrymarum flumen, in ore Jo 
mes, ſuiſq; & in omni parte neceſſitas, & indigentia. 

Sir OI. Audi tu bonus ſociuse iu es ſcholaſticus, fic intelligo. Ego 
faciam Argumentum—— Now mind, Sir, now PIl fetch 15 up, you 
{hall fee— A hum, a hum. 

Sir Greg. Well, I have been fetch'd up an hundred times for this, 
and yet cou'd never learn half ſo much. 

Sir OI. Audi, & reſponde ; boc eſt Argumentum / Numer eft Ne- 


men, 


* 
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nen, Ergo, Quod eft tibi Nomen? Neſponde nunc Hum, hum — 
Reſponde Argumentum meum ? Now | put him to't, Sir. 


V. Out. {Peepimng.) Step in, ſtep i — the Raſcals out of hie pear'd 


Speech, and can go no Fairtier, 
Sir Ol. Cur non reſpondes, Domine ? 
Priſ. Oh! Domme tanta mea eſt Miſer ia. | 
v. Out. O! he's in again. i 


Priſ. Li notte mecum pernoclat Egeſtas luce guonide? Paupertas 
Habitat. 


Sir OI. Sed quod eft tibi Nomen ? & gol audi, reſponde Argi- 


mentum. 


Priſ. A hem, hem. 
. Out. He's dry, he hems again, on quickly. 


Emer Sir Threadbare. 
Sir Thr. Courteous Gentlemen, if the Brow of a military Face 
may not be offenſive to your generous Eye-balls, let his Wounds 
ſpeak better than his Words, for ſome ſmall Branch, or the leaſt 


Sprig of Charity to be planted upon this poor barren Soil of a 


Soldier. 
Sir 01. Why, how now! What Arms and Arts both 80 a beg- 


ging? 


Sir Greg. Pray, let me give ? em ſomething, and be gone; for if 
any Diſpute ſnou'd happen among us, I am able to anſwer neither of 


'em; for this Iron and Steel Tongue of his is full as crabb'd to me 
as t -oclier Latin. 

Sir Of. Stay, ſtay, Sir, FIl talk with em a + duntls ft; let me a- 
lone with 'em, ' Vit examine both, II wy whether they live by their 
Wits or no. 

Sir Greg, Ay! if ſtarving be living you may ſee * do. 
Sir OJ. And what? Do you both beg together then? 
Priſ. Conjunctis manibus profecto Domme. 


Sir Thr, With equal Fortune, Sir, equal Diſtribution, theres not 


the breadth of a Swords Point uneven in our Diviſion. — 
Sir Greg. Well! to ſee what two rich Qualities are here caſt away 
upon two poor Fellows? *ad 1 warrant if a Man cou'd buy theſe 
Creatures now, and might but Kill * em, and boil em down to a Jel- 
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ly, and ke! a Porringer of em faſting every Morning, they word 
0 ſtrengthen ones Underſtanding that in a Months Time one n 
be fit for a Biſhop, or a General. | | 

Sir OI. Come, Sir, join your Charity with: mine, and well make 
em up a couple of Pence between us. 

Sir Greg. Why if a Man cou'd but have a | Penny-vorth for his 
Penny, I did not care how much I laid out with em. 

V. Out. Save you, Gentlemen! Theſe Beggars are ſo rroubleſome 
there's no paſſing the Streets for *em. 8 

Sir Th, Generous, Sir, do not deſpiſe our Miſery, we were not 
both to beg! 

Priſe. Ante obitum forlix nemo ſupremaq; Tata. 

Y. Out. Pray, Gentlemen, what are they? 

Sir OJ. Faith, Sir, as you ſee, Mars and Mercury, a cid of 
poor Planets that Jupiter has turn'd out of their Sphere to live by 

their Wits, and we were juſt about a Spark of Wy" to kindle em 
a new Fire. 

Y. Out. Hold, Sir! not but I camei your Deſi ign, but wor'd 
not have your Charity abus'd by the Undeſerving. Which is he 
that profeſles the Soldier ? 

Sir Thr. He, Sir, that has liv'd to ſhame the World with his Pro- 
feſſion, witneſs the dangerous and unrewarded Life he has led in it 

theſe pair of half ſcore Vears. 

V. Out. In what Service have you been 
terruption, Gentlemen? 

Sir 01, Pray go on, Sir you ſeem to underſtand 'em. 

Sir Thr. The firſt Service, Sir, that fluſht me a Soldier, was that 
memorable Battle at Alcazer in Barbary, where the noble Engliſh 
Srakely fell; and where the royal Portugueze Sebaſtian ended his 
Life. 
V. Out. Um! This can be no Counterfeit. - 

Sir OJ. I don't think you'll find him one, Sir, 

V. Out. But, Sir, methinks, you don't ſhew the Marks of a Soldier! 
Have you brought home no Scars to be your Chronicle? 

Sir Thr. Sir, I have Wounds, and many, but in thoſe Parts, where 
Nature and Humanity bids me bluſh to expoſe em. 


You'll pardon my In- 


Y, Ont. 
3 
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v. Out. Come, Sir, Pl try your Scholar too, I'll ſee if he has 
Learning enough to deſerve his being poor——You have the Lan- 
guages, I preſume, Sir; I mean the Chief, as Hebrew, Syriack, 
Greek, Latin, and ſo forth. 5 | 

Priſc. Aliquantulum, non totaliter, Dome. 5 

Sir OJ. Nay, Sir, 1 have try'd him deep in the Latin, and indeed 
find him very well grounded very well grounded. 

V. Out. Then, Sir, I'll touch him a little in the Greek, Toia 
Miois Fatherois Oldfooleros Aſiniſoy. 3 
Priſ. ai Yonkeros ſilligous Bambooſlome nos. 

V. Out. Cheateron ton biton? 

Priſ. Tous Pollous Purſos Pickpockettos. - 

V. Out. Upon my Credit, Sir, a very great Maſter of the Greek. 

Sir OI. Why, 1- ſee it, Sir—There's a Bottom in him, the Man's 
deen „„ 1 55 
Y Out. I'll only trouble your Patience in a little Syriack, Sir— 
and: Ye 5t: EP T : 

Sir 01, O pray, Sir | 

v. Out. Kircom ſhag a dou mathell bedaſh Bragmen. 

Priſ. Haſhagath, Rabgaboſh ſhobeth, Onoriadka, 

V. Out. Colpac, Nubaſca, gnawerthem ſhig ſhag. 

Priſ. Napſhamothem, Ribſie, Bongomoſh Cathemech NVagoſbi. 

V. Out. Gentlemen, I have done, if any Man can go farther I con- 
feſs my ſelf at a VMonplus. 

Sir Greg. Not I, faith, Sir, I was at my Top in honeſt old Eugliſb, 
I was never double Tongued, I thank my hard Fortune. 

V. Ont. Faith, Gentlemen, 'tis pity (ſtand away a little, Friend.) 
| lay, *tis pity Fellows ſo endow'd, ſo qualified with the Gifts of Na- 
ture and Arts ſhou'd have ſuch a ſcarcity of Fortune's Benefits; is it 
not a Reproach think you, a ſhame to this Iron hearted Age? 

Sir 04. Tis ſo indeed, and a thouſand Pities Men of their Parts 
ſhowd want—When I do a thing I love to do it handſomely.— 
Come, Sir, here's my Groat. 

V. Oat. For what, Sir? 

Sir OJ. Sir, I love to ſee merit rewarded. 

V. Out. With a Groat, Sir? O! give 'em nothing, a thouſand 
times rather give *em nothing: For my part I own their Misfor- 

tunes 


— 


*& - The Revit ent t or. 


tunes have touch'd me deeper, and tho? 1 have little but my Wits to 
live by ——-Here, Friends, here's half I have in the World for you; 
four. Age to guide you to your Lodgings ; a poor Gedtleman's 
: good Will at leaſt. 


Priſc. Ah! Gratias benignsſſime Domine, gau quantas poſſun 
maximut habeo. [Seems to weep. 
Sir Ol. Sir Gregory, This is but an indifferent Example for us. 
V. Out. Let me not live if the very Joy of their Relief does not 
Jens the Tears into their Manly Eyes! I can't bear the ſhock.— 
Here, Gentlemen, there's the reſt for you, take Purſe and all, Pm 
ſorry 'tis not full to ſerve you. 
Sir OI. We ſhall be undone! Now where's my Wit? | 
Sir Greg. Puh! Pox of Wit! when a Gentleman has Money ; 
there, you ingenious Curs you, there's the Devil and all for you 


Come! come, Sir Nunkle, down with your Duſt —I have gi- 
ven em five Pieces. 


Sir OI. Why, then there's as many I know the Value of a 
Man of Wit, Sir. 
Sir Thr, May Soldiers ever defend ſuch Charities. 
Priſc. And Scholars pray for their Encreaſe, 
Sir OJ. They may pray for you, Sir, you have mended the Scho- 
lars Commons to Day, I believe. — But hark you, Sir, you faid 
lived by your Wits; I can tell yau if you are often troubled 
with theſe Fits of Bounty, you'll ſtarve by your Underſtanding. 
Y. Out. 1 can't think ſo, Sir; the Seed of Virtue never wants 
its Harveſt—— Gentlemen, your humble Servant. [Exu T. Our. 
Sir Greg. Faich, Sir, I only gave mine to give my ſelf an Air 
For between you and I, a Man had as good light of a reaſonable 
T hief, as a Beggar of an unreaſonable Miſery, 


Re-enter J. Outwit. | 
Odo! Here comes the Gentleman again, and I fanſy 'tis to beg his 
Half back again. 
Sir OJ. Like enough! Sharp's s the word! we'll have half ours too. 
V. Out. D'e hear, Friends I muſt beg your Pardon, here's a 
ſmall Gold Crown, that lay concealed in my Fob, that I had like 
to have wrong'd you of but now you have all I can aſſure you. 


Sir 01, 
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Sir OI. Ahum! hum! Bruſh off, Bruſh off, this Fellow's bewitch'd. 

Sir Greg. O filly ſhallow-brain'd Cur. 

[Exit Sir Qlirer as Sir Gregory. 

Sir Thr. So here's ten Pieces for a Breakfaſt, Boys. 

V. Out. Plhaw! a Trifle! a By-blow, only for Mirth's ſake ! But 
we muſt have better Purchaſe, Lads! Now, 1 want a Fourth Perſon 
for another Project that ] have ripen'd. 

Sir Thr. My Wife's your Man, Sir. 

Y. Out. Have you any Breeches for her? 

Prif. Sir, ſhe has worn nothing elſe ſince ſhe was married l Can 
witneſs, Figuratively ſpeaking. | 

Sir Thr. Hold your Peace, Trope— But to ſpeak truth, ſhe does 
not fear the Crack of a Piſtol; dares ſay ſtand to a Grazier. 

Priſe. Probatum fuit rofefto Dome. 

Y. Out. Good! Let her be at the Rendeſvous in her Maſculine 
Gender. My Father has a young Nephew coming up from the 
Univerſity, whom he deſigns for Orders; Eafte Maſter Credulous Out- 
wit we'll meet him at the Towns-end. 

Sir Thr. And rob him 

V. Out. No, but he ſhall rob one of us, and that ſhall rob my 
Father of an hundred Pieces to bring him off, and make him thank 
me for taking ſo little: For there's the Ambition of my Wit, to 
live upon his profeſt Wit, that has turn'd me out to live by my 
Wits. 

Prif. Cum hirundins alis tibi regratulor. | 

V. Out. A Man's Habit, a ſham Bag of a hundred Pound, the 
Hour, the Place, the Action ſhall be at Night agreed on. And 
now my wiſe Father you ſhall find FIl put my ſlender Portion out to 
Intereſt; foil you even at your own Womens 


And to confirm your ſelf in me 8 
PII prove at leaſt my Mu's Legitimate.  [Exennt, 


The End of the Firſt AS. 


ACT 


120 The Rivar Foors: O 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
8 C EN E Sir Oliver's _ 


"FRY Cunin gh am REY 


As ever Man ſo fairly caught in a Trap of hivs own 

baiting? No provok'd Waſp can be more troubleſome 
than this old Stump of a Woman I have drawn after me; I thought 
to have made her my ſtalking Mare to Lucinda, and inſtead of tha 
the Hag has clapt a Bit in my Mouth, and rides me like a Poſt 
Hofle, and *tis impoſſible to throw her; ſhe ſticks as cloſe as a Sad- 
dle I had no way to get a Minute out of her 2 Hi bur by 
telling her I was troubled with a Diabetes, O! the Dew 


Cun. 


Euer Goerneſs I. 
Gov. Why, how now, Sweeting — What a whole Half. hour ow 
me? A young Man ſhow'd think every Minute a Month in love. 
Cun. Why, fo I do, my Bird—-while I am in your curſed Com- 
pany. Aſide. 
Gov. Eh! Bird! eh! if thowlt be rul'd PII build thee a comfort- 
able (/mickering) Neſt, that will ſtand all Storms, you ſhall not need 
to fear a Weather-wreck of your Fortune, and one Day it may be 
youngling Seaſon too, and then J hope to have thee always near me. 
Cun. A Pox of your Paſſion — But hark you, Sweeting! Prithee 
tell me, has my good Friend, Sir Gregory, any hopes of ſucceeding 
with his Miſtreſs Lucinda? 
Gov. No, by my Faith has not he, if you'll take my word fort; 
ſetting his Worſhip alide, in my Mind he looks like a Fool. 
Cun. Nay, faith, neer divide em for that matter, Fool and Wor- 
ſhip are no ſuch Strangers now-a-days; but my Meaning i is, does 
ſhe give any hearty Encouragement To be plain have they as fair 
hopes of one another, as (Cupid bleſs!) we have? 
Gov. Troth, I don't perceive any ſuch great Forwardneſs in her; 
he offer d to kiſs her to Day, and ſhe laid him over the Face with 
er 
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her Fan, made his Eyes Water bitterly——Tho' I wiſh your Friend, 
the Knight, better for your ſake. 
Cun. Why, I thank you, Bird——and cou'd wiſh with all my 
Heart, he were as ſtrongly ſure of her, as thou art of having me. 
Ty COVE. | | LL [Chucking her Chin. 
Gov. Eh! if thou didſt but ſpeak thy Heart now! Eh! he ſhou'd 
ſpeed neer the worſe fort. And Ill tell you, Bird, (for well have 


no ſeparate Secrets now) Mrs. Lucinda, my Charge, thinks well of 
ou. 
N Cun. Of me! for what, prithee? 

Gov. Why a for my Sake, Child, ſhe knows of your good 
Will to me, and therefore upon that account, Honey, has taken a 
liking to thee; when we get into a Houſe of our own, Love, ſhell 
give us a bit of Stuff, I believe, and if ever ſhe lives to be Goſſip, 
the Babe ſhalln't want a Coral, ſhe fays. 

Cun. The Babe, quotha! it will be a hopeful Mandrake, with- 
out doubt, that ſprings from our Conjunction. . 

Gov. Ah! ſhe deſigns ſuch things for thee, if I durſt but ſpeak. © 

Cun. Nay, don't doubt my Secrecy, tell me. 95 

Gov. Oh, fye! you muſt not make me tell what Women ſay be- 
hind Men's Backs, Child. 

Cun. O]! you muſt give me leave at leaſt to give her Thanks for't. 

Gov, No, no, that's my part; for you muſt conſider, what ſhe 
does for you is only for my ſake. 

Cun. This is excellent! IAlſade. 

Gov. If you ſhou'd tell all that I open to you, you'll ſhame us 
both; you may kiſs your Hand to her at a diſtance, and bluſh, or 
ſo, but I'll allow no nearer a Conference. 

Cun. Hey day! you'd be jealous then! 

Gov. Jealous! and there's no true Love without it; look you! 
if you'll be rul'd, and not make things common, in time 1 may 
tell you more. „ 

Cun. Udſo! your Lady! ſhe'll ſee us. : 

Gov. *Pſhaw! no matter, ſhell be pleas d with it—our Familia- 
rity is her Content. 


| Enter Niece and Simple. 
Niece, This from Sir Gregory, Sir? 


3 Lim. 
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Kim. Yes, Madam She's a very pretty Creature: | ; E Hd 

Niece. Do you belong to him, Sir? 

Him. Yes, Madam— a- hem! ſhe's a fine Woman, indeed 272 

Niece. Pray, Sir, in what Capacity? —How the Fellow eyes me. 

| Aſide. 
Km. Madam, I am but his Gentleman —a-hem! lets himſelf. 

Niece. And pray, Sir, what might be his Conceit in ſending me 
this wrought Handkercher ? Still fo cloſe?  [Afde, ſeeing 

| ; Cun. and Gov, 

Him. His Conceit, Madam, was, that as that happy Handkercher 
enfolds your ſnowy Neck all Day, ſo he deſires all ** to embrace 
it with his Knightly Arms — a-hem! 

Mece. A notable Conceit, I promiſe you. 

Hm. Madam, he has been cudgelling his Brains chefs two-Hours, 
to find a preſent worthy your Ladyſhips Acceptance— Madam, he 
was once ſending a very fine Puppy to you. 

Niece. That, he might have FR himſelf.— Ha! he ſeems 
to obſerve me! This Fellow may be of uſe. Il fit you Sir. 

| Afrde. 
God. Pray mind me, Honey! you do nothing but ſtare upon her, 
I think. 

Cun. No, indeed, I was only obſerving, that finical Coxcomb, 
that Fool yonder. 

Gov. Don't tell me! what need you look upon the Fool, when 
Pm here? 


Cun. How familiar the Raſcal is?: 22 
Him. By the World, I believe ſhe likes me! [ Aſide. 


Niece. Come, come, neer diſguiſe it! this Preſent was. above 
your Maſter's Fancy, | know it ; lou Wit had a Hand in't, I'm 
poſitive. 

Him. O pray, Madam. er of [ Aﬀetting a Ran 

Niece. Nay, nay, I muſt know. 

Him. Oh! O lay! ſince you muſt know then, Madam, pray give 
me leave to aſk, why your Ladyſhip: aſks, and you ſhall know. 

Niece. Nay, if it be your Maſter's Pm ſorry fort, that's all. 

Him. Then. don't be uneaſie, dear Madam—ir was mine. 


Niece: 
* 
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Mebe. Well! its extreamly pretty! I may depend upon'r, as 
yours, Sir ? 

Hm. 1 wiſh I may periſh, Madam, if Sir Gregory (for Maſter rl 
call him no more, if I cou'd have the Honour to * your Lady- 


ſhip) had the leaſt Hand in it. 


Niece. Then 1 am cafy—— Pray, * tye it on for lc. WG 
me! How white a Hand you have! 


Him. O, dear Madam, and your „ Neck ſo near, Jam 
aſham'd you ſhou'd look upon't. 


Naw: You certainly uſe Art with it. } 

em. Nothing but Almond- * as I am a living Creature, 
Madam. EF. 

Mece. Pray, 85 what's your Name? 

Sim. Samuel Simple, Madam. 

Niece. Simple, what an innocent Sound it has — heigh ho! 

Him. Well, ſhe's taken as ſure as can be. [Aſide. 

Miece. Prithee tell thy Maſter one thing! that nothing but a dull 
Julcan wou'd have ſent a Mars to be Spokeſman of his woeing — 
What a Complexion's there! 

Him. It's all my own as I live, Madam. 


Niece. Such Lips too! What Dalliance muſt i in private grow up- 
on em! 


Cur, Death! ſhe courts the Coxcomb! 

Gov. Away, away, ſhe does but fool with him. 

Niece. So! he's touch'd, I ſee. [ Hſiue.] Come nearer, prithee, 
you mult not be ſo ſtrange! What a ſoft handful of Pleaſure's here? 
| [Takes bis Hand. 

How: Fl ſwear! and ſo there is! well! there's no reſiſting; TI 
een take pity of her. 

Niece. Thy Maſter's Hand, to thine, is Bear's-fkin ſtuff d, com- 
pard to Down of Doves. O what a Pillow for a Maiden-Check 
were here! Tell me, are you married, Sir ? 

Hm. No, I ber't, ſeriouſly. 

Niece. Will you give me leave to ſend to you? : 

Cun. O Women! Women! Blind as the falſe Love you're form'd 
for, Death ſhe ara on him! 


Q. 2 Gow. 
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Gov. What's that to thee? Prithee mind her not, there be thoſe 
can doat-as well as ſhe. 

Cun. Away Bur! 

Gov. How! 

Cun. Hang off Fleſh-Hook, faſten thy itchy Claſpe upon * 
dry Toadſtool, that will kindle with thee, and burn and ſtink to- 

ether. 

i Gov. Oh abominable! Why doſt not love me? 

Cun. Avaunt Sycorax / Hine me no more! Love! the Devil! 
T tell thee, Joke Dotard, I took thee but as Phyſick to my di- 
temper'd Stomach, and now thou'rt up again, I leath thee filthily, 

Gov. Oh Villain! 

Cun. Doſt thou not ſee a Sight might turn all Lovers Brains, and 
make 'em curſe the very Thoughts of Woman. 

Neice. Ha, ha, ha, I think I have touch'd him now; ha, ha, ha. 

Him. Ha, ha, ha. 

Niece. Why do you laugh, Sir? 

Him. Why only ods you. laugh, Madam. Hi, hi, ble woke 

Cun. She 8 but mock d my — fure, or finds not yet the Bo- 
ſome of my Purpoſe. 


Fll try ber, and may chance to let ber ſee; | 
A Trick to mortiſy her Vany. Ex. Gan. 


Niece. I laugh to think of thy Maſter now; how he'd ſtare: and 
curſe if he knew of this. 

Him. Ha, ha, I can't but laugh at him too; for to ſay the truth, 
_ tho? I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it, he is bad: 2 Fool at the bettom, 

Nw” Well, Sir, for this time you ſhall leave me, but don't you 
boaſt now how my fooliſh Tongue has Oy my Heart: Be diſ- 
creet.and. Ill ſend to you. 

Him. Voull be ſure. 

Niece. If you're but ſilent; 
Sim. O] I am mute as a Mouſe in a Cheeſe; or a Gooſe in a Hay- 
Reek; or a. Fiſh in a Kettle; as dumb as a dead: Woman. 
Niece. We are obſerved; there's my, Hand at parting, 
Hm. And there's mine—Umb!—Good aan . Exit. 
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Niece. So, Governeſs, 1 need not aſk where yon have been? 
Gov, Oh, Child! never was Woman ſo abus d. 


Simple Re- enters. 
Hm. Dye hear, Madam, I had forgot to tell PEPE, ur 
think fit, 1 come and ſee you again in the Evening? 

Niece. By no means, don't offer it till I:ſend'for you. 

Him. Well, well; in the mean time, when I'm gone, you may: 
think of Things a little, as a — Why I may be convey'd by ſtealth 
into your Chamber, or fo; VII lie ater the Bed till Midnight, ra- 
ther than be ſeen; or you may put me into one of your Comb- 
Boxes; or whelm a China-Baſon over me, or any thing: Ah! I can 

Creep in at a little Hole. 

Niece. O! 1. durſt not venture for my Life; 1 charge you on my 
Love, never to offer to come again till: I ſend for you. 

Vm. Well, well, Verbum fat, as the Latin Saying is, 4 Wink to 
the Wiſe is enough——We won't let the Knight know a Title of this, 

Niece, By no means! that wou'd ſpoil all: But pray be gone, we 
are ſuſpe&ed. 

Him. Well, well, for the Things that are paſt then, d'ye ſee, let: 
us— let us el no- body of it, that we may keep em ſecret. 

ln a Whyper. 

Neice. Well! now: Il make a firm Tryal of your Love: As you: 
love me then, not one Word, Sigh, or Syllable more, but take your. 
leave this Moment, and be gone. 

Him. Um, gh, gh, um, gh. [Huis his Mouth, as unwilling, and Ex. 

Niece. Ha, ha,. now do-I fanſy all. Lovers are much the ſame: 
Fools. How now, ee what eaſing your Heart with your 
Eyes: What's the Cauſe, 

Gov. [Crying.] Ah! 75 1 * warning by my Misfortunes, the 
Cauſe is falſe Man, Child: Ah! Lady, I have been gull'd with a 
ſhining Pebble for a Diamond, a very ee that I thought 

> in't, and it proves, as cold and brittle as a broken Looking- 
Glaſs. 
Niece. And how cou'd your Experience be ſo impos'd'upon,, to 


think. that ſuch, a — Spring; coud doat upon thy 8 
Eurrows.2: 


God. 
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Nor what J am not. 
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Gov. Oh! had yon heard rh Sui pon 
Niece. 1 ſhou'd have laugh'd at your Credulity ; | didft We not 
ſee me mock thy Folly in wanton Imitation as. that Fooliſh Fel- 


another Bird with. 

Gov. Nay, he call'd me Bird indeed. | $6 

Niece. And thou ſo blind as not to perccive it was thy on 
Daughter, that he loves. there lies his Siege, and thou er on- 
ly taken as an Outwork to the Place: Examine and you'll find it fo: 
Farewel Pl vex him ftifl. [Aide]. e 

Gov, My Daughter! how! my own Fleth and Blood my Rival! 
III rival her: PII ferret her Affection with a Vengeance : A young 
fly Gipſie, has ſhe no Shame in her; no Senſe of Modeſty; is it ſo 
warm with her already? Ah! brural Slut, in Love with a' young 
Fellow ! Foh! here ſhe e ll mumble her: Juſt PROT from 
him, 1 ſuppole— 


Buer Mirabel. 

So, Gentlewoman! where have you been, pray? 58 
Mir. No where, Mother but at work in my own Chamber. 
Gov. What in your own Chamber too! fine Work, I believe. 

Come, Huſly, ſpeak, and if thou canſt with Modeſty, what have you 

been doin g with your hopeful Help- mate there? 

Mir. Help-mate! 
Gov. Come, come, your Cunningame, Huſſy: Dot think to im- 
pole upon me; I am not ſo blind with Age yet, nor Deaf. 

Mir. Dumb I am ſure you are not, Pray, Madam, what ails you, 

are not you well ? 

Gov. No, nor ſick, nor mad, nor in my ſenſes, nor Nleeping, 
nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing: I know not what I am, 


Mir. What do you mean, Mother ? 
(z5v. I mean to be reveng'd, you Flirt. 
Mir. On whom, pray? 

Cv. On thee, Monſter. 


Mar. Revenge ſhou'd follow Injuries: Have I „3 you Ma- 


dam? 
Co 
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Gov.: Ah! tis not your Cunning, nor your Cunningame ear blind 
me: Don't I know you have the Impudence to be in Love with him, 
you Harlot. 
Min L am ſure ha muſt have a great deal. of Impudence that: 
told you ſo; I never ** three Words to the Gentleman in my Life, 


nor he to me. 
Gov, O aſtoniſhing! , 


Mir. I have heard, indeed, that he has made fome Offers of his 


Love to you, and if he has abus d, or wrong d your good Nature, 
ſo heartily I hate him fort, that I would j join with you in utmoſt Ma- 
lice to revenge it. 

Gov. May I believe thee > 

Mir. You may upon my Life, Mother. 

Gov, Then thou thy ſelf ſhall quit me of his Baſeneſs. Ah! 
Child, he has given me Irxion's Plague; never ſuch a Maſculine 
Cloud ſo airy and fo ſubtle was e' er embrac'd by poor believing Wo- 
man But, if I live, I'll have him quitted at his equal Weapon: 


Scorn for Scorn. 

ceed I can't tell, but I promiſe you, on my Word, PI try. 
Gov. Ah! Vl warrant thee, a young Woman may bring any thing 

about with a young Fellow: Come along, and I'll flip thee at him 

Enter Sir Gregory, and Simple. 


Wilt not theu xl. me how my Miſtreſs does? 
Hm. Your Miſtreſs! Hi, 11. 


ſhe receive the Thing that 1 . her kindly or no? Sirrah 2. 
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Thou art yaung, follow him; tempt his Deſires with all the ſubt' leſt 
Baits of Women. He cannot freeze at ſuch a ſpringing Beauty: 
And when thou haſt him faſt by the Amorous Gills, draw him, drag 
him, drown him on the Hook of thy Diſdain, and make this baſe 
Diſſembler know, thou haſt 8 thy Mother's Wrongs with 


Mir. This is a very odd Undertaking, Mother ;. how it may ſuc- 


this moment. Is | [Exeunt.. 


Sir Greg. Why Sam. Samuel / thou art not ſtark mad, art thou? 


Sir Greg, Yah, yih! Why what the Devil ails the Fellow 2 Did 


Fim. Sirrah/ Humh. Then to anſwer your Queſtion; and your 


Language in order — Firſt, I mult tell you, Kuight, (plain Knight, 
d'ye 
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dye obſerve me) the Thing that you ſent her, by the Thing that 


not keep his Tongue between his Teeth, P'Il give him a Chuck 


ſhould let me know it—— Any Man that dares but think of it in 


thy Face, Buckle and all; I am an Aſs, and no Gentleman. 


— 


AF 


you ſent, was, for the Thing's fake, that was ſent to carry the Thing 
that you ſent, (d'ye obſerve me) very kindly receiv'd ; ſo much for 
your Queſtion: And now for your Language Hirſt, Sir, there's a 
Receipt in full of all my Wages, and now you owe me nothing: Fe- 
condly, There's the laſt caſt Coat you gave me, and now, Sir, I owe 
you nothing, (my Waſtcoat's my own, and PII keep it.) But the Kir- 
rah is yours again, Sir. Thirdly, and laſtiy, I am my own Man a- 
gain: And, Fourthly, in the Fifth Place— Fare you well. 
Sir Greg. Why, Sam/ Sam Prithee let me ſpeak with thee a 
little: 1 lay you my Life ſome Hare has croſs'd him. 3 

Fim. Knight, if you be a Knight, ſtop there, and don't ſet up 
for a Lady-Maker ; becauſe perhaps, there are ſome Ladies that are 
as fond of making Gentlemen — D'ye ſee! As for the Lady, who- 
ever ſays ſhe is not a fine Lady; a delicate Creature, and a Perſon 
of perfect Honour, I ſay he is a Poltron, a Raſcal, and if he does 


o'the Chin, ſhall chop it in two, and ſtrike him dumb during Life. 
Sir Greg. Prithee Pox! why in ſuch a Paſſion Man, I know no bo- 
dy ſays any other of her. 
Him. If you do, Sir, I expe, as you are a Man of Honour, yon 


my hearing, ſhall hear of it from a Perſon that he little thinks of. 
People muſt not ſuppoſe that ſome Ladies Favours are common; 
or that Promiſes and Proteſtations are Things of no moment be- 
tween Parties and Parties; and I ſay ſtill, whatever may have paſsd 
between a certain Lady, and a certain Party, whom for ſake's ſake 
1 won't name; ſtill, 1 ſay, the Lady is a Perſon of Honour, and 
being a Perſon of Honour, ſhe is not to be treated but as a Perſon of 
Honour. bs 5 

Sir Greg. Why 1 ſay ſhe is a Perſon of Honour. 

Him. You fay ſhe is a Perſon of Honour; what's that to me, Sir, 
J want to fee the Man that does not ſay ſhe's a Perſon of Honour. 

Sir Greg. If I cou'd not find in my Heart to kick my Shoe in 


Hm. Kick your Shoe at me! don't do it Knight, I give you fair 
Warning; I ſay don't do it; your Shoe's but thrown away if you 
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do; 'tis but plaguing your ſelf to no purpoſe: For why ſhou' d not 
one Man have as good an Eye as another, and when one Man's as 
good as another, why ſhou d not a Lady pleaſe her own Fancy: 
Look ye I name no Parties — becauſe I really ſtand all this while in 
the cold but when you ſee me next, you'll find for a certain 
Lady's ſake, if there's a Tally-man to be found in Europe, I ſhall 
appear like a Gentleman. 5 . 
Sir Greg. If this Fellow been't out of his few Wits, then am I out 
of my Five Senſes; either the ſight of the Lady has bewitch'd him, 
or elſe he's drunk, or elſe he walks in his Sleep, or elſe he's a Fool, 
er 2 Knave, or both, or one of the three, or ſomething or other 
I'm certain: Yet, now I think o'nt, ſhe has not us'd me fo civilly 
as her Unkle promis'd ſhe ſhowd, though that does not ſignify a 
Fillup; he ſays I ſhall have her, and if ſhe won't come too in a fair 
way, E-gad ſhe ſhall faſt her ſelf into a Stomach for Sir EE 
. 
Euter J. Outwit, and Mr. Credulous Outwit in the Higb-way, arm'd. 
V. Out. So, we are got to the bottom of the Hill before him; 
here from behind this Hedge we may ſeize him. 


Cre. So we may, indeed, Sir; but where are the other two Gen- 


tlemen, won't they lay hold on him too; for if the young Man 
ſhowd reſiſt, how do you know but he may frighten me, and then 
get the better of you? | | 

V. Out. O]! they are ready poſted on the other fide; we can't 
miſs. Look ye, Sir, if you'll be rul'd, and travel this Road but one 
Week with me, you ſhall live better upon't all the Year after, than 
the beſt Preferment in your College's gift. 1 


Cre. Do you really think fo, Sir? for, ſeriouſſy, I wou'd not do 


an ill thing ; but, really, my Allowance from my Unkle has been 
extremely ſmall, and twenty Pounds, at this time, would be an in- 
conceiveable Service to me. * 

V. Out. With what conſiderate good Huſbandry the Fool turns 
Rogue? [A/ide.] Ay, ay, Sir, you'll find this a quicker Revenue 
than your /ic Probas, Ergo's & Igitur's, and J am ſure you have Lo- 
gic enough to prove, that Omne wile eft honeſtum. 

Cre. That's true, indeed, Sir; beſides, you know, Meceſſitas nos 
Vol. II. = habet 
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habet legem. And, really, if it were not to do me a mighty Piece 


of ſervice, I wou'd not do a baſe thing for the whole World. 


v. Out. Nor I, upon my Credit, Sir: But truly it is a little hard, 
that when one Gentleman wants ten Pieces, or ſo, that another, 
who, perhaps, has ten thouſand, ſhall be Brute enough not to ſup- 
ply him. 

Cre. Why, really Sir, that's exactly my Caſe; and, ſeriouſly WM 


don't know any great Obligation one has to be fo rigidly jut to 


ſuch ſort of People, that a— really in a manner, don t dalerye 
what they have. 

V. Out. How quiet the Fool's Conſcience is! — Odſo! whe your 
I hear ſome act let's not be ſeen yet. [Exeunt. 


Emer Lady Gentry in Man's habit, Hir Thr. and Priſcian. 

L. Gen, Where's Mr. Outwit? | 

Sir Thr. There he ſtands, ready at his Poſt, behind the 8 
bur, hark you, Spouſe, you muſt bate a little of your uſual Courage 
in your Reſiſtance, that you mayr't ene the Scholae into a Re- 
wen. - 

Priſ. He tells you right, Madam. 

L. Gen. Go, Fools! teach your Granums: You are e always full 
of your Advice when there's no occaſion fort. Where's the Purſe? 

Priſ. There 'tis, of the Comedians Coin, all Counters. 

Sir Thr, We'll turn em into Gold before Night, Boy. 

L. Gen. Away Exennt Priſ. and Sir Thrifty. 
Look how that Fool loiters now! Hey, William / along, along with 


we Horſes, we ſhall not get to London to Night. 


Y. Outwit, and Credulous Emer, and preſent Piftoles. - | 

V. Out. Stand. 

Cre. Sir, we are Gentlemen, really under neceſſity, and hope 
you won't take it ill; for, upon my Word——- for my part — re- 
ally, you'll find me very Civil-— therefore, pray Sir, don't make a 
Diſturbance— but, really, conſider your own Danger 

All tbe while mm 

Y. Out. Blood, Sir— Deliver, or you are a dead Man. 

Cre, O bleſs me. 


= Git. 
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L. Gen. Look lyou, Raſcals, Pm alive yet, and till J am dead, 
yl ſce you damn'd before I'll part with a Farthing. [ Draws. 


* (Priſciad and Sir Threadbare ruſh in from behind, and ſeize her.) 


you. 
Cre. O dear! I am glad they came. Aide. 
L. Cent. Well Gentlemen, 1 am in your power, but treat me like 
a Man, at leaſt; my Money, I preſume, is all you have occaſion 


for, there 'tis, and all I have, indeed; a ”_ round hundred 
Piects: 


V. Oat. Is this all, Sir? 
L. Gen. My laſt Farthing, upon my Honour, Grddlemdis— Pray, 


Si 
Cre. O! don't hurt the Seattle 


a civil Gentleman, and if I had the Honour to be better acquainted 
with you, you'd find me another gueſs Man than you take me for, 


can aſſure you; and if ever you travel to 3 Sir, [ ſhall 


be very proud to ſee you in our Battery, Sir 
Sir Thr, Huſh, is the Devil in you? Hops his Mouth. 
Y. Out. Come, Sir, we muſt ſecure you from following us. 
L. Gen. As I ama Gentleman I never will ſtir. 


V. Out, We don't inccad you ſhall, Sir, for we will bind you to 
your good Behaviours- 


L. Gen. Nay, pray Gelttletiven, 

Sir Thr. Well only leave you on tother ſide the Hedge, Sir 
Here, do you hold the Money, while we ſecure him. 

V. Out. Away with him-— [ZExz. Priſ. $77 Thr. and Lady Gen. 
Why, look you, Sir, did not I tell you? Shew me cer a Page in Fe- 
neca now, that will furniſh a Man fo ſpeedily 2 Here's that will 
mend your Commons with a witneſs! You'll have no longer need 
to ſize your Belly out with Rumps, Kidneys, and Cues of ſingle 
Beer. Here's that will make a Beggar fat in a Fortnight, Aurum 
palpabile, & potabile, Sir. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, I am apt to think the Gentleman cou'd 


not want this; for, by his Habit, he ſeem'd to be a Perſon of 
Fortune, b 


5 Y. Out. 


Priſ. Nay, __ if you're ſo hot a Spark, Sir, we mult ſecure 


Sir, you really look like 


E a 


W176 1 
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V. Out, Let Fortune take care of that; you and I will never want, 
Sir, while others have it. 
Gre. Why, really, Sir, it is a little hard there ſhou 'd not be a 
more equal Diſtribution of Fortune's Benefits. i 
V. Out. Mum. [Re-enter Priſcian, and Sir Threadbare. 
Is all ſafe Bullies ? 

Sir Thr. Secure; the Gentleman thinks himſelf moſt happy in 
his Loſs, with his ſafe Life and Limbs, and redoubles his firſt Vow, 
as he is a Gentleman, never to purſue us. 

V. Out. Away then Let's diſperſe ; Mr. Credulous and you 
ſhall bear the Purchaſe, while I and Priſcian take ſome other Courſe: 
At the Three-Cups in St. Gilers we all meet; but remember the Boo- 
ty is not to be open'd till all are preſent; the Loſer ſaid an hun- 
dred, and it can weigh no lels. 

Cre. Sir, I am ſure I wou'd not wrong you, or any Gentleman of 
a Shilling to gain never ſo much by it. 

v. Out. O! never talk of that. 

Sir Thr, Come, Sir, Ill guide you. Ilex. Cre, & Thr. 

v. Out. Ha, ha, ha, where's. the Thief that's robb'd : ? : 


Emer Lady Gentry. 

L. Gen. Here, Mr. Outws, all Fellows now. 

V. Out. Twas neatly done, faith, Girl; now to turn that Bag 
of Counters into current Pieces, & Aﬀtum eff. You know the 
Place. 

Priſ. I have told her, Sir, — the Three-Caps i in St. Giles. 

Y. Out. Good Is the Conftable's Dreſs ready for Sir Thr. 

Priſ. All ready, Sir, not a Hair of his falſe Beard wanting. 

Y. Out. Excellent! The moment he has ſeiz'd the Scholar, then 
ſend me immediate Word on't; then come J, in his Couſin's own 
ſhape, by meer Accident, to bring him off. But, Father, you muſt 

pay the Reckoning; ſince you are ſo fond of Wit, PII beggar you 
if you pay the Price of mine, Sir; for when this Cheat's ripe, Sir, 
you'll and it will beget anotller, Sir; that Third a Fourth, and ſo 
onward to an endleſs Generation— You had better come to Compo- 
lition, Father, or! ſhall bubble you without Mercy; you'll find it chea- 


per, 
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per, Father, than this wiſe way of ſtarving me: For 1 vill cheat | 
none but you, Dear Father, [Exennt. 


The End of the S econd As. 


SCENE a Gard. 4 


Emer Niece and Mirabel. . _ 


Niece. ND fo your Mother, to revenge her own Quarrel to 8 
«A him, bes oblig'd you to make Love to Mr. Cunningham. = 
Mir. Yes, is not it a very notable Project? What a ſubtle Pe- = 
vil muſt this Love be, when it can make ſuch egregious Fools of 
old Folks > But I had forgot to tell you, Madam, I have undertaken 
to go through with it too? 
Niece. How! 
Mir. Not without acquainting you with it before hand. 
7 Oh! your Servant — Try him you'll find him flexible, * 
dare ſa 
Mae! Ay, but then how am I ſure to be ſtubborn my ſelf; my 
Honeſty is 427 — beſt Part of my Portion, and I ſhou'd be loath to 
ſpoil my Marriage by. playing the Fool with him. 
Niece. 1 fanſy there's no fear of that, for he writ me a Letter 
tother Day, and propos'd you as a Wife for Sir Gregory; *tis in his 
Power to ſerve you, if you can like the Man, 
Mir. I cou d like the Ladyſhip ſtrangely— And as for the Man, 
| had as leive have a Fool, as one that's ſo wife, he'll always think | 
me a Fool Wow d he wou'd tempt me. | 
Niece. Here's Company let's go into the Arbor. | 
Mir. No, I muſt beg your Pardon My Mother expects me. = 
¶Exeunt ſeverally, | l! 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Sir 3 [With Muſic l. 
Sir OI. Why, now you take the right Courſe, Sir Gregor *I 
IC 
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ſick will melt ker; Icoud force her; but à Heart, you know, that's 
gently won is a Man's own for ever? Have you a good Confort? 

Sir Greg. O! a curious Noiſe as ever you ſaw, Sir — Indeed, 
wou'd have had the lame Woman with the Dulcimer, and old Gra- 
zears the Blind Cymbal, bat they ſent me word they were * hir'd 
to Play Country Dances at my Lord Mayor's. 

Sir 07. Why, then ſhe. muſt take the Will for the Died; a Wo- 
man mult be wooed a hundred ſeveral ways, you may try a thouſand | 


ſometimes before you touch 'em in the right Vein; but that once 
found! Ah! they lye as Taug, and as tame in a Man's Arms * 


ſucking Rabbit. 


Sir Greg. O, dear! ah! Ty warratit ? em they a are > pretty loft Fools 
hen then Cloachs are ff. r 

Sir Ol. Why, did you never + try; Sit? „C 
ir Greg. Ves, yes, I have try'd, Sir, bat *twas to no e I 
remember the laſt time I was upon my Knees to our Chambermaid, 
ſhe run her Elbow in my Throat till ſhe had almoſt ſtrangled me, 
and then broke my Head with a Bedſtaff to fetch me to life again. 

Sir OI. Why, is it a 1 did FOR e make a Fool of 
a Tenant's Daughter? 

Sir Greg; Never, really, Sir, 1 never Miah; get one to bold ſil 
ſince I was born. 

Sir O. Hey day! what come to London with a Maidenhead, 
Knight! A Gentleman of your Rank, and tide with a Cloakbag? 
Never an Hoſteſs by the way to leave it wich! 1 No r n Siſter! 


Nor head Oſtler's Daughter? 


Sir Greg, O! well mock'd old Wiemonger ——- keep it for 
your Niece, 
Sir 0). Don't ſay 10 for ſhame, ſhell laugh at thee; why, 'tis a 
Batchelor's Penny, "Mins; he may pive it 98 a Beggar i in the Sum- 
mer time, and neer be call'd to account for it; the ſillieſt Wife is 
not Fool enough to expect it. 
Sir Greg. Ad wou'd I had known that, I cou'd have ſtopt a Beg- 
gar's. Mouth by the way curiouſly, that raib'd at me, becauſe I'd 
give her nothing — But now for the Muſick, Sir! 

Sir Ol. You'll find her in the Garden, her Ear muſt reach it; Tl 


leave you, Sir. 


Sir "I 
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Sir Greg. Now, ſtrike up my Boys. [Muſick Plays and Exit. 
Well! Fl ſay it, this Was cruel fine]! the mut . it— Nov, Gen- 
tlemen, you may go. Wo | 
Niece from the Arbor. 

Niece, Whoſe cou d this Muſick be? twas pleaſopr: at the Seaſon, ; 
it muſt. be Gynimgham / Who's there? , _ 

Sir Greg, Madam, I am your humble Servant — Good morrow 
to you. | 
| Weck. Pſhaw !. An ill Day, and a 8 . thee. 
Sir Greg. slight that's 2 hundred more than any Almanack has. 

Niece. Was this thy odious Muſick, then? 

Sir Greg. Odious, Madam! 


Niece. Horrible! Coud'ſt thou ſuppoſe ſuch Stuff word © Y 1 


Woman of any Taſte. 
* Greg. Taſte! why, Madam, 1 did not deſi ign you ſhou'd eat 


; but if your Taſte were never lo dainty, you might have lik'd 
for I'm ſure it colt me Sauce. 
os Sure there is no Impudence more provoking than the dull 
ſtupidity of a ſufficient Fool? How durſt you do this! Wretch! Ide- 
ot! For had'ſt thou but an Inſect's Underſtanding, thou wow dſt 
have known how mortally I hate thee, I thought I had enough be- 
fore abus'd thee; the Mocks and ſpitefal Language I have given 
thee, wou'd have ſerv'd ten reaſonable Men! In my Conſcience! 
thou devoureſt more Affronts, than twenty Midnight Drunkards 
wou'd throw away on Strangers in the Streets! And {till thy greedy 
Maw's not ſatisfied! All the Scorn of 8 or Ilbnature can't 
fufice thee. 

Sir Greg. Hey: day } why fore _ are not in earneſt, Madam? 

Niece, Oh! fofariable! not yet content! why wilt thou. beggar 
my Deriſion? In faith, thou'ſt all I have, Pve not another Scorn to 
throw at thee, if | knew where to borrow but Contempt, Fd mort- 
gage all my Kindneſs to {upply thee ? Nay, prithee, leave me, now 
thou grow'ſt unreaſonable. 
Sir Greg. Say you ſo, forfooth ! 1 gad Il fetch one then, ſhall 
jerrymumble you. Exit. 

Niece. So! he's gone with this Flea in his Ear to my Unkle, I 


ſuppoſe: No matter, I know. my Cue, 
Euter 


135 The Arc Fo0u's: O 


Enter Cantingham at a ; once 

| Cun, I met the Muſick going away; but can't yet learn what Recep- 

tion ſhe gave him! 

Niece. Ha! there's ſomebody upon the watch already, I ſee— 
Now, [Aſide] to change my Note! Indeed, little thought 
this two Days ago, Sir Eregory 

ul Cun. Ha, Sir Gregory / *tis , $ "AO 
= _ "Voece. But tis our fooliſh Nature to affect Ill humour moſt where 
1 moſt we like! 
Cun. Confuſion! am I then foold at laſt, and by a Fool ? — Tis 
een lo, faith; Fortune has remember d her great Boy And I'm 
0 an Af. 
1 Miece. Of all Mankind, at fr mechought cor'd not bear him 
| We never met but wrangled. | 
fil Cun. Ah! curſe of your Coyneſs! it never comes but like a Storm 
=_ of Hail, to bring fair Weather in the Tail on't. Fair Words, Pm 
{0 | ſure, may cheat a Man, but Biting and Scratching gives him cer- 
| rain Hope; there's not one Match in twenty made without it; when 
1 | their Tongues quarrel, their Lips are ſure to come to a right Un- 
1:4 * derſtanding. 
= Niece. And yet to ſec how ſtrangely Fancies alter! 
1 Cun. There is indeed a wonderful Variety in em! O! Woman! 


— 


Weathercock. 
Niece, 1 won'd have fora once *twou'd never have been a 
Match. E _ 


Cun. Fire! Pll hear no more How cou'd I dream of better 
1 than a Younger-brother's Fortune? A Maid with nothing, or ſome 
1 old Soap: -boilers Widow without Teeth.2 


Go home, blind Fool, and bid thy Hopes Deſpair, 
Or humbly fix thy ne plus ultra Ther. Exit. 


Enter, Hir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 
Sir OJ. You amaze me, Sir Gregory ſhe cannot ſure! ſhe won't! 
ſhe dares not do this. 


Sir Greg. Nay, then believe your own Eyes, Sir—There ſhe.is. ; 
Sir 0 
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Sir Ol. Let's obſerve She's thoughtful. bs 


Niece. Not but youll find, Sir Gregory, through all this Fond- 


neſs I can diſſemble yet; you have my Heart tis true, but ſhall not 
know you have it. 


Sir O. What's that? What's that! 

Sir Exeg. Hay! 

Niece. For *tis Man's Nature to inſult an eaſie Conqueſt ; the 
Food of Hope, if frankly given, but ſurfeits your Deſires. - 


Sir O]. Why, you Oones, Sir? let me tell you, you don't de- 
ſerve this. 


Sir Greg. O dear! why, I don't ſay I do, Sir. 

Sir Ol. You don't * . indeed you dont. { Angry. 

Niece. Thus by the little feign'd Abuſes, that I gave you, I now 
ſhall prove your Temper, and your Truth of Love; for if you Love, 


J am ſure, you'll bear em; Pm fare, at leaſt, my Heart endur'd a 
Violence while I ſpoke? em. 


Sir OJ. Are you a Fool now, Sir? 


Sir Greg. O, dear! yes, Sir, I fee it plain now, bye my being ſo 
much in her Favour! 


Sir 01. But you are out of mine, Sir, I can tell you. Offer to 
ſow Strife between my poor Niece and 5 I cou'd find in my Heart 
to make her unſay it all again Good morrow, Niece, good mor- 
row. 

Mece. Good morrow, Sir, and to you, Sir Eregory, many fair 
ones. 

Sir OJ. You are a Coxcomb, I tell you: How doeſt thou do, 
Child, this Morning? — A Fool!— Did you ſleep well, Child? I's 
well Fortune took care of an Eſtate for ee: for thou dſt ſtarve by 
thy Underſtanding. 

Sir Greg, Ads heart! now l'm bang'd o'both ſides. 

Niece. Pray, Sir, is there any difference between you? 

Sir OI. Yes, a great deal, I hope, Child, as much as between a 
Man and an Owl! 


Sir Ereg. Ah! it's no matter for that, I'm a Knight as well as 
you, Sir. 


Sir OJ. Abuſe a Lady's Kindneſs ——Wilt chan take the Air to 
Day, Niece 2 
Yo... . | 8 Niece. 


Y 


* "= 4 
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_ Niece. Indeed the Day's inviting, Sir, if Sir Gregory will pleaſe 
to favour us with his Company. 

Sir 0]. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? ſhallow Brains! oye heart conti- 

nued to your Face, to your Teeth! | 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Lawd! why ſure!—I have done, Wl 

Sir OI. Don't provoke me oer time, then. 

Sir Greg. Madam — you have dropt your Breaſt- Knot. 

Niece. Pray wear it, Sir; in time a better Favour may fall to you. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, I have no Malice, mun, I forgive you all. 

Sir OJ. Now, I leave you to redeem your Credit with me, let me 
have a better Account of your next Atack; or We. A 

Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah, you little Rogue were you caught ifaith! 
What! I was not to know I had your Heart, was I! we over heard 
you, mun, when you were ſighing alone for fear I ſhou'd be falſe 
to you. Ah! you handſome Devil you, are not you glad to find 
me true now at laſt — Hay! 

Niece. Let me ſee—ay, he's out of bedring— 

Sir Greg. O dear! Now I will ſo pay off thoſe Cherry Lips of 
thine. | [Offers to Kiſs her. 

Niece. Stand off —Monſter ! [Strikes his Ear. 

Sir Greg, How! i 

Niece. Incorrigible Coxcomb! was not thy laſt Abuſe ſuffcient! 
a Man with half an Ounce of Brains wou'd have died on't, run to 
the next Tree or River to have hang'd or drown'd himſelf, rather 
than bear ſuch infamous Uſage. 

Sir Greg. Ay! you may well call it infamous indeed! it's ſo 
ſhameful. 

Miece. And will thy groveling Spirit Rill endure it then ? What 
Villainous impenetrable Stuff is thy Skull made of? will nothing 
pierce it? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, aſſure mo ſelf, ankitd Words may 130 ah, 

(Hal crying. 
| Niece. And doeſt thou want 'em Flint-head? Haw'wt 1 conſumd 
my Woman's Spleen to ſtir thee? Will no hard Uſage batter thee? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I know you wou'd knock my Brains out if you 
cou'd. Why did not you offer to do it before your Unkle, Miſtrels, 
I gad he woe have flead your Backſide for you. b * 

Miece. 
: 
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Niece. Why thou greater Ideot than I thought thee, wow dt 
thou have me tell my Unkle, that 1 deſign to fool thee: Prithee 
call him back that I may uſe thee better, and make thee yet a grea- 
ter Fool Doeſt not thou wear my Favour there? 

Sir _ Yes, and here too with a Pox to you. 

Holding his Hand to his Ear. 

Nj ece. If thou but Are with what Contempt thou haſt it, how 
many Cordial Curſes came along with it, thou'dft tremble but to 
handle it. 


Sir Greg. Pſhaſb! Pox! | ede it again! FIl fee it bar before PII 
be thus dend with it. 

Mece. No! on hazard of thy Life I charge thee wear it till, 
till one that merits it demands it from thee ; bear it, like the bea- 
ten Aſs his Burthen, from one dear Friend © another; if mine be 
but ſo wiſe and apprehenſive, as my Opinion ſpeaks him to my Heart, 
it ſtays not long on thy deſertleſs Head; I'll make thee, cer I ha 
done, not dare to wear any thing of mine, tho' I ſhowd freely give 
it thee, but rhou ſhalt ſweat and tremble while thou haſt it, as if 
ſome poiſonous Toad had craw''d upon thy naked Breaſt, which to 
remove were equal Terror to endure. Now as you like this, Sir, 
be troubleſome another time, and fo good morrow to you. Exit. 

Sir Greg. O! that I had but the Courage now to daſh my Brains 
out, Ingenuity enough to hang my ſelf without Pain: I'm ſure it's 
time I were dead ſome way or other, if a Man cou'd but find it out 
without Hurt or Danger. Who cou'd think now that a handſome 
Lady cou'd be ſuch a Devil in her Heart? Lawd! if ſhe's ſuch a Fu- 
ry now, what a ſwinging Witch will ſhe make when ſhe's an old 
Woman? What to do with her the Devil knows; for if ! complain 
to her Unkle ſhe'll uſe me better again, and then hell uſe me worſe, 
ſo that between 'em both I am box'd, and banded, and ſweeten'd, 
and ſour'd, and friended, and foold, and blam'd, and bubled, and 
vext, and plagu d, and as miſerable for ought ! ſee, as if I was mar- 


ried to her Oh! here comes my Friend Cunningham, ll make 
my Moan to him. 


Enter Cunnin oham. 


Cun, 1 cannot tear her Memory from my Heart She ſticks in 
ſpight of Reſolution. 


$2 | Sir 
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Sir Greg. O, Cunnmgham. 2 HY -, 
Cun. Sir Gregory. / the Favourite! cls Victor! the Town 3 happy 
Man! 
Sir Greg. *Pſhaw! prithee none of your Jeers upon me, I come to 
thee for Comfort, and thou makeſt a Jeſt of my Misfortunes! 
Cun. 1, Sir! what by — your Fortune, and giving you 
Joy of your Succeſs? | = 
Sir Greg., O] pray hold your Hand, I have been bobb'd enough 
already, and now you're for coming over me a new way! 
Cun. What do you mean? Pray, Sir, explain your ſelf. 
Sir Greg. Wilt thon have the truth in a Word, I have been made 
the rankeſt Aſs that was ever born to a thouſand Pound a Year—— 
Fll ſwear 1 did not think my whole Body, Cloaths, and all, coud 


have yielded ſo * ſcurvy, mangy Names, as my Miſtreſs has 
calfd me. 


Cun. Is't poſhible? 

Sir Greg. Faith! its true, ſhe preſented me with this Favour be- 
fore her Unkle, and as ſoon: as his Back was turn'd, ſhe fell a cur- 
ſing me ſo heartily for wearing it, that one fide of my Skull has 
ak'd ever ſince, and yet in a manner ſhe forced me to wear it too, 
till a certain Friend of hers ſhe ſaid, that better deſerv'd it, and to 
whom ſhe defign'd it as a Token ſhou'd take it from me. 

Cun. O, bleſt Diſcovery, how have I wrong'd her Truth and 
Goodneſs! Sir Gregory, now I'll prove my ſelf your Friend, indeed! 
pull it off this Minute! you are not ſure of a moment's Life while 
tis about you. I know the Man that lies in wait for you, and it. 

Sir Greg. How! the Man that lies in wait, ſay you? 

Cun. Ah! plague of her Favour, ſay I! prize my dear Friend's 
Life above a thouſand of *em— Lets ſee't—1 know more of this 
Buſineſs than you are aware of. 

Sir Greg. Do you ſo? Then, faith, you ſhall &en take ir; for I'm 
ſure its not for my Wearing, ſhe lg me that her ſelf. 

Cun. The only true thing ſhe ever told you———Thank you, Sir, 
now I am the Man that ſays, let her Spark do his. vorſt, you thall 
live in ſpight of him. 


Sir Greg. Ay, Sir! I'd fain live my time out, methinks. 


* 


Cun n 


a * : : . 
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Cun. He that ſays otherwiſe muſt lie in his Throat, Sir; for once 
ll ſtand his Fury, and wear it for you, Sir; Monſieur Simple may 
put on as big Looks as he pleaſes, but Pll keep it for my Friend's 
Sake in ſpite of him 5 

Sir Greg. S1mple / what is he my Rival! my own Man that was. 

Cun. Ev'n he I can aſſure you, Sir Pray tell me, did not you 
ſend him to her with a Handkercher yeſterday. | r 

Sir Greg. Ay, faith, and ſo I did, and when he came back he 


talk'd as big, and as pleaſant, and as ſawcy, and as wild as a 


Madman! 


Cun. This, Sir, confirms what I was Witneſs of —I ſaw her give 


him ſuch Encouragements, that nothing but a Woman doating, 
cou'd have made her Modeſty ſubmit to, and the Vanity of his 
Conqueſt it ſeems has run the poor Fellow diſtracted, —\ _ 
Sir Greg. Nay, diſtracted he muſt certainly be, for he talk'd to 
me, as if he had Courage, and I'm ſure he never had any when he 


was in his few Senſes But can a Woman of her Rank be ſo oppo- 


ſite to common Senſe and Reaſon, as to fall in Love with ſuch a 


Scoundrel 2 


Cun. Lord! how you talk, Sir, Reaſon in Love! and in a Wo- 


man too! Why not one Man in a thouſand can pretend to it, tis the 
Prerogative of Love to make wiſe Folks Wittals ; and always the 
ſtronger the Paſſion, the greater the Fool? How many prepoſterous 
Examples of it have we about this Town, pray? How many young 
Fellows marry their Mother's Maids? How many rich old Widows 
part with their Jointures, for Conjugal Comfort, to wild young Fel- 
lows, that mind 'em no more than they do their Eſtates, juſt take 
Poſſeſſion of 'em once, and after never come near em] And how 
many doating old Fellows marry young Girls to bring them Heirs, 
perhaps, of an Enſign's getting! Nay, have not we ſeen a great 
Lady bring her Stable into-her Chamber, and fall in love with her 
Horſe-keeper? 


Sir Greg, Did ever Love play ſuch Jades Tricks, Sir? 


Cun. O, thouſands! thouſands, Sir, twere endleſs to recite *em ; 


but you are happy in this early Warning, Sir; *tis well you know 
her, and well you've *ſcap'd her—if you had married her! 
dir Greg, O, Lord, ay! - 


Cum. 


142 The 8 „ Orv! 


ſhou d be. my Head for t. 


nations. 


, , * 8 —Y __ ras. dis | * 
_ * 1 * tact BOL ES nn Ca 
IT "0 7 « ( 
E nl) N * . * 2 nm . 2 N 2 
N 
F 
* „ 


Cun. What a ſwinging Stag's Head had you had i in A Fortnight! 
Sir Greg. Five a Top, Ell warrant-me. 
Cun. Ev'n down into the Country again, Sir, and et her find 
ſome other Fool's Head to plant on Here comes her Unkle, not a 
Word to him of what l've told you, that may breed Ill Blood, Sir. 
Sir Greg. No, no, I'll diſſemble to him as ſhe does to me, faith — 
away. [Ex. Cun.] Euter Hir Oliver. 
Tho to ſay the Truth, 1 dare not tell him the Truth, for fear ſhe 


Sir Ol. Well, Sir, are you fatisfied with my Niece now, pray? | 
Sir Greg, O yes, Sir, perfectly, I have not the: leaſt Scruple re- 
maining. 
Sir OI. 1 think ſhe has taken Pains to convince you of her Incli- 


Sir Greg. Lord, Sir, I am as well ſatisfied of em, as if I were 
married to her, 1 don? © think the. coud love me better if I were her 
Huſband. 

Sir OI. You can't imagine how heartily you provok'd me, when 
you bely'd her Goodneſs to me You vext me to the Blood! 

Sir - 8g Why, really I was a Fool, Sir, 1 did not know half as 
much of her then, as I do now. Plague on her, 14/7 de. 


Enter Niece. 
| Niece. Ha! the n gone, I ſee! it mult be Cunningham 
that has it; how I applaud his Apprehenſion, his Wit has Life in 
it, VI] ſend him another Token for't immediately, and by the ſame 
Fool bf a Meffenger— Oh! Sir Gregory, where have you been this 
Age? How cou'd you be ſo long from me? 

Sir OJ. Well Aid Niece! What ſo fond before your Unkle! what 
wou' d ſhe do in private then? 
Sir Greg. Only give me a kick of the Guts, 1 ſuppoſe, and call 
me Raſcal. Aſids. 
Niece. But where's my Favour Servant! the Love-knot | gave 
you? 
Sir OJ. Odſo! that's true, * ** and I never thought of it 
The Favour, Sir, the Love-knot ſhe gave you? 
Sir Greg, Hay | 7 
Sir 
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Sir OJ. What, dumb, deaf, bewitch'd—Oones! the Favour, Sir. 

Sir Greg. A Pox of all Lady's Favours, I ſay, I'm ſure they are 
damn'd troubleſome to me! —— The Favour Sir! 

Sir OI. Ay, the Favour, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Why, Sir, I was way-laid for it by three or four ſwing- 
ing Bullies, and they all fix of 'em drew upon me at once, and — 
look you, Sir, in ſhort Life's Life, and a Favour's but a Favour, and 
ſo I parted from't. | 

Niece. O unfortunate Woman! my frſt Kindneſs ſlighted thus! 

Sir OJ. Oones! Sir, I muſt tell you, I am very lowfily aſhamed of 
you: what the Devil have you parted with your common Senſe for 
ever? Will you never come together again? ] muſt ſeem to teize 
him a little for now I] ſee his Heart's ſet upon her, I don't know 
but 1 may make him take her with nothing. — Come, come, 
Niece, *twas but a Trifle Let it pals. 

Niece, Tis not the _ Sir, but the manner of his parting with 
it that grieves me! 


Sir Greg. O diſſembling Gipſey! if I durſt but ſpeak now, or cou d 
but be believ'd when I do ſpeak, I cou'd tell a Tale wou'd make all 
her impudent Hair ſtand ſtrait up an end. 

Niece. Well, Sir, at your requeſt, I'll ſhew at once my Ber, 
and my Love in forgetting it, and to confirm my Affection ſtrong- 
er yet — Here, Sir, pray wear this Diamond, and let me judge of 
your Sincerity by your keeping it. 

Sir Greg. Ah! you know it won t be long, like a cunning Witch, 
as you are! Aſide to her. 

Mece. You had beſt part with that now as you did with the Fa- 
vour. 

Sir Greg. Yah! why ſo I had, I ſuppoſe, or I ſhall have but an in- 
different Life on't, as you have handled the matter, truly. | 

Niece. But you muſt promiſe me, dear Sir Gregory. 

dir Greg, Yah! you coaxing Devil! 

Sir OI. Ah! why this is as it ſhould be now— There's kiafck in 
this, no more words then On Treſday next prepare to tune your 

Inſtruments, you ſhall ſtay no longer, faith, Knight. [S/aps his Back, 
Sir Greg, Well, well, Sir, the ſooner the better. 
Sir CJ. Niece, you hear me. 
MNMece. 
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\ Niece. I'm all Obedience, Sir Whatever you've heard me ſay, 

Remember I hate you ſtill —Cordially. Ex. with Sir Ol. 
Sir Greg. Ay, ay! a Plague on't—I know your Mind to a tittle, 
— Now can't 1 forbear laughing to hear the old Knight talk as fami- 
liarly of; Tue/day next, as if we really lov'd one another — Tho! if ! 
am not damnably miſtaken, our Wedding is as far off, as 'twas ſeven 

Year before I ſaw her. If he ſhow'd bring it about, I gad he muſt. 
conjure; for if he does not raiſe the Devil to fright me into it, l 

fanſy I ſhall never have natural Courage enough to board her. | 


Lovers make talk of Joys 
Aud pretty Toys 
| An Coomg; 
Im ſure I only find 
Bobbs, Blows, and Noſe 
In my poor Mooing. Eri. 


The End of the Third Act. 
„ 
The SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Young Outwit. 


That ever I was born! or ſhou'd live to have a Son, 
whoſe Face is the Fore-runner of ill Fortune! I never 
fee thee without ſome Vexation at the Heels of thee. I knew there 
was Miſchief in thy very Looks; that before thy Mouth open'd, ill 
News wou'd come out ont. | 
Y. Out. With ſubmiſſion, Sir, I think I bring yon very good 
1 News, to give you timely notice how you may fave at once your 
Kinſman's Life, and the perpetual Infamy that his ſuffering the Law 
ou d bring upon your Family — None of our Name were ever 
hang'd yet, Sir What a miraculous Eſcape *twas that I heard ont? 
Sir 01, Ah! wou'd thou had never heard on't, 


V. Qui. 


Sir Ol. 
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V. Out. Ay! that's true too, Sir, ſo it had never been done; but 
to ſee how critically fortunate ſome People are! Sir, if I'm alive, he 
was carry'd to Juſtice B;nd-over's Door, nay the Conſtable's Hand 
was upon the Knocker, and that I ſhou'd (before he had power to 
raiſe it) juſt ſtep in to his redemption, was I confeſs prodigious: in 
two Minutes more his Mittimus had been fign'd for Newgate, and 
then at ſuch a Jun&ure too! the Seſſions on Thurſday ; condemn'd 
on Friday; Sentence on Saturday; Dungeon on Sunday, and a 
P/alm in a Cart on Monday: Terrible Tyburn Ceremonies, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Prithee no more ont JI don't like the Subject 
Where did you leave the Wretch 2 : 

v. Out. He's in the Confiable's Hand, now in the Hall, Sir—And, 
poor Gentleman, his Accuſer with him. | 

Sir 01. What is his Accuſer? | 

V. Out. Oh! a Judge's Son, they tell me, Sir; one that in a Fit 
of Malice will hang a Man, and it ſhall not coſt him a Farthing. 

Sir Of. Ho! within there! [Euter a Servant.) Call up the Folks 
in the Hall I had much hope of him for a Scholar too! A 
thing thou wer't never fit for: I had plac'd half the Comfort of my 
Life in him. 4 

V. Out. If you are wiſe, he may be redeem'd yet, Sir. 
Sir 01. Con'd I but lop him from my Family, he ſhou'd hang for 
me, I'd ſave no Thief, to make the Proverb good upon me. [Hu- 
ter Hir Threadbare as a Conftable, with Credulous, and Lady Gen- 
try, (as a Man,)] Oh! your Servant, Sir you are in a hopeful 
way, indeed. ” | ö 

Cre. Ah! Sir, I am a ruin'd Creature, 'tis true — but don't, ah! 
don't kill me quite, Sir, your Reproaches are as terrible as the Gal- 
lows I deſerve, Sir. | 

V. Out. Nay, good Sir, don't grieve him, and hurt your ſelf too. 

Sir OJ. Hold your Peace, Sir Come but once in ſeven Year 
to ſee your Unkle, and then brought home by a Conſtable? 

V. Out. Dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo loud, for your own Honour's 
ake: Don't profeſs to love a Man of Wit, and ſhew none your 
elt, Sir? N 8 2 | 
Sir 0], Diſſolute Villain? — Are you the Gentleman, Sir, that ſay 
you were robb'd by this Perſon? 8 

Vol. II. T L. Gen, 
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L. Gen. The unfortunate one, Sir, that fell into the Hands of 
four Highway-men, whereof this Fellow, whom, for Manners ſake, 
I wow'd call your Kinſman as little as cou'd, was one, the reſt are 
fled, but I may yet overtake em, Sir, and! have ſworn to hang one 
of 'em, tho' it colt me Five hundred Pound in the Proſecution, 

Sir OJ. O Graceleſs Rogue! 

Y. Out. Not fo loud, good Sir. 


Sir OJ. Were theſe your College-Le&ures : Theſe your Degrees 


Sir. Nine Vears at the Univerſity for this Fellowſhip! 


V. Out. Take your Voice lower, dear Sir. 

Sir 0]. Well, Sir, what was your Lols, pray ? 

L. Cen. The Conſtable can tell you that, Sir the Money s yet 
untouch'd in his Hands; 'twas an Hundred Pieces when I fill'd the 


Purſe, Sir — but I ſhalln' t receive it ? 


Sir Ol. Not receive it, pray why ſo, Sir? Don't you own it all 
ou loſt : 
L. Gen. All the Money, Sir— but I had a Diamond-Ring too, 
which one of his Gang took a Fancy to, it was the Inſtrument of a 
firm Contract between a great Lawyer's Daughter, and my elf. 
V. Out. I told you what he was, Sir! Pray Sir what does the Dia- 
mond concern this Gentleman > | 

L. Gen. As much as my Money did, Sir, he ſhall anſwer both, 


now I have him, or ſwing fort. 


V. Out. 1 you, Sir — don't be Pert — for, Blood! if I meet 
you in another Place — | 

Sir OJ. Is the Devil in you? 

L. Gen. Pert Sir! 

Sir OJ. Are you mad? _- 

V. Out. What does he mean by ſwing bs t? 

L. Gen. The Gallows: If you have a mind to hear of me, 

owll find me at the Seſſions Mr. Conſtable ſecure your Sy 

ner. *Peath, Sir, I did not come here to be Brow-beaten. 

Sir Ol. Hold, ir, pray let me ſpeak with you. 
i Cre. Ah! Dear Sir. ( Cying.] Ah! don't. anger him, good Cou- 
5 

Sir 0], Now who's the Fool! Was this a Time, when we are in 
his Power too Pray, Sir, what will ſatisfy you? 
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L. Gen, Sir, I expect the Sum in my Purſe unbroken, and an 
hundred Marks. 

V. Out. A Hundred Raſcals. 

L. Gen. No, Sir, nor Five mn ſuch, with you at the Head 
of 'em. 

V. Oui. Blood! . — rake your Courſe you ſha'n't have a Shil- 
lin 

A 0/. Oones! is the Fellow drunk? do you know what you ſay 2 

V. Out. A Hundred Dogs-Dungs— Death, Sir, do your worſt. 

Sir OJ. You'do yours, Pm ſure. Who's loud now, Fool? 

Y. Out. Blood! an Hundred Maris“ ; 

Sir OI. Wou'd you have the Fellow hang'd? 2 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, 1 aſk your — may do what you 
pleaſe, but if it were my Buſineſs— if he wou'd not take Threeſcore 
Pound, Fd ſee him rot before I'd give him a Farthing. 

L. Gen. Sir, I ſhall not bate you a ſingle Half-penny. 

Sir O.. And, pray Sir, what's Seven Pound more, that all this 
Coyle's about ir? 

V. Out, Nay, Sir, pleaſe your- ſelf, if you dai t think Seven Pound 
worth ſaving, with all my Heart. 

Sir OI. What's that to you, Sir, ſave your own Money— 'twou'd 
be mighty wiſe indeed in ſuch a Caſe as this, wou'd not it? Go, 
Mr. Miſdom, live by your Wits, go. 

V. Out. I practiſe all I can, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Blockhead! — Sir, if you pleaſe to walk into the next 
Room, I'll pay you the Money, and Mr. Conſtable, pray do you be 
Witnels of the full ſatisfaction. 

V. Out. Hark you, Sir; ſince you will play the Fool one way, be - 
wiſe another, at leaſt ; abit t give your Money for nothing, for its all 
_ loſt if you don't ſtop the Conſtables Mouth too. 

Sir OI. Dear, Mr. Impertinence, keep your Wiſdom for your own 
Affairs Why cou thy thick Scull imagine now I did not deſign 
to do that of my ſelf—— As for you, my precious Kinſman, whom 
I deſign'd for a Weleb-Paſtor, I will now turn out like a wild Goat, 
to graze upon the Weleh- Mountains go — will you pleaſe to walk 
this way Gentlemen? If I had been ru'd by you now. | 
[Exit Hir Ol. La, Gen, and Conſtable. 

2-0 v. Out. 


148 The RIVAIL FoO Ls: Or, 

V. Out. 1 am very ſorry for your Misfortune, Couſin. 

Cre. O Dear! O Miſerable! What will become of me? 

v. Out. Tm thinking what Courſe of Life you can turn your ſelf = 
WT e n 
Cre. O! Good Sir! I wou'd turn to any thing that's honeſt. 
Y. Out. Ay, that's the thing, Sir. Honeſt! why you'll ſtarve 
in any Bulineſs of that kind. | T9 
Cre. Why then, can you think of any other thing, Couſin, that 
you are ſure a Man can't be found out in. | > 

Y. Out. Nay, that's not the thing neither; for a Man may be 
a profeſt Rogue, if he has but Induſtry and Aſſurance enough to go 
thro' with it; if you were but Clerk to ſome $#bnrb Juſtice of Peace 
now—or Informer to the Society or it's a mighty matter to have 
the Protection of the Law 1 

Cre. Ay, ſo it is, indeed Couſin, I believe they'd find me for 
their purpoſe; for tho I ſay it, I am a Man of very reform'd Prin- 
ciples. 3 

Y. Oat. TI think of ſomething for you. 

Cre. Pray let it be ſafe tho, good Couſin. 

V. Out. VII warrant you. 


| Euter a Servant. 
Serv. Maſter Credulous, your Unkle deſires you to forbear the 
Houle, and has order' me to take you a Lodging of Twelvepence a 
Week, in Thieving-lane, and when the Servants have din'd, he ſays 
he'll ſend you Diet, every Day from their Table. 
Cre. Ah! this is an unfortunate Welcome, Couſin. 
V. Out. Tis ſo indeed I'll do what I can for you. 
Ce. Do you think, Couſin, I cou'd not pick up a Penny by wri- 
ting a Neus- Paper? | 5 
F. Out. Humh! Why thats a good thing too; but I'm afraid, 
Couſin, your Invention is not quick enough for that; but I'll think 
of it. Me. 
Cre. Pray ye do—Youll bring my Couſin Word where I lodge. 
Serv. Ves, Sir | 
V. Out. Ill come and viſit you, 


Cr F. 
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Cre. Ah! Couſin, you are the only Friend I have in the World 
now— Good by. Exit Credulous, and Servant. 
Y. Out. So! This was the luckieſt Cheat I cer claim'd ſhare in; of 
double Profit too — Puts Money in my Pocket, and him out of Fa- 
your, that ſtood between me and my Expedtation : My Father's Cam- 


bridge Jewel, much ſuſpected to be his _ now I think there's a. 
Bar in's Hopes. 


Emer Sir Threadbare, * Lady Gentry, REY Money. 

Sir Thr, It chinks, it chinks; make haſte Boy. 

L. Gen. Where ſhall we meet? 

Y. Out. Meet! Death! well never part—let me kiſs thee, dear 
Rogue, thou haſt perform'd to a Miracle— by. Mercury I cou” d 
dwell upon thy Lips for ever. I[AMiſſes ber. 

Sir Thr. Hold, hold, Sir, that's no part of the Booty. 

L. Cen. What have you to do to bid him hold Cou d not! have 
* it my ſelf? 

Sir Thr, Ay, but if you ſhou'd have forgot, you know, Spouſe— 

1. 3 At the old Place in St. Gilesss. 

V. Out. Vil be with you in half an Hour. [Ex. Sir Thr. and L. Gen. 


Enter Cunningham, and Mirabel. 

Mir. It ſeems then, Sir, Pm deceiv'd! why 1 have been told by 
twenty People, you were directly in Love with me. 

Cun. No youre not deceiv d, for I dare ſwear you did not believe 
any one of em. 

Mir. That's more than you know, perhaps. 

Cun. Pm ſure on't— for when Men ſay they love without hope, 
they lie. Now, pray lay your Hand upon your Heart, and tell me, 
did you ever give me the leaſt Encouragement > 

Mir. Now, Sir, pray lay your Hand upon the ſame place, and 
tell me, did | ever 23 you any ſign of my Diſlike? 

Can. Perhaps no but if you had, I might have cur'd that by 
Flattery ; but you do worſe, you ſhew Indifference, and that's the 
Devil to get over, 

Air. How do you know but a little Flattery may cure that . > 
What 
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What the Duce have I nothing about me that deſerves 4 civil. thing 
to be ſaid to it? 

Cun. Have I any thing about me, Madam, that deſerves to be 
laugh'd at? ö 3 wy 

Mir. You are the molt oheiemarick Creature. 13 at 

Cun. And you are the merrieſt Gentlewoman. [Leermg. 

Mir. Suppoſe I really love you, Sir. 1 

Cun. Why then, if I were not very Phlegmatick, you'd be ruin d; 
for *tis Six to Four I ſhou'd like you, and if 1 ſhou d marry 4 I 
ſhou'd ruin my elf. 

Mir. Are you then really ſo indifferent, as you Fs to be? 

Cun. Are you not wiſer than you ſeem to be? 

Mir. Why, what ails me? 

Cun. You ſeem to me, either to be out of your own Wits, or think 
me out of mine: Now if you'll give me leave, Ill propole a thing 
to you, which muſt, at leaſt, prove one of us mad, if we ſhou'd nor 
agree to it; tho don't ſuppoſe at the ſame time, I don't think you a 
very pretty Creature; but I wou'd have you a wiſe one too. 

Mir, Pray inſtruct By ROD 

Cun, Why you know Lucida and Sir 1 are def an'd. to 
marry one another, and have both a great deal of Money; now 
you and I having very little, do you chink it wou'd not be better, if 
you took Sir Gregory, and I Lucinda? 

Mir. Nay the thing wou'd be more reaſonable, I confels; ten how 
are they to be taken ? that's the Queſtion. 

Cun. As they do Woodcocks, in a Springe: Rely you upon my 
Conduct, Ill ſecure you the Knight; in the mean time you mult 
help me to crack the Shell of the Lady's Coyneſs, by wearing this 
Favour. 

Mir. Why ſhe ſent it to you? 

Cun. Therefore you muſt wear it I find her a little hard in 
coming to, and have no way but Jealouſy, to extort a plain Confeſ- 
ſion in my favour. | 

Mir, Well, Ill wear it, do you look to the conſequence. 

Cun, Pl warrant you Now you have Senſe Odſo! here 
comes the Knight meer me here in a quarter of an Hour, yl 
give Inſtructions (that are infallible) about him. © 

i, 
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Mir. Then I'll own you have Senſe. _ WEL Mir. 


Enter Fir Gregory. 
it Greg. O dear Cunningbam! I am overjoy d I have found thee; 
1 have been hunting for thee, till Pm all over in a ſweat. 

Gun. What's the matter, sir? 

Sir Greg. O Man! I want ſome more of thy friendly Advice—TI 
have got a Diamond here, which I dare as well be burn'd as keep, 
and for the Heart's Blood of me, 1 don't know where to find its 
Maſter. 

Cun. No, that's hard Faith! 

Sir Greg. It does belong to ſome body, I'm ſure— a Plague on 
him, wou'd he had it, for Pm all over in a Bath while 'tis about 
me, and ſhe that fent it too is damnable waſpiſh, I had as good run 
my Eyes into the Fire, as look her in the Face till 1 have parted 
with it. 

Cun. Ha! from 4 my Life on't—let's fee. [Looking on 
the Ring.] O ho! my Friend, have I found you faith — I gad this 
J 8 

Sir Greg. Hay! What, Dear Cunningham? 

Cun. Do you ſee that little Flaw in the corner Sparkle, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Where! where, Pray? 

Cun. Why there, jult at the South- Eaſt End of the North Angle. 

Sir Greg. O lay! Ay, I ſee't now. 

Cun. This is that very Ring, Sir, that ſo much Blood is threat- 
ned to be ſhed for. 

Sir Greg. Hay! . [Frighted, 

Cun. A Tun at leaſt. | 

Sir Greg. O law! why that's more than a Man has in his whole 
Body. 
Cun. What a prodigious Eſcape have you had, that this bow d 

fall firſt into my Hands? | 
Sir Gzeg, O Dear ay! Well am 1 diſcharg'd on't then? 

Cun. My Life for yours, now Sir- 

Sir Greg. O law! What are you a doing? 

Cun. Whar a Man of Prudence ſhow'd do, Sir— ſtand upon my 
Guard while J have it about me—— let him come to my Face, I 
dare the Raſcal, F 


(Draws. 
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Sir Greg. Well! what a Comfort tis to have a Friend behind 
ones Back: I ſwear, Dear Cunningham, 1 am almoſt aſham'd to ſee 
thee venture thy Life thus for me : Ods-heart! my Blood riſes to 
ſee thy S Od! III draw, and ſtand by. thee, tho' I fright 
my ſelf never ſo much for. 

Cur, By no means, Sir: More than One to One's a diſhonour- 
able Feat. : 
Sir Greg. Fmy Conſcience I ſhall owe my Life to thee. 
un. You over-rate my Service, Sir — tho? I own I have been 
thinking of a Thing that wou d really deſerve your Thanks. Sup- 
poſe, Sir, 1 ſhou'd get your Miſtreſs for you? | 
Sir Greg. A Ah! Dear Friend, there Fm afraid thy good Will's 

bigger than thy Wit. 

Un. Why does ſhe abuſe you ſtill, Sir? ; 

Sir Greg. O moſt damnably! Every time worſe than other: And 
yet that old Fool, Sir Oliver, thinks as confidently the Day holds on 
Tueſday, as if ſhe did not wiſh me at the Devil: Sir, ſhe's ſo fami- 
liarly avg to call me Names, that, I believe, in the very Church 
Ceremony, ſhe'd ſay, I, ſuch a one, tale thee Rogue, to be my well. 
ded Raſcal. 

Cun. Well, Sir, dare you leave all to me yet? 

Sir Greg. Faith that's juſt leaving nothing to thee— for 1 have 
no more hopes of her, than a Drummer has of a Regiment I may 

put her in mind of her Duty, but I ſhall never command her. 

Cun. Pll warrant you, Sir, I have a Device ſhall contract her to 
you whether ſhe will or no, and that when ſhe leaſt thinks on't. 

Sir Greg. That's the only way, indeed? for if ever ſhe thinks on't, 
you'll as ſoon perſuade a Bear to the Stake, or a Gaming Lord to 
wave his Privilege to a Tradeſman. 

Cun. She ſeems kind in publick, at leaſt? 

Sir Greg. O law! yes, Sir, before Company ſhe'll wheedle, coax, 
and lie, fle a Miſs to her Keeper ; but in private ſhe is as wild, as 
fierce and curſt as a Cat in a Garret. 

Cun. Still the greater will my Friendſhip prove— look you, Sir, 
here's a Letter, which I had juſt writ to her in your behalf, give it 
your ſelf, and if you don't immediately find an Abatement of her 


Severity to you, ſay I have deceiv'd you, 
— 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. II give it her this Minute and if thou makeſt thy 
Words good, PII give it under my Hand, that haſt more Wit i 
a Conjurer— Exit. 

Cun. Ha, ha, how greedily the Gudgeon le a Cheat 
Ener Mirabel. f O! you are come in time. 

Mir. Well, Sir, what ſucceſs? | 

Cun. Follow the Knight, watch him cloſe; you'll ſee him give a 
Letter preſently from me to the Lady ; when ſhe has read it, do you 
enter, and aſk him if he has not one for you, which, as he well 


may, hell certainly deny; no matter, do you affirm he has, and 


from that Hint work up er Jealouſie; yet ſeem fearful of diſcover 
ing Names, till you affect a Prudence in retiring. 

Mir. What a malicious Creature do you make me? 

Cun. What a Saint wou'd you make your ſelf now? Can you make 


me believe you don't a little naturally hate a Woman that has ſaid 


you have a Face as brown, and rough as a French-Roll; and tho? 
you have been beating-up for a Huſband theſe two Years ; yet you 
have not rais d one Man, that wou d ever put you to the Queſtion. 

Mir. Did you hear her ſay ſo? 

Cun. And ten People more, at the ſame time. 

Mir. Better be beating - up for a Huſband, than beaten- down to 
the Price of the firſt Man that does aſk her the Queſtion, as ſhe is 
by you, Sir? Poor ſpiteful Animal > [ Aſrde. 

Cun. Look-ye, Madam, the more liberty you take with her, the 


| ſooner you finiſh my Projedt, and give me leiſure to bring your's to 
perfection. 


Mir. 1 ſhall return the Liberties ſhe a | believe. 

Cun, The way's before you. 

Mir. A French Roll! Hah, hah. [Exzt. 

Cun. So! ſhe's in- fine order for my Buſineſs, which, barring the 
Devil's ſtepping in between, I think can't fail Hey-day ! What 
have we here! Another Fool, the very Spawn of his Maſter, and, if 
poſſible, more ridiculous, 


Euer Simple, fantaſtically dreſs. 
Him. Sir, I am your obedient humble Servant, Pray, Sir, can 
you do me the Fayour to inform me how the Party does? 
Vol. II. U Cun. 
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Cun. The dtp He takes me for a Scrivener ſure Pray, 


Sir, which of the Parties do you mean? 


Hm. Excuſe me, Sir, I name no Names but I am under ſome 
Obligations to a certain Party, and wou'd willingly bring Matters 
ro. a concluſion, but, really, I don't find that I have heard from 
em. 

Cun, Oh! upon my Life, I know her. 

Him. Not from me, Sir, you don't hear me name her; know 


what you can, talk a whole Day with me, you'll be ne'er the wiſer, 


you'll find nothing come from me, Sir. 
Cun. ] dare ſay, Sir, no body will expect it; but, really, you are 


ſo remarkably Honourable in your Amour, that all the World talks 


of your Secrecy, I mean to Sir Olwer's Niece, Sir. 

Hm. Sir, you aſtoniſh me! J 3 all the World had known 
her Name was a Secret. 

Cun. That's the Reaſon fo many People whiſper it, Sir. 

Hm. Well, Sir, they can't fay it came from m Lips, however : 
But, Sir I have been inform d in my late retir'd Walks, 'twixt Pa- 
dington and Paucrafs, that there have been certain Favours and To- 
kens ſent me from the Party, (whom, yon can witneſs, I never 
nam'd) and thefe Tokens, Sir, really, have never come near me. 
Cun. How! Pray, Sir, What were the Tokens? 

Him. A Love-Knot, and a Diamond, Sir— really, the thing! is 
not well I am apprehenſive of ſome diſhonourable Practice againſt 
me. 

Cun. Sir, your Apprehenſion's good, and if you take my Word, 
Sir Gregory is the Man that wrongs you; mere Spite and Envy of 
your ſucceſs with his Miſtreſs: For when you were at Padington, he 
intercepted the Gifts at Pancrafe. 

Hm. Traytor! His Miſtreſs too! Poor Animal! He had never 


known what it was to appear like a Gentleman, but that I ſome- 


Nr, do you think 


times, in pure Friendſhip, us'd to dreſs him 
l ought not to demand the Combat of him? 
Cun. Troth the Wrong deſerves it, Sir, but if you cou'd be re- 
veng'd of him without that Hazard, wou'd it not be better? 
Hm. Sir, I fear no Hazard, where the Honour of the Party is 
concern'd; beſides I know bim to be a rank Coward. 5 
Cun. 


— 


WIr, at Several Wrxarons 155 

Can. Nay, then a Man might venture: But how will me Lady 
bear the Apprehenſion of your Danger? | 

Kim. Why, really, that gives me ſome Concern : And tis poſſi- 
ble the Fright might kill her; therefore I don't know if a private 
Revenge wou'd not do the Thing altogether as well. Pray, Wy 

what was your Propoſal ? 

Cun. Why thus, Sir, I have already promis'd to contract him to 
Mrs. e your Miſtreſs, by a Device; now when he thinks he 
has bobb'd you of the Lady, you ſhall ſtand behind the Arras, and 
be a Witneſs of his * bob, by my putting a falſe Lady upon 
him. 

Him. Sir, deſtroy me, but this wou'd make me laugh immode- 
ratel 

Cam Well fobb him, Sir, here's my Hand on't. 

Him. Ar, no Perſon alive wou d be more tranſported to ſee him 
well fobb'd, than my ſelf: But now you talk of Fobbing, Sir, really 
I muſt-tell you, I begin to wonder why the Lady does not ſend for 
me, as well as to me, according to her Word of Honour; for, I 


proteſt, I have kept ont of Town (to keep my Word) theſe two 


Days, on purpoſe to be ſent for: And, really, upon my Credit 


Look you, not to make a Jeſt of the Thing, Sir I am almoſt 
ſtarv'd with walking. 


Cun. O]! Walking gets 4 a e Sir? 
Gum. Ay, but then it gets one no Proviſions, Sir; not but I have 
had a Stomach too, but then I loſt it again, and got it again, as 


often, Sir, as a Man {ball get and loſe the ſight of Paul's, in a W alk 


to 5 
Cun, Why don't you go to her your ſelf, sir? 


Him. Sir, there's a Trifle call'd a Vow has paſs'd between us to 


the contrary, which renders the Thing impoſſible: But, Sir, ſhall 


I beg the Favour of you, if you meet the Lady's 8 tunning 


before her empty Coach, in an Orange-tauny-Livery, that you 
wou'd dire& him and the Horſes now to Iſlington, for I can't but 
think ſhe will ſend for me yet. 

Cun. Sir, FI certainly do it You are going thither? 

Him. This very Minute, Sir, and ſhall not return till ſear for; and 
YI 23 there 
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there het certainly find me, looking upon the Pipes, and Whiſtling, 

Exit. 
Clip; Ha, ha. A pretty Amuſement for a Lover, truly, tho? 1 
think eres but little difference in the beſt of us. But now to my 
own Affair — 


Enter Mee, and Sir Gregory. 

Niece. A Letter for me! *tis impoſſible! no body a common 
Senſe cou d ſuppoſe I'd receive it from thy Hands Why wilt thou 
follow me, to provoke me ſtill to abuſe er 

"i Greg. Look-ye, Forſooth, don't you be too huffy neither, 
leaſt upon reading that Letter you ſhou'd find reafon to think better 
of me, and then look like a Fool for all the confident things, you 
have ſaid, and done to me. 

Niece. Prithee, Dear Ideot, don't have ſo much Aſſuranee—is it 
not enough I do thee the Grace to receive this from thy Hands, (a 
thing that almoſt makes me ſick to do) but you muſt talk too? 

Sir Greg, Well, well, Mrs. Frumps, do you read the Letter pray, 
and then your Tongue will run to another Tune, I believe. 

Niece. Stand away— farther— farther yet—you ill- manner'd 
Changling— did not you ſee I was going to read it? 

Sir Greg, Oh! oh! I may ſtay in your fight at leaſt; you did not 
uſe to endure me in the ſame Room: The very Superſeriprion has 
done fome good upon you, I ſee: 

Niece, Ha! 'tis Cunningham's Hand! but what an odd Direction 
Pris——To the Faireſs in the Family—T think I may venture to take it 

to my ſelf without Vanity I wrong his Wit to doubt it. How plea- 
lant tis to make this Fool the mutual Meſſenger of our amorous Se- 
crets, and his own Diſquiet. 1 

Sir Greg.. O ho! ſhe nodds at-me already: Ah! it will all come 
in time. 

Mice. Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? I wou'd have undertook: 
to have kilfd a Spider with Jeſs Venom than I have ſpit at thee: 


Sir Greg. *Pſhaw! I don't mind Jou - Mun. Read your Let: 
ter will you? ">" 


Niece: 
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Mece. Back then, Owl's-Face— [Reads.] Take it as'a Proof of 


Love, that for your ſake I mortify another's Vanity: A Folly that 
needs but lutle Art to flatter it, and yet if rightly us d, may ſerve— 
Sir Ol. [Withm.) My Niece? why there ſhe is, in the next 
Room. | Fs Ws | 
Miece. Ha! my Unkle's coming !— Sir Gregory why do you 
keep that Diftance! you did not uſe to be fo ſtrange! 


Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah, your Servant, forſooth, what is your 


proud Stomach come down then? And now, Madam, I have a 
Word or two*to throw in your Ear— 
firſt place [—— 


Niece. He don't come yet; why thou ſaucy Iſſue of fome march- 


ing Grenadier! how dareſt thou offer to come near me, tho I 
call'd thee; I'll make thee know, that to obey's as criminal as to 
come me. EA 

Sir Greg. Ads haſh, Madam! you'll find 1 won't take things as I 


have done; VII contradi& you in ſpite of your Teeth, and obey you 
to plague you, and yon ſhall obey me, tho' I plague my ſelf; for 


III marry you whether you will or no; nay, tho' I have no mind 


to it my ſelf: Only for the Tricks ſake, Ill trick, Madam, and 


make you as miſerable a Wife, as you wou'd me an horrible Huſ- 


band; and there's the Reſolution of a provok'd Lover, that in pure 
Revenge will throw himſelf away upon you: Going. 


Meice. The Fool begins to talk Reaſon. 


Enter Mirabell. 


Mir. Sir Eregory, your Servant! pray, Sir, have you no Letter 


for me? 


Sir Greg. Not I, Madam — I brought one from Mr. Cunnin- 


Sam to Mrs. Miſerable there, that ſhall be, and fo your Servant. 


Exit. 
Mir. I am afraid, Madam, Sir Gregory has made a Miſtake, and 


has given you my Letter. 


Niece. Ha! what do I ſee! the very Favour I ſent him, Tam 
confounded— but will ſeem as unconcern'd as ſhe. ¶ Aſide.] You 
have a mighty pretty Ribon here— The very ſame — Pray where 


might you buy it? 


look you, Madam, in the 


4 Mir. 
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Mi. Really, Madam, I don't know —1 was only defir's by a 
Friend to wear it— But had you any Letter tho? 
Niece. Ves! vow its very pretty— ſome Lover's Preſent, Tpre- 
ſume. | | 
Mir. One, ks wou'd have me think he's a Lover— But pray, 
Madam, was not there ſome Miſtake in that Letter ? | 
Niece. My Heart's too full to anſwer her Ill give it her, and 

ſeem ignorant of all—O dear, yes, he gave me a Letter, ! cou'd 

not imagine from whom—1 have open'd it too, and if you had 

not come, was juſt a going to Z 

Mir. Nay, there's no harm, Madam. [Reads t0 herſelf. 

Niece. Can he then be the Villain that he ſeems? He is— The 

- Subje& of the Letter too confirms him ſo! Where's all my Pride of 
Spirit now, that ought to tear him from my Heart? Abus'd, and 
made the Stale, the Property of another's Hope! Confuſion! how 
ſhe ſmiles in T riumph o'er my Folly! 
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Cunningham at the Door. he 

Cun. So! my Mine ſucceeds I ſee! the Train has taken; *twill 
bounce anon. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha. 

Niece. O Torture! to my Face! ſure ſhe dares not own her Trea- 
chery. Your Letter ſeems to pleaſe you, Madam. 

Mer. Yes, truly, I can't but laugh to think how ſome peoples 
Vanity expoſes 'em; and how ridiculouſly Women of little or no 
Beauty will rail at thoſe, that really have it. 

Niece. Has any Body raid at you, Madam? 

Mir. Uma little! My Features did not pleaſe 'em it ſeems. 
My Face was only a French Roll or ſo— Ha, ha, ha. 

Mece. Ha! the very Words I ſaid to Cunningham / beter me 
too! 

Mir. And yet the perſon that they thought liked theirs better, 
is Fool W of it ſeems to find ſomething in my Face, that they 
have not; poor Creature! ha, ha, ha. 

Niece. Hes here! he dares not own it ſure. 


/ 


Cunningham 
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Cunningham Divery, 

Gy. I hope, Madam, you receiv'd my Letter: {T7 Mir. 

Mir. I had this Moment read it, Sir. 

Niece. Nay then he dares be any thing 

lain. 
. Cun. And may I fatter my ſelf that my ExpeCation's riſer, 

Mir. If that Ladies Uneaſineſs is any Evidence you may, 

Cun. Then you think I may laugh ſecurely? 

Mir. Ay, and heartily! ha, ha, ha. 

Cun. Ha, ha, ha. 

Miece. Ungrateful! perjur'd Wretch! 

Cun. Madam! 

Niece. O! thou haſt wrong'd the tendereſt esd that ever liſten'd 
to the faithleſs Vows of Man. 

Cum. I had little Reaſon to think ſo from the Dann! 
ſaw you give two Fools before my Face. 

Niece. 1 learnt from thee before that ſervile Artifice of Difſem- 
bling: But tell me! was I then credulous and vain, to think your 
Vows ſincere? O! I had filld the Meaſure of my Hopes in thee, 
my Duty, Intereſt, Friends, and Fortune, not conſider'd, when they 
ſuppos'd Fidelity demanded 'em. 

Cun. Suppoſe me then no more the Thing I ſeem'd; but as your 
Heart, your Hopes, and tend'reſt Wiſhes wou'd create me, yours 
ſincere, and only yours. I knew there was no other Way at once 
to give my Hopes a Certainty — But this, this innocent Deceit of 
ſeeming Falſe to ſtir your Jealouſie; and if you don't applaud the 

_ Stratagem, you wrong the Heart you now complain d of, 

Niece. Is't poſſible ? 

Mir. Ev'n ſo indeed, Madam, and if you don't pardon my Part of 
the Jeſt we made of you Fl ſwear you 11 allow no Body Wit but 
your (elf. 

Niece. Well! you have fool'd me fairly; but how I ſhall make 
you amends 

Cun. That's eaſily done; you ſhall make me a Huſband, and I have 
engag' d Sir Gregory ſhall make her another; when I am a little > 

4 coverd. 
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cover d from the Surprize of my own good Fortune, PII tell you hoy, 


Thus the ador'd, the Fair one ff fallly Coy, 
That wow?d with Doubts the Lover's Hope deftroy,” 
Once rouch'd with Jealouſy confirms his Foy. © 
ECT 
The End of the Third Act. 


AC TR” 
SCEN E Cunningham's Lodgings 


Enter Cunningham, Y. Outwit, "Pilla and Sir Threadbare. 


Ou'll pardon me, dear Outwit, that I did not before truſt 
you with my Deſt ign upon your Couſin Lucinda; but 


ſince you have told me how I may ſerve you in this new Attempt 
upon your Father, I have not now the leaſt Fear or Doubt re- 
maining. 


Y. Out. Faith, I can't blame your Caution, in ſo critical a Point, 


but I am glad 1 have it in my Power to ſerve you, not only for our 
old Acquaintance ſake, but the Pleaſure too of biting my Father; 


nay, Ill make him pay the very Muſick to your Wedding: Is the 
Conſort ready, Knight? 
Sir Thr. Oh, Sir! we are half the Conſort our ſelves; we two 


are the Tabor, and Pipe, that muſt make his Purſe dance out of his 


Pocket. 
Prif. Yes, Sir, you Il find us, & cantare pares, 9 5 


v. Out. Say you ſo, my Lads; wade well ſing Harneh Home 
with a melodious Horn. Pipe. 

Sir Thr, My Wife has engag'd to bring the Ladies. 

V. Out. And Ill undertake the young Coxcombs ſhall follow em. 
Sir Thr, But *tis time, Gentlemen, we were tuning our Inſtru- 
ments. 
v. Out. Let's away from the back Door. Adieu. 

. Priſ. 


Wir, at Ace W. EA ON 161 
Be F Nola dulce canit e dum decipit auceps. 
| kin [Exit T. Out. Hirn Thr. and Prif. 
1 be Enter Servants with a Aae 
am So! very - — Reach me the black Gown 
of the Gueſts come yet? | 
Serv. Yes, Sir, I believe there's one below i in the Parlor now. 

Cur. What is he? 

Serv. Really, Sir, I can't be e but 1 ſuſpe& bly 70 be 
Fool, that ſome Pawn-broker's old Faſhion Claaths have made half 
YO : Gentleman 1 think he ſaid his Name was Simple. 

Cun. The very Perſon J wanted, wy him up immediately. 

Serv. He's here, Sir. 

Cum. Ah! Monſieur Simple /- old opportunely welcome! you are- 
come in, the very Criſis of your Revenge, I expect Sir Gregory every 
Minute! Well, how is it? 

Sims. Periſh me, Sir, if I am not in a very untoward Condition, 
for between Love, and Cold, and Hunger, and one thing or other 
Jam really almoſt ſtarv'd, Sir, Pray, Sir, has not this unkind 
Lady ſent for me yet? 

Cun. Truly, not that I hear, Sir! 1 fanſy there's ſome anfriendly 
Meſſenger employ'd between you. 

Him. Why then it muſt be ſo; for in all Appearances, Im poſt — 
tive the Lady muſt be a Perſon of Honour; and cou'd not have fo 
little Wir, as to think to make a Fool of me But really I was 
never ſo cold ſince my firſt peeping into the World; that River is 
exceſſive bleak, and in my Conſcience, I have been ſeven Mile in 
length upon the Banks of 3 it; where really, Sir, I believe I have nor 
ſeen leſs than Five thouſand Sticklebacks. And I am really of Opi- 
nion, that there are Gudgeons too— Miller's Thumbs I ſaw in vaſt: 
Quantities, believe I told above fourſcore III make a little bold 
with your Sweat-Meats. 

Can, And welcome, Sir. 

Him. *Tis ſtrange now, I have really no Taſte in any thing. 

Can, O! Love, Sir, diſtracts every thing but it ſelf. e 
whiſpers.] Udſo! 1 have News for vou. 

979, For me! what is it for this Plumb's 5 . 

Vo. II. X Cun. 


Are none 
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Cun. Nay v,. hear me, Sir. . 
Him. III warrant you, Sir, ! bave two Ears to one ic Mouth, | Wo 
more 5 ] eat, Sir 
Cun, Sir Gregory's come, and you ſhall ſe him fob imme- 
diatel 
Fi. No! that wou'd be an immoderate Pleaſure. 
Cun. Stand unſeen there but two Minutes, and I'll find an oppor- 
tunity to call you in and place you at the Table with the Lady ! 
deſ ign to ſham upon him. 
Km. Sir cou'd not I drink firſt» . 
Cun, By and by, I'll put her Health to you Here he comes, 
away. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 
Sir Gregory / Your moſt faithful humble Servant, This is indeed 
the greateſt Honour was ever done to my poor Habitation. 

Sir Greg. Phoo! prithee pox of Compliments, Man, Ill do thee 
this Honour every Day of the Week when I'm married, but my 
Head's upon other things now ; for to tell you the truth, I am up to 
the Ears in Love and Spite. 

Cun. St! the Lady's in the next Room if ſhe ſhow'd hear you 
all's unravel bd. 
Sir Greg. Ad! 'twas well you told me; for 1 was juſt going to 
baul out how terribly I ſhou'd laugh at her, when I bave got her 
whether the will or no. 

Cur. Oh! but don't uſe her too ſeverely neither. 

Sir Greg. No, no, I'll only vex her a little, or ſo. 

Cun. Hang it ev'n forgive her all. 

Sir Greg. No, faith! I muſt crab her, ſhe muſt be Vinegar'd! L 
long dearly to fetch a little Verjuice out of her; for you know ſhe 
has been damnable ſawcy to me. 

Cun. O! youll ſoon tame her. 

Sir Greg. So I will, faith, for before I bed her, FI very fairly ſee 
her Legs tied to the bottom Poſts, her Hands to the Head-board, 
and a Gag in her Mouth, that ſhe may neither kick, bite, baul, 
ſcratch, nor run away. 

Cun. For all this, I ſhall ſee you and n Lady live as quietly as 
two Tortoiſes. 


Sir 
I 


: 
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Sir Greg. Nay it's all one to me, whether we do or uo; the may 
be a Tortoiſe, for ought I know at the bottom, bur hitherto, I am 
fare, I have ſeen nothing of it in her, but a damn'd thick Shell. 
Cun. Well, Sir! now to the Proof on't,— [Soft Mufick.] That's 
the Signal of her Approach—— Come, Sir, get into this Gown 
with me, put your right Hand through this Sleeve Mind you 
your Part, and PI warrant her your own. 7 1 

Sir Greg. Well, faith! this will be pure! Now I begin to ſmoak 
it; do you place her in that Chair, and I warrant you, I'll grope 

her our. 206, 

Cun. Here ſhe comes lie fill. 
Enter Mirabel. 

Lady this homely Roof, and courſer Entertainment, are too much 
honour'd by ſo fair a Preſence; but where fincere Aﬀe&ions are 
both Hoſt and Gueſt, The Place takes little from their full De- 
light, 


< | Enter Simple. PEEL 
This only Friend I have made bold rinvite to be the private Wit- 
neſs of our contracted Faith. + 
Mir. Your Friend's moſt welcome, Sir, and when our Hands are 
link'd in that firm Chain, that muſt unite us ever: Fame ſhall belie 
my Virtue, if cer it ſpeaks me, but an obedient Wife; in witneſs of 
this Truth I yield my Hand. EE 
Cun. And thus devoutly I receive it. 
Mir. O]! you graſp me, Sir, too hard. 
Cun. Think it but a Lover's Zeal, and Pardon it. [ H/rae. 
Mir. Poor Sir Gregory / methinks I pity him! how ſtrangely 
wou'd he rave to ſee this Interview. 
Un. O! youre ſtill too much concern'd for him: You know he 
gave his Intereſt up to me, and ſhou'd you pity one that flights you? 
Mir. That Thought, indeed, revives my Reſolution— No more 
Delays then, but for ever make me yours. 
Cun. Thus then 
Hm. Hold, Sir, begging your Fair Lady's pardon too — give me 
leave firſt, at leaſt, in one friendly flowing Glaſs, to particularize 
my ſeparate Satisfaction, that I conceive at this time in your united 
, * r * Felicity, 
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Felicity, and that ridiculous Animal; Sir Gregory's ternal Dilap 
pointment. 
Mir. Since tis your Friend's Propoſal, Sir I pledgei it. (Drinks. 
Cun. Twas kindly offer d. 
Sim. Deſtroy me, but ſuch a Banquet once a Week, wou d make 
me grow fat in a Fortnight: LN de.] But, pray Sir, now * in 
your e Ko 


Cun. Thus his. Before he fotrrd Powers Mes, 
J join this phghted Hand in Bonds of Love; 
* with this Hand, the Heart that owns the ſame, 
To burn for ever m this ſacred Flame : 

Muß Hand and Heart I yield my Fortune too, 
Aud all the Rights that to a Wife are due: 

Aud this firm 5 ow for mutual Life ſhall ſtand, 
Irrevecably ſeald with Heart and H. and. 


- $118. Well, now cou'd l walk bare-foot to Bertl and backs a- 
gain, and laugh at the Jeſt all the Way, without Baiting, IAſide. 


Mir. Thus too— Before the facred Powers Above, 
I join this plighied Hand in Bonds of Love. 
p with this Hand, the Heart that owns the ſame; 
To burn for ever in this facred Flame : 
IVith Hand and Heart I yield my Fortune too, 
Aud all the Rights that are a Huchand's due : 
Aud this firm Vow for mutual. Life ſhall Hand, 
unn ſcal d with Heart and Hand. 


Sir Greg. Ha, ha, ha, Faith, and ſo it ſhall, Madam, for here's 
the Hand that owns the Heart that you have ſworn to obey. 

Can, And, Faith, Sir Gregory, here's Witneſs of the Genes 

Sir Greg. Now, now, what Names have you to call me, pray? 

Mir. Haſband, _ 

Sir Greg. [Coming out of the Gow] Hay! 5 Ods- Nails! I am cheat? 
ed, wrong'd, fool'd, abus'd. 

. Extremely fobb'd, indeed, Sir, TBE 
Cun. 
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| dun. Why did not 1 tell you, Sir, you ſhou'd * her another 
Woman? 

Sim. Nay, ſhe is not the ſame, Pn can 279 ha, ha. 

Sir Greg. What the Devil, have you brought my own Man to 
laugh in my Face too Sir, ſince ſhe is not the ſame, I muſt tell 

ou, Fll have another, if there were but another Lady in Europe: 

You'll find, Sir, that I won't be married in Blind-man's-Buff. 

Cun. Why; *twas your own Agreement, Sir — And if you knew 
the Care! — taken of you, you'd down of a Knees, and thank 
your Stars it was no worſe. 


Sir Greg. A Fire of my Stars, I did not care if my Stars were all 


of a light blaze. I am fare 1 may thank you that tis as bad as 


it is. 


Cun. Are not you aſhamed ! Your very inhumanity Las drawn 


Tears from the Lady. 
Mir. Ah me! Is this the Promiſe of my Hopes? Why was 1 Hat 


ter'd with imaginary Joy? Muſt I ſuffer for another's Fae: Is Pride, 


Perverſeneſs, and ill Uſage then the only way to conquer Mens Affe- 


ctions? If Teas: Submiſhon, Gentleneſs, and Obedience have no 


Charms, my Merit's poor indeed, and 1 deſerve the Slights that T 
foreſee mult fall on me. 


Sir Greg. Why, Faith, upon ſecond Thoughts, this is ſome 


thing Civiller than Rogue and Raſcal. 


Cun. Ods-precious! Madam, dry your Eyes for ſhame! I have 


no longer Patience to fee ſuch Youth, Beauty, and ſuch Vertue 
thrown away on one that never can deſerve * em Go, Sir, return 
again to her that knows you better ; that gives you Language fitter 
for you; that means to treat you to your Merit; to abule, to bafle 
and diſgrace you: Fool, Slave, Raſcal, Monſter, is the Converſe you 
delight in: We ſell no ſuch Ware; if you look here for Blows, and 
full-mouth'd Curſes, you are deceiv'd ; pray, ſeek elfewhere— 
Meekneſs, Obedience, Vertue, are the Goods we deal in. 

Him. And, pray, Sir, has not your Wiſdom yet diſcover'd the 
Party, for whoſe ſake the other Lady ſo horribly abus'd you, ha, ha, 

Sir Greg, Why you little ſorry Son of a Hark-ye, Canning- 


bam, do but make half as much a Fool of that whole Jathaneper, 
Ma 
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for laughing at me; and let things go as they will — Here's my 
Hand, I'll forgive thee all over. E22 


Gun. O Fie! Sir, your Mind can't be ſo ſoon alter d. You'll 
like no Woman that won't fliog a Slipper in your Face; break your 
Head with a Fan-handle, or bore your Noſe with a filrer Bodkin. 

Mir. Thele Qualities you'll never find in me: But ina fond obe- 
dient Wife, the readieſt and the humbleſt Servant. 
un. Death! but he ſhall not, Madam; let his groſs ce 
feel the loſs of you I've a Thought will do; Pl difannul this Con- 
tract yet, and 7A you better married. _ 

Sir Greg. *Slife ! but you ſhall not, Sir, [Taking her Hand from 
him.] ſhe's mine, and I am hers, and as long as we are one another's, 
according to Law, let me ſee the Man that dares divide us. If you 
are my Friend, Sir, prove it; and don't pretend to do me a good 
Turn, and then hit me o' the Teeth with it. 1 am ſure, conſidering 
how damnable Ill I ſucceeded with the rother, this Lady can't blame 
me for being a little cautious at firſt. 

Mir. If it were only Caution, Sir, indeed I can't blame you. 

Gun, Nay, Sir, get the Lady's Conſent, and 5 have no Ob- 

jection 
1 Sir Greg. Lady's Conſent! fo 1 have, Look-ye here, 
Sir—— [Kiſſes her.] there's my firſt Proof £ Love to "BAS And 
now, Madam, to ſtop the Mauth of my.Friend's Impertinence: for 
ever, give me a round Smack as a Proof of your Love to me. 
There's for you, Sir; are you fatisfied Now, Sir? [She Kiſſes him.) 

Cun. Nay, now | own your Wit too hard for mine; indeed you 
have carry'd her, in ſpite of me. 

Hm. And now, Sir, I hope you'll own that there are Ladies that 
may be carry'd too in ſpite of other People, ha, ha. 

Sir Greg. Ay, but it muſt be when thowv'rt her Coachman then, 
for if ever thou carrieſt a Lady, without Horſes to help thee, ll be 
bound to be a Hack-Driver as long as I live. 

Him. Sir, There are Perſons, indeed, that are ridiculons, and ve- 
ry obnoxious to Ladies, and ſuch F ools, indeed, do miſs of *em— _ 

Cun. Nay, no Diſſeaſion here, I beſcech you, Gentlemen —Mr. 
$::aple, FI do you Buſineſs ſfeually—— 
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Am. Sir, I'm convinc'd that my Conduct has ler vd it ev'n of 
the Lady her ſelf, Sir, 

Cun. Sir Gregory, bark-ye—— you ſhall "angh at un very * 
ai — 

"Sir Greg. Ha, ha. | 

Cun. In the mean time, 1 have ſtill coneriv'd; you a new and bet- 
ter Revenge upon your other Miſtreſs. > 
Sir Greg, How! How! Dear Rogue, my Splern's on tip-toe at the 

very Thoughts on't. 
| Cun. Why, let your Contract with this Lady be yet coneeal'd ; 
and to her Unkle, ſtill ſupport a Face of ſeeming Inclination to her, 
which will make him ſo eager for the Match, that hell &en force 
her to offer her ſelf to you; then may you burſt into a Laugh in his 
Face; turn upon your Heel to her, and bid her Look for a Huſband: 
where there is a Man Fool enough to be ſo: Thus you humble her 
proud Stomach ; return her Coyneſs with Cotonige and treble all 
your late Diſgraces upon her Shame; and let your Bride, her Rivab's. 
Vertue, triumph O' er her Falſhood and her Folly. 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha, and if I don't do it, ſay I have no more spleen 
khan a Cucumber. Faith, and Pl! plague the old Fellow too, for he- 
has us'd me almoſt as ſcurvily as his Niece, Come, Madam, let's 
to Bed, and ſo to Church as faſt as ever we can drive. 


And | how. Madam Minx, to Sib ſorrow ſhall ſee, 

What a Huchand ſhe as bft ; in miſſing of me : 

How my Spleen will be tickled, when ſhe finds that to flout her, 
I have 2 4 ber proud Heart, and am married without her. 


Exit Hir Gregory and Mirabel. 


2 


Cun. Why, how now Friend! What! in a Brown - ſtudy? 


Hm. Why, really, Sir, I am a little ſurpriz d L dont hear from 
the Lady yet. 


Can, O the good Minute will come before Night, my Life 
on't. 


Him. Well, Sir, 8 indeed muſt . Patience. Pl e'en 
take another Tach by the Neu-Niver, where, if Love were not an 
* to Lang, 7 the Thoughts of your fooling the Knight 
ou d 
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wou'd at leaſt be a two Hours Entertainment to me: But I think 
now of borrowing an Angle-Rod, to paſs away the time with; you 
know my Walk, Sir, if ſhe ſends, you'll certainly find me upon the 
ſame Bank, juſt by the Eddy, fiſhing for Millers thumb. [Exit. 

Cun. I'll certainly take care, Sir— [Enter T, Qutwit.] Hah! Oun- 
wit! Well how go Squares? rt BG pM. 

Y, Out. Bravely Boy! AlFs a- foot: The Knight's Lady has pre- 

' vail'd with my Couſin, your Miſtreſs, upon an Aſſurance that you 
will meet her there; and ſhe has wheedled the old Governe/s to go 
with her: And they are all now at the Maſquerade, in the next _ 
Street; upon which I have alarm'd my Father, that Sir Gregory is 
fallen off, for Negle&s, and ill Uſage, and that he is now violent- 
ly bent upon a rich Widow, (whom the Knight's Lady mult per- 
ſonate) and to complete his Revenge, is reſolv'd, unleſs ſuddenly 
prevented, to marry her immediately: Now this, Sir, will make my 
Father eager, at any Rate, to recover Sir Gregory, whom, by a 
Mark, and the change of one. another's Coats, you are to perſo- 
nate; and ſo diſguis'd, you carry off your Miſtreſs, and ev'n cheat 
the old Governeſßs to aſſiſt you. $45) Ae. 

Cun. Admirable! But where's the old Knight, your Father? 

V. Out. 1 left him in the Street, ſtopping a Coach, with the 
Windows up, upon a Suſpicion that Sir Gregory was in the inſide on't, 
and fo took that Opportunty to ſtep up, and prepare you for our 
next Scene — Here he comes, 5 , N 

Cun. I am ready for him. 


« 


5 0 Enter Hir Oliver. | 
Sir OJ. Mr. Cunningham, your Servant: Pray, Sir, can you tell me 
any News of Sir &regory? 
Cun. No, really, Sir, but what I ſuppoſe your Son has told you, 
that he's certainly gone off. tg 
Sir Ol. But what ſhou'd be the Reaſon, think you? | 
Y. Out. Shall I tell it you over again, Sir? I tell you, he's be- 
 witch'd; my Couſin's ill Uſage, and your flack Performance of 
your Promiſe have quite turn'd his Brain, and if you don't immedi- 
ately think of ſome Expedient to recover him, with full Hopes w 


6 
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his marrying your Niece out of Hand, you'll find him marry'd to 
the Widow before to morrow Morning. f 

Sir OI. Ah! con'd we but find him, I'd ſecure him my Niece. 

V. Ont. Aſſure him but of that, Sir, I dare yet undertake to re- 
cover the Knight; for, to tell you the truth, he has invited me to 
his Wedding, and I am chi moment truſted with their hat Place 
of meeting. 

Sir Ol. Nay, TR alls While again ; we have him, for I havs 
already ſent to my Niece, to prepare her ſelf to marry him within 
this half Hour Came, come, we'll call upon Doctor Dowuble- 
Chin as we go; whip up the Ceremony, and tack * em x. oat like 
a new Pair of Stockings. | 

V. Out. Right, Sir, but one of the Stocking is mine: Nor 


ſince you have already bargain'd for yours, I ſhall not Ro with the 
rother without a valuable Conſideration. | 


Sir 0]. What doeſt thou mean? 


V. Oat. That my Knight, Sir, is the Fellow to your Niece and 


if you ſell him her, I mult (ell you him. 
Si OJ. *Pſhaw, prithee, why you filly Rogue, doſt thou think [ 


won't conſider thee. 
v. Out. Sir, you need not give your ſelf that trouble ; ll conſi- 


der my ſelf; for having nothing but my Wits to live by, Lam reſolv d 
not to ſtarve, by being a Fool. 


Cun. This is no Time to haggle with him, Sir. 

Sir OI. Why the Rogue is in the right, and I will encourage Riu; . 
| love Ingenuity— there, Sirrah, there's Subſiſtence for the Vices of 
a whole Fortnight Come, come along. | 

V. Out. Sir, I can't ſtir one ſtep, if theſe two Pieces are not im- 
mediately made twenty. 

Cun. Strike him quickly, Sir, before he raiſes his Price. 

Sir OJ. Raiſes the Devil, Sir, who ſhall raiſe the Money? 


V. Out. Every Word you ſpeak, Sir, is a whole Pound out of ur 


way: now I mult have one and twenty. 
Cun. I told you how *twou'd be, Sir. 
Sir OJ. Why you impudent Son of a —— 
V. Out. Another, Sir—— twenty-two. — 
Vol. II. * Sir O. 
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Sir 01, Um! | 

V. Out. Have a care you Jon t as with me, wil onde you. 
Cun. You ſee his Humour, Sit: Faith &en let him have ir, tho 
you fling it at his Head The thing's richly worth an hundred, Sir. 


[4 de, 


Sir Ol. [ A/ide.) Why doſt thou think I don't know that? 1 am 


biting him. all this while There, Sirrah, there's your Money : 
Nay, prithee don't loſe no time to count it. 
V. Out, Always tell Money after your Wan Sir. 


Enter a &. 1 haſtily. 


Sir O]. How now? 
Serv. O! Sir, Mrs. Lucinda is no where to be found ; we have 


enquir'd up and down, ſearch'd high and low; ſhe went out with a 


ſtrange Lady, Sir, and the old Governeſs, and left word with Mrs. 


Mary, that if your Honour enquir'd for her, ſhe beliey'd ſhe ſnou d 
never come home again. 

Sir OI. Undone, undone, all's blown up again. 

Y. Out, The Money's right, Sir. 

Cun. This is a Misfortune, indeed Sir. 

Sir 0]. Ah! Son! Son! now ſhew thy (elf my Son: Help at this 
Pinch, and Fl: 

XY. Out. Count me out thirty pieces more, Sir 
lay—— take my word too for deſerving 'em, for I muſt begin to 
have ſome regard now to my Credit, Sir — Quick, Sir, or J don't 
bate you a Shilling of forty, 

Cun. Faith, Sir, this is downright Extortion, I am really a- 
ſham d——1 vou d not give it him. 

Sir 0/. You wou'd not give it him—! Then you'd loſe a thouſand 
Pound, Sir— There, there tis, bring me but to my Mece; if it is 
not right, PII double the 8 
V. Out. Then, obſerve, Sir, your Niece is now in Maſquerade, 

at my Lady Revel, which is the general Rendezvous of all the young 
Coxcombs in Town: She has an Amour a-foot there, to my know- 
ledge, that you don't know of, and very probably intends, this Night, 


to make a faſhionable End on't. 
3 LEES Sir Ol 


without de- 
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Sir Ol. The Devil! 8 pf 

V. Out. Suſpend your wonder, Sir: You'd recover her, wou d 
not you? IND be Got | 

Sir OJ. O! Dear Son, at any Rate; at any Rate. | 

V. Out, Then obſerve, Sir, we three, with ſuch Help as may be 
neceſſary, will all enter upon em diſguis'd, (for no body bare-fac'd 
is admitted) pretending to be a ſort of Anti-maſk, and ſo, at a pro- 
per Opportunity, (which PI contrive) we may carry her off. 

Sir OJ. Won't this Maſking take up too much time tho” > 

V. Oar. Sir, they never ſtir thence till Morning: And for Diſ- 
guiſes, I can fit you in a quarter of an Hour, 

Sir OJ. Well, well, is there nothing elſe wanting? 

Y. Out. Only the charge of good Muſick, Sir; it muſt be good, 
that we and our Deſign may paſs the leſs ſuſpe&ed ; and I can pro- 
vide you that, Sir, if you'll give your Word, before this Gentleman, 
to pay it. | 

bi O01. There's my Hand, coſt what it will; get the beſt in the 
Kingdom, Ill pay it all. 5 

V. Out. That's all you ſhall pay, upon my Word, Sir. 
Sir OJ. Let's away; let's away. [Exeunt. 
Cun. I neither doubt his Friendſhip, or his Wit: 


But come the 200 f, if His Auempi's o'erthroꝛon, 


My Reſolution then ſhall ſezze my own. 


Enier in Maſquerade, Lady Gentry, Niece, Governeſs, and Ladies. 
L. Gen. Come, Ladies, Muſick ſhall give us now her airy Wel- 
come; twill be the beſt, I fear, this homely Habitation can afford. 
Niece. For me, alas! my Welcome follows me, elſe I am ill come 
hither : You ſtill aſſure me, Madam, Mr. Cunningham will be here. 
L. Gen. Madam, as on his Life depend on't. I 
Niece. Continue till to let the Governe/s believe Sir Gregory's the 
Man we wait for. 
Gov. I marvel, Lady, the Knight's ſo ſlow in coming! Lovers 
© th' latter Age were wont to ride with Spurs on. 
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L.. Gen. He'll be here immediately— his Maſick's come already, 
Madam-—He only ſtays to be perfect in ſome gallant Device to 4.9 
pear with, that he Had been beating his Brains about. | 
Niece. Ah! poor Man! He may beat em to "op before any thing 
comes out of em. | | | 
Gov. Well, well, youll are better one wo 
Nece. Hardly two, Im afraid. 
Gov. Marriage will F code 
Niece, I rather believe 1 ſhall alter my Marriage. —_F//7 
Gov. Nay, nay, I know you are for a Man of Wit, Forſooth: A 
Cunningham, I warrant you, one that has no more Honeſty than 1 
Horſe-Courlſer, and as little Conſcience as an Apothecary's Bill: 
falſe proteſting Wretch: In my Heart, our Women are all won wich 
ill Uſage, now a Days. 
L. Gen. Truly, and fo are the Men too, for aghe I ſee. 
Gov. Ah! in Troth, you've hit it, Lady— if true heartedneſs 
were the Thing, Mr. Cunnmgham might have prov'd himſelf an ho- 
neſt Man a-fore now, and ſome Folks never the worſe for't. 
L. Gen. Nay, Men are indeed ſtrange Creatures. 
Gov. Ah! they are no more what they were 
Niece. Than you can be what I am now, Governe/s. 
Gov. Well, well, you'll be wiſer one Day. 
Mice. Td willingly be happy firſt, methinks. 
Gov. Then Sir Gregory's the Man muſt make you ſo, and ſay! 
tell you ſo, 
Nice If I do but manage him right, I hope he will! 
L. Gen. Hark! I hear his Muſick; this muſt be he. ( Flouriſh. 
TEnjbr Hir Oliver, J. Outwit, Cunningham in Hir Gregory's Cloaths, 
all masbd, Hir Threadbare and Priſcian, as Muſictans, &C. who take 
out the Ladies to dance. ] So, fo, our Company? s well increas d! What 
ſay you to a Dance, Ladies. 
Niece, What ſay you, Governeſs ? 
Gov. Nay, nay, not I in Troth—my jaunting Days are done. 
Sir O7. Come, come, Widow, you won't ſpoil good Company, 
ſure! Well Rave one. an in honour of Sixty three, Ah! you 
Can foot it ſtill, if you were e but well ſtir'd. 
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Cop. Well, well, a civil Word makes me do any thing. 
Sir 0). That 1 date ſwear, 10 your bringing my Miece hither, 
with a Pox to you. 8 80 +. 
Cun. I think Lucinda. 05 

Niece. Cunningham / + 

Cun. The ſame; fear nothing. 

Niece. Why, where s the Danger? 

Cun. Vour Unkle's here. 

Niece. You make me tremble. 

Cun. Be eaſy, he's drawn into the Plot againſt kidafell. . , 

V. Out. That's your Mece, Sir, Cunningham has ſecur d her already. 

Sir OJ. I ſee't: We have caught her, i'faith, Boy. 
V. Ont. Will you allow me Wit now, Father ? 

Sir Ol. Thou haſt earn'd thy Money faithfully, I muſt allow it. 

1. Un. 1 hope to give 7 better Proof _ t yet, before Night, 
Nt; 

Sir Ol. Let me but get over this Plunge, and III allow thee any. 
thin 

V. Out. That Ill engage you ſhall, Sir, before I have done with you; 
Cun. At our ſecond TY in the Dance, we loſe our Hands no 
more. | 

Niece. Are you prepard to join 'em? 

Cun. The Prieſt ſtays for us: Has the Governeſs her Leſſon? 

Niece. Ves, yes, ſhe takes you for Sir Gregory, and will follow us. 

Gov. Ah! well ſaid, Sir Knight, ſtick cloſe ro her, and recover 
the Time you've loſt We have ſtaid this Hour for you. 

Cun. When you ſee us go off in the Dance, 1 dope you'll go along 
with us? - 

Gov. Will I! What do you think 1 came hither for? 

Sir OJ. Come, come, rike up Gentlemen. 

All dance, at the latter end of which, Cunningham, Niece, 
E. 'Gen: and Governeſs, Exennt, le Muſick ceaſes... 

Sir OJ. Dancing on.] Heyday! Heyday! What is the Mafick tir d 
before us ? 

Sir Thr, [Iu broken Engliſh.) No, Sare, bote de Company 'ave dene, 


1M ſee, and is be gone, 
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Sir OI. Ha! Who! What! Where's my Miece? Son! Son! my 

Niece / my Mece © 
Y. Out. Are you mad, Sir, to diſcover your ſelf: Did not you ſee 
Cunningam go off with her! 

Sir G. Diſcover the Devil; don't tell me, sir, was not I to 
have gone ang with him; for ought I know here may be a Con- 
trivance— Hay! I-gad I don't like your Looks, I muſt tell you 
that, Sir— By the World III 80 after *em. [Going Kir Thr. and 

Priſ. ſtop him. 
| Sir Thr. Holda, Sir, Diabolo, you moll pay de before 
you ſall goe. 

Sir OJ. Muſt! Why how now Scoundrelꝰ 
Sir Thr. Me no ondrafianda what you vil ſay de Scondrel. Me 
vil hava de Money. 
Sir Ol. Suppoſe I won't pay you theſe five Hours. 
Sir Thr. Den you fall no be goe dis five Hores. 
Sir OI. Shalln't go, Sir! 
Sir Thr, No, Diabolo, you no fall goe. 
Sir O.. Why, Sirrab, ſuppoſe 1 have a mind to make you play 
before me in the Streets? 
Sir Thr. 1 hava mala no Accord to play de Street, I ava apree 
to play only at de Ballat; if you no ava de minde to danca no 
more, you vil pay de Money, de Money vil letta you goe. 

Sir O, A Pox on him for a ſputtering-—a— here, Son, lay out; 
give em Twelve-pence a piece, and let's be rid of 'em. 

Y. Out, Twelve - pence! that's but a Crown, Sir! 

Sir Thr, Una Corona! Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Ol. Yah, yah. Why, what a plague do you laugh at, Sit? 
I believe a Gen wou 'd make you all laugh and dance too in your 
on Country. 
V. Out. Sir, for your own ſake laugh again, and ſay you only meant 
it as a jeſt, you'll be expos'd for ever elſe. 


Sir Ol. Expoſe a Rump, Sir; I am not to be laugb'd out of my 
Money. 


Y. 0, Death! Sir; they are all rakans, 
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Sir 0). Why, what then, Sir, mayn't_an Iialian be a Scoundrel, 
as well as an 60 ſhman? | 

v. Out. Lurd! Sir, I won'd not have this heard for the Uni- 
verſe: Does not the . Nation adore em, Sir? Is any Man al- 
low'd common Senſe, among the better Sort, that is not raviſh'd 
with their Muſick? And is any thing a more faſhionable Mark of a 
Gentleman, than to pay an extravagant Price for't 2 

Sir OI. A Pox of the Faſhion, Sir, they'll get no ſuch Marks from 
me, I can tell you If any thing in — will — em 
let's know what ' tis for 1 am in haſte. 

V. Out. Vil try what I can do with 'em, Sir. 

Sir Ol. [To himſelf.) What cou'd they mean by going off without 
me? Unleſs my Miece diſcover'd my being here, and ſo ran away 
out of fear— that's the beſt I can hope of it—if not, I am chous'd, 
and that Rogue, my Son, is at the bottom of it. 

v. Out. Nay, bur Gentlemen, bate us but one ten Pound. 

Sir Ol. How! Bate ten Pound! why, what the Devil's the whole 
Sum then? 

Y. Out. Why, Sir, they are Five of em, and it ſeems * never 
ſtrike a Note under twenty Guineas a Man? 

Sir Ol. Twenty Hang- Dogs! a 

V. Out. And, Faith, there's no making 'em bate a Shilling, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Oones! do they know what they ſay, why that's a hundred 
Guineas ? 

v. Out. Sir! A hundred! what at— hay! Five of 'em at twen- 
ty - let's ſee— um—um— 1 tis a hundred, Sir. But 
we had not time to make a Bargain 8 em: Faith, Sir, I ſee no 
Remedy, you paſs'd your Word to pay e 

Sir Thr. Diabolo! For vate is all dis, v4 nothing? Me vil be no 
affronta— Me vil ava de Money, or you fall ava my Life— taka 
your Spada. [ Draws, 

V. Out. Have a care, Sir. 

Sir 0/. Hoity, Toity ? O your Servant, Gentlemen! What I am 
to be robb'd then, it "hy | beg your pardon——1 took you for 
Fidlers, but I find by your Tools you are Gentlemen of another 
Trade— very good! There's your Money, Sir—as fairly A, 
I yield 
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I yield it — but to aſk a hundred Pound with five Fiddleſticks in your | 
Hands; was an Impudence ten times beyond it—Theſe are Thieves, 
Sirrah— Highwaymen, and I am/robb'd. 
V. Out. Indeed, Muſicians, Sir, and you are only bobb'd; for 
coſt what it ou ud, 'twas your on Agreement to pay em. 
Sir OJ. Ves, yes, and you have provided * em with admirable In- 
umme, I thank you. | 
V. Out. Sir, the Gentlemen are taking their Leaves. : 
Sir O/. O your Servant! your Servant, Gentlemen You are 
damnably well bred, I muſt confeſs —— but tis no matter, ſome 


body ſhall pay fort, let me but recover my Niece, and Sir Gregory 
thall find it all i in his Bill, faith, 


— 


Wer Governeſs. 

Cov: Oh! Sir Oliver) undone, undone. 

Sir OI. So! ſhe's robb'd too, I hope. 

Cod. O! Sir, my Heart-ſtrings are broke- 
left to tell you the Misfortune. 

Sir OJ. Misfortune! Why what the Devil's the matter with thee 
thou haſt not been-raviſh'd, haſt thou? 

Gov. Ah! Sir, wou'd that were the worſt on't! Your Niece! your 
Niece / Sir. 

Sir OJ. What! TY her Leg? 


Gov. O worſe, worſe! ſhe has broke all Reals of Obedience, and 
is moſt notoriouſly 


Sir OJ. With Child. 
Gov. Married, Sir. 
Sir OI. The Devil! 
Gov. To that abondon'd falſe Diſſembler, Cunningham. 


Sir OJ. Then wou'd ſhe were with Child- But who was the 
Prieſt > for firſt III hang him, 


Gov. Fen your own Kinſman, Sir, Mr, Credulous Jutwit, that you 
deſign'd for the elch Benefice. 


Sir OJ. Good! I ſav'd him from one Halter, and he has heft my 
Niece to another- Haſt thou any more ill News? 
Gov, And Sir Gregory is married too. 


I have ſcarce Life 
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Sir OM. To my Mece too, I hope, and then I may hang her. 
Gov. No, Sir, to my Daughter; ſhe's Lady Goo/e now, and that's 


all I have left to comfort me—— And ſee Glace they come all in 
a Cluſter— 


Outwit, L.Gentry, Sir T hreadbare, Priſcian, and Mr. Credulous. 

Sir OJ. Hey-day! Rebellion in Triumph! f ſee what your Care's come 

to now, Mr. Politick: ? Where's your Wit at a Pinch now, Sir? 

V. Out. Here! here in this full Purſe, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Very fine! fo you have been in the bottom of all this Ro- 
guery againſt me, and I am fairly cheated. 
V. Out. To your Hearts content, Sir, thanks to the little Wit your 

Fatherly Wiſdom turn'd a Grazing. 

Sir OI. Umph! 

Sir Greg. Wit! ha, ha, ha, way didſt thou ever pretend to it, old 
Knight. 

"Sie 01. *Tis time I ſhow'd give it over indeed, when an aſkeſt 

that Queſtion. 


Sir Greg. Ha, ha, why you are crabb'd, old Unkle, that wou'd 
ha' been. 


3 Sir Ol, And you are married to a great Fortune, chat ſhou'd ha 
. 

Sir Greg. Ves, yes, if Rogue, "ION Raſcal, Kicks, Thumps, 
and Bobbs of the Face were to be coin'd, ſhe wou'd have beef a 
deviliſh Fortune indeed; life, Sir, I wou oe ham bod her with 
that Flint-hearted Tongue of hers, tho' ſhe were ſtuck all o'er with 
Diamonds, tho her Backſide were all beaten Gold, her Eyes to drop 
nothing but Pearls, and the reſt of her Rock to make Hogſheads of 
Wine inſtead of faie Water. 

Cun. That I dare ſwear he wou'd not, Sir, if it had von only ia 
pure Friendſhip to me. 

Sir Greg. Nay, faith, I wiſh thou hadſt ſcap d her too, and then 
ſhe might have been eaten up with the Green-ficknels: Look you, 
Sir, in ſhort, I have made this Gentlewoman a Lady, in ſpite to her, 
and have married her in ſpite to you, and will love her, in love to 

Vor. II. # my 


| 
Enter Sir Gregory, and Mirabel, Cunningham, and Niece, Young = 
| 
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my ſelf, and to let you all fee what Honour the has miſs d the being 
| Mother of, before ro Morrow Morning, IIl fo * up my _ 
hood that 1 get her with Squite. 


of my Folly, that from henceforth I am reſolv'd here 27 give my 
ſelf up to Love, Gentleneſs and Obedience. 


I cou d but plague my Man Simple a little, the full Joys of my _ 


Yon, Madam, muſt join with us. [To Niece. 


haſt thou been bobbing for Gregs, and in the mean time, let thy 


you, as often brought word you wou'd be with her in a Quarter of- 
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Niece. Well, Sir Gregory, you have mide me fo heartily hand 


Sir Greg. Ay, ay, this is afore your Unkle's Face? but for all that, 
who will have a Plaiſter upon his Forchead afore Morning? 
Y. Out. You ſee, Sir, all's itrecoverable Nothing thrives but 
what I have a Hand in Von had better allow me two hundred 
a Year, than fo much a Week, 
Sir Ol O! I cannot think of parting with any thing before die. 
v. Out. Then I ſhall certainly think of nothing but your Death, Sir, 
Sir 01. Peace, I fay—PFIl think again. 
Sir Greg. Well, nos now I proclaim thee a Man of thy 
word; for | think L have ſufficiently ſpited my Miſtreſs, and have as 
heartily ſowr'd the old Gentleman! look how ſhe looks! And now if 


wou'd be compleat 
Cun. That you may do immediately, for here he comes. 
Enter Simple, with an Angle-rod. 


Sir Greg. Ha, ha, ha, why, how now, Sam/ Sam. Boy! What 


Miſtreſs flip through thy Fingers like an Eel, ha, ha, ha. 
Him. Gudgeons indeed are eaſier taken; for I hear this Lady, d'ye 
obſerve me, has caught you, Sir— But really my Buſineſs at preſent 
is with this Lady. 
Niece. Away, ungrateful Man. 
Cun. Hark you, Sir, 'tis now too late to expoſtulare : The La- 
dy I find is betrayed as well as you; it ſeems ſhe ſent above a dozen 
times to you, and the falſe Brother, that was employ'd between 


an Hour. 
Sum. Sir, if I ni ſeen any living Creature, but a few Miller's 
| Thumbs,, 
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Thumbs, fince I laſt ſaw you, I wiſh this Angle-Rod might never 
go through me. . n "HS 
Cun. What ill Fate was this? Why, Sir, the Lady took it ſo to 
Heart, that out of pure ſpite to her ill Fortune, ſhe is really marci- 
ed to another. n 1 
Km. Why then periſh my Heart, Sir, if I dor't pity her — Vet 
if ſhe has undone herſelf, ſhe may thank her ſelf fort I cou'd 
do no more than I cou'd do I kept my word, if ſhe wou'd not 
believe it, twas her own Fault, ſhe might have had Patience to have 
ſpoke with a Man the, 
- Gun, That was a Fault indeed, Sir. 7 8 
Hm. Nay, extreamly Faulty Day and Night ſhe might have 
commanded me, and that ſhe knew well enough, I told her fo be- 
_ tween her and I— Madam, ſays I, when you find your ſelf never 
ſo little uneaſie at my being from you, do but ſend me the leaſt 
word, I'll come and relieve you in an Inſtant, and becauſe a Fellow 
has play'd the Raſcal with us, for her to go and throw her ſelf away 
upon this, and that, and Yother, and I can't tell what—*Pſhaw! it 
was idly done; cou'd not ſhe have come to me her ſelf? And have 
been ſatisfied? 
Gun, That had done it, Sir. | 
Km. To a hair, Sir— but when People will follow their own 
Fancies 
Cun. Well! ſure never couple fo narrowly miſs'd of one another. 
Fim. And as it was, Sir, you ſaw I was within one of her, I was 
ſure all the while I was between the Knight and home Poor Crea- 
ture it really gives me a Concern to ſee her take on ſo. 


Cm, And yet I can't but ſay, Sir, her undoing, is her own doing. 
Him. But you'll find, Sir, the thing will really reflect upon me in 
the end; I ſhall hear of it, as I go along the Streets: People won't 
conſider it was not my Fault— But will cry there goes the Ill- na- 

tur'd Gentleman, upon whoſe Account the Lady flung her ſelf a- 
way—— 1 ſhall certainly be blam'd about this. Fooliſh Woman. 
—— Beſide, Sir, 1 am really under a great Diſappointment my {elf ; 
for here have I-turn'd my ſelf out of my Place upon her Account; 
"He and 
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and now, Sir, inſtead of this, and that,” and rother, let me periſh, 
if | know where to eat. 


Mir. Alas, poor Seollemas . Come, Sir, ſhall 1 ſpeak a good 


word for you? 
Him. Really, Madam, my Temper is fach, 1 don cknow how to 


refuſe a Lady any thing. 


Mir. O, Sir Gregory wan be Pejends with you. 
Sir Gree: Well, Sam / what haſt thou to ſay now; Boy? 


Him. Why, really, Sir, L don't well know, but, metbinks, here F 


don't know, things have been very odly conttiv'd, Sir; but the ſhore 


of the matter is really this, ſince the Party we lately diſputed of 


ſeems to be otherwiſe diſpos'd of, that is to ſay, ſince you have 
miſs'd of the Lady, and I really have not got her, I think it wou d 
not be improper if we two ſhou'd take one another again. 

Sir Greg, Well, well, Fam, with all my Heart, a match, Boy. 

Him. Madam, I thank you And really the thing is much caſi er 
thai it was. — pray, Sir, where do you dine ?- 

V. Ou. Nay, Sir, rake it Your own way For my part ſhall but 
loſe by this Allowance—— L have not fought out half my Wea- 
pons, yet, Sir— Beſides, Sir, I have a way of Fighting inviſible, ma- 


ny. a Polt have you had within theſe twelve Hours, Sir, ont 


knowing who it came from. 
Sir OI. How! make that appear, and III ſay ſomething to thee. 


Y. Out. Imprimis, to let you ſee how profoundly your Apprehen- 


fron was aſleep, Sir, I fairly ſtruck five Pieces out of you for theſe 
Gentlemen Beggars, of which Bounty your humble Searvant was the 


firſt publick Example, and private Sharer, « You may remember, 
Sir, when you admir'd our ſpeaking Greek and Syriack, we were then 
only ſaying in vile Gibberiſh, that we. wou'd not ſtir till we had 


pick'd your Pocket. 
Sir CJ. But was that Wit your own, Sir > 


V. Cut. *Pſhaw! a ſlight Preface to the Volumes n are to follow: 


Sir OI. How!” 
V. Ou. What think you of a-certain hundred pieces giren to re- 


deem your Favoutite Nephew, from the Hands of a. Conſtable for 
being concern'd in a certain Robbery ? which was indeed no Robbe- 
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ry, no Conſtable, no Thief, nothing real, but Top, Sides and 
Bottom, a fair Bite all over, Sir. And, laſtly, Sir, this memorable 
hundred Pounds worth of Muſick, which to crown my Triumph, 
Sir, are very generouſly return'd to play one Dance at my Couſin 
Cunningbam's Wedding. | 

Sir OJ. Well, Boy, ſince thou haſt ſatisfied me I have no Fool to 
my Son, TIl now let the World ſee, thou haſt a wiſe Man to thy 
Father —— Give me the Writing There's my Hand to it— 
And now ſtrike up Muſick—- 95 | 


| Wat fhoitd be iryd before is claims regard. 
Z. Out. But fairly provid, like mine ſhould find reward. 
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Pi nherhmas taking Bullock 17 the Slec eve, 
1 — 


Pin.  YOLD/ Hola Sir Bullock You auf ſay, dear Rogue, 
And tack a Rhime or two to the Epilogue. 
Bul. Pho Pox.! not I; beſide, your Jeſts are more in . 
Tf TI dont think yorrre beft alone, then rack me. 
Pin. Ay, but you know. Im better—with an Aſs to back me. 
Bul. O. 7 Hr, for that, youll find, indeed, dear Brother, 
That's but one Als, 13 of another: 
Now tho the Feſt is ſtale, of Als beſtridden, 
It may be new 10 ſee the Rider ridden. 
{Tripps up his Heels, and beſtrides him, 
Pin. . / the Dog will murther me 
Bul. ——— No, m0; 
7 2 only bathing of my Friend, or fo: 
Now, pray Sirs, tell me, did you er fee a Face, 
[Shewing it to the Audience. 
In every Circumſtance more like an Als? 
And ist not juft, that I ſhow d now keep down, 
The Aſs that has ſo often rid the Town? 
But that thou mayſt hereafier grow more Wiſe— 
Heyday “ What now? — [ Pin. ſtruggling. 
Pin, - — ll tell you when I riſe? 
[Throws Bul. over his Head, and mounts on him. 
Bul. Oas me / the Beaſt has thrown me 


Pin. 


Down, Nogue, dum: 
Thus Rightful Monarchs Re-aſtend their Throne. 
Ho have I ſeen, and with as little Rout, 


Britains and French march Into Towns and Out 


And thus by ſudden Turns of good and ill Luck, 
V:ttorions Pinky firides the conquer d Bullock. 


Bat now, 10 let you ſee your Conqueror's Virtue, 


Bul. 


Pin. 


Bul. 
Pin. 


Bul. 


Zul. 


Pin. 


Tho', Slave, I have you down— I ſcorn to hurt you. 


Well, well, I yield: Yet all this mighty do, 
But proves, that Im an Aſs as well as You.” 


Thus the ſole Glory we in Vidlors ſee, 

[Is firſt to make Men Slaves, then ſet em Free. 
Get up you Puppy — 

OO HET: AO aa WW ell, now let's agree. [Rifes. 
And as you firft propos d befriend the Play. 


That's true —- Grant, Gallants, but your Smiles : Day,, 


And your Petitioner ſhall ever pray: 
That every Lover to theſe Scenes inclim d, 


May the ſame Favour from his Miftre(s find. 
Pin, 


May all the married Dames preſerve their Sponſes, 
From Drink, late Hours, and ill reputed Houſes. 
May no ripe Virgin here, paſt Twenty tarry, 

But the fir Swain, that Woes her, Love, and Marry. 
Widows that flameleſs he, kke unſtirr d Fire, 


Be blown by Younger Brothers to Deſire. 


Bul. 
. 
Bul. 
Din. 


Zul. 


May you, that keep no Cows, that is, won't Marry, 
Skim the ſiveet Cream-bowls of your Neighbour's Dairy. 
May all you, Solaters, that have lam in Trenches, 
Good Winter- Duarters find, and ſoft ound Wenches. 
The Beaux fiill make Subſcriptions for the Fair, 

Aud each Preſented Ticket cure Deſpair, 

Each Fair Nymph's Love, that's now abroad in Wars, 
Come laden Home, with His and Her Arrears. 

May all the Gameſters make their Bubbles pay, 

Aud daily noint em for their Iich of Play. 


A+ 


Pin. 


pin. Each M; ifs that pays her only Hal . Crown 4. 


Be ten. fold re-imbarsd it by a Cull | 
Bul. And may thoſe Cullies, whom en Charms,fo ate, 
Meer ad Occaſion after far a ges. 
Pin. So may thoſe Wiſhes wait on all that ſay, 
In hearty Claps, they will ſupport the 8 e 
Aud Cram the Houſe, ** the Author * WR 
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H Cid of Monſieur Corneille (from whence the 


„ tollowing Scenes are drawn) has made ſuch an 


r Ae Eclat on all the Theatres of Europe, that were I 
edo be wholly ſilent on the Side of the Heroicł 
n | | Daughter, the great Liberties I have taken, in 
more imputed to a vain Opinion of my own 
Judgment, than any Foundations in Reaſon or Nature: But I 


nope I ſhall ſtand upon better Terms with the Impartial, and the 


Curious. I am not inſenſible what vaſt Odds will be offerd 


gainſt me, while I am entering the Liſts wich ſo famd an Au- 


f * <. O 3 5 f ok 
nor as Corneille: but that ſhall not diſcourage me; for I look up- 


on Truth in an Argument to be, like Courage in a Combat, the 


beſt Advantage a Man can have over his Antagoniſt: tis not his 


kame ought to fright me; for let mine be neyer ſo obſcure; if I 


am in the Right, his being in the Wrong will be no more a 
Wonder, than that a Watchman's plain Staft ſhould foil che Sword 
ok a Field-Officer. 5 


Ks BuT 


altering the Conduct of his Fable, might be 
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Bur I have a farther View, That while I am comparing the 
Two Plays, I may give the Lovers of the Theatre ſome Inſight 


into the Merit and Difficulty of forming a good Fable ; and tha 
even our. common Spectators, who find themſelves unaccounta. 


knowing they have Reaſon to be ſoo . 


Ir may perhaps be expected, I ſhould offer ſome Excule fo; | 


not awe, this Piece till ſeven Years after its firſt Appearance 
on the Stage; and you will probably anſwer, I had as good have 


{aid nothing about it, as to tell you it has been little better than 


Idleneſs, or Indifference : For it having done my Buſineſs, when 


acted, I confeſs I wanted the modern Appetite for Fame, which 
Authors uſually think follows them into the Country after Publi. 


cation. Bur it I had any real Cauſe to defer it, it was from an 
Obſervation I had made, that moſt of my Plays (except the firſt, 


The Fool in Faſhion) had a berter Reception from the Publick, 
when my Intereſt was no longer concern'd in them; I therefore 
ſupposd this might have a fairer Chance for Fayour, when the 


Author had no farther Stake upon it: And I hope I may be al. 


low'd the honeſt Vanity of this Complaint, while I have (to my 
Every Auditor, whole 
Memory will give him leave, cannot but know, that Richard the 


Coſt) ſo many Facts to ſupport it 


Third, which I alterd from Shakeſpear, did not raiſe me Five 
Pounds on the Third Day, though tor ſeveral Years ſince it has 


ſeldom, or never, failed of a crowded Audience The Hs 
Firtune lagg d on the Fourth Day, and only held up its Head by 


the Heels of the French Tumblers; who, it ſeems, had ſo much Wit 


in their Limbs, that they forc'd the Town to ſee it, till it laughd 


itſelf into their good Graces ——The Kind Impoſtor did not pay 
the Charges on the Sixth Day, though it has ſince brought me, as 
a Sharer, more than I was then diſappointed of as Author — 
Twas at firſt a moot Point, whether the Careleſs Husband ſhouk 


live or die; but the Houſes it has ſince fill'd have reproach'd the 


former Coldneſs of its Auditors The Wife's Reſentment is au 


other, though not an equal, Inſtance of the ſame Nature. 
Bor not to take the Particularity of this Treatment wholly to 


myſelf, I confeſs it has ſometimes been the Fate of the bette! 


Authcts : 
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Authors: Nor ought we ſo much to wonder at it, if we conſider, 
that there is in Human Nature a certain low latent Malice to all 
Jaudable Undertakings, which never dares break out upon any 
thing, with ſo much Licence, as on the Fame of a- Dramatick 
Writer: For even the laviſh Applauſe, which is uſually heap'd 
upon his firſt Labours, is not perhaps ſo entirely owing to their 
real Admiration of the Work itſelf, as the mean Pleaſure they 
take in ſwelling him up to rival the Reputation of others, who 
have writ well before him : If he ſucceeds in a firſt Play, let him 
cok well to the next; for then he is enter d the Herd as a Com- 
mon Enemy, and is to know that they, who gave him Fame, can 
take it away; he is then to be allowd no more Merit or Mercy 
than the reſt of his Brethren : Of which nothing can be a ſtronger 
inſtance, than the Torrent of Applauſe that was deſervedly thrown 
in upon The Old Batchelor, and the boiſterous Cavils that the 
next Year unreaſonably over-run the ſame Author's Play of The 
Double Dealer : And I am apt to believe, that after the Succeſs 
of The Funeral, it was the ſame Caprice that deſerted The Tender 
Husband; and that all this is not mere Conjecture only, I beg 
leave to relate a Matter of Fact, that perhaps will better incline 
you to my Opinion. M | 
WEN the Heroic Daughter was firſt acted, J had the Curio- 
ſity (not having then any Part in it) ſometimes to flip unſeen in- 
to the Side- Boxes, where I met with the higheſt Mixture of Plea- 
{ure and Mortification :- The Pleaſure was in obſerving the Gene- 
rality of the Audience in a ſilent, fix'd Attention, never tailing, 
by their Looks or Geſtures, to diſcover thoſe pleaſing Emotions of 
the Mind, which I was always confident would ariſe from fo ele- 
vated a Subject: The Mortification was from a Set of well-dreſsd 
merry-making Criticks, who call themſelves The Town, whole pri- 
vate Wit was continually inſulting the publick Diverſion, - by 
their waggiſh Endeavours to burleſque every thing, which ſeem'd 
to have a ſerious Effect on their Neighbours; and treating the 
poor Rogue the Author (who ſtood with his Hat over his Eyes at 
their Elbow) with the utmoſt Inſults, Scandal, and 1 


And when the Play was over, ſome of the ſame. Perſons (which 
had like to have made me laugh) came, and wiſh d me Joy of 
| | its 
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JE 
its Succeſs. But I have ſince ſeen frequent Inſtances, that the 
ſame ſort of Auditors, with a little Management, have been made 
as enterprizing Friends to other Authors, as they were then Ene. 
mies to me: For with ſome leading Man of the Town, or cele- 
brated Wit at the Head of them, they have been often known, by 
their overbearing manner of d to make a wretched ſickly 
Play ſtand 5 upon its Legs for Six Days together: But (as 
in mine, and moſt Caſes). when they are not ſo engag d and mar. 
| thal'd, they naturally run Riot into Miſchief and Cruelty. Up. 
on the whole, till this Accident convinc'& me, I never could be- 
lieve, that to bring a Play upon the Stage was ſo invidious a 
Task: and: as it was with great Reluctance that I from hence re- 
ſ{olv'd never to trouble the Town with another, fo I found it ne- 
ceſſary (while I was a Player at leaſt) not to put People of mere 
Pleaſure and Fortune in mind, that I durſt pretend to any Ta- 
tent that their Footmen might not be equally Maſters of: And if, 
in breach of this Reſolution, I have ſince attempted, in the Non- 
furor, to expoſe the Enemies of our Conſtitution and Liberties, 
it was becauſe I knew the Friends of the Government would ſe- 
cure me a fair Hearing, and from all ſuch Apprehenſions of being 
diſturb'd by the wanton Malice of a few Petits Maitres: not but 
F flatter myſelf, that even its Enemies will allow, I gave their 
Principles fair Play in the Characters. of Sir Fohn Woodville and 
Charles, who were no where ſhewn in a contemptible Light; and, 
I hope, it was no great Malice to make them amiable in their 
Converſion Alff therefore I have not juſtly accounted for the 

Neglect, or Diſcouragement, which moſt of my other Plays met 

with at firſt, I ſhall, however, beg leave of the World to com- 
fort my ſelf, with ſuppoſing, that their preſent Succeſs is now, 
one way or other, owing to their Merit: But J have rambled too 
far from my firſt Deſign, which was to give you 
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An EXAMEN of the Cid and the Heroick 
1 Daughter. 


H E great Beauties of the French Play are, in the tender 
Compaſſion that riſes from the Misfortunes of the two 
Lovers Rodrigue and Chimene; but ſhould we not be much more 
ſenſible of their Diſtreſs, if before we ſaw them unfortunate, we 
were firſt raisd to a proper Admiration of their Perſons and Vir- 
tues: They may indeed, as in the Cid, move us ſimply as Lo- 
vers; but as ſuch Lovers, their Sorrows would certainly ſtrike 
deeper into the Hearts of an Audience. In this point Corneille 
ſeems defective; for he opens his Play with a cold Converſation 
between Chimene and her Suivante, whom Chimene deſires to re- 
peat what Reaſon ſhe had to ſuppoſe the Count her Father was 
inclin d to prefer her fayourd Lover Rodrigue, to his Rival Don 
Hanched. By the way the owns, in the ſame Scene, ſhe has heard 
all this before; but when an Author wants to acquaint his Au- 1 
dience with a neceſſary Fact, nothing is ſo common, as to make Lo 
{ome Perſon in the Play improbably deſirous to hear it over again. 
A poor Shift! we ſee We it, tis lazy———he could not but 
know, that Artis eff celare Artem. After Chimene is inform'd, 
that her Father has allow'd Rodrigue the Perſon moſt worthy of 
her, the thinks the News too good to be true, and is {till (though 
ſhe can't very well tell why) afraid it will come to nothing; and fo 
quaintly walks off, to as little purpoſe as ſhe came on. 
iN all this Scene Chimene utters no one Sentiment, that can 
potibly draw to her the leaſt Eſteem from the Audience; we only 
as jet {ee her a marriageable young Woman, that is willing to have 
| 4 Husband——— A poor ſetting out for the Heroine of a Trage- 
dy; the Hero indeed is leſs faultily manag'd, for he never ap- 
pears till he enters at once into his Piſtreſs of being oblig d to 
ccyenge the Blow his Father had juſt receiy d, upon the Father of 
his Miſtreſs, who gave it. This Incident is doubtleſs of uncom- 
mon Beauty; but had we been better acquainted with the Merit 
dad Dignity of his Paſſion for the Daughter of his Enemy, before 
us critical Entrance on that Occaſion, our Imagination _ 
jave 
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bobſerv'd it had in the ſame Scene of the Cid, when acted at Paris 


Love, and Honour, that muſt make a ſenſible Heart tremble at 
the Infanta, who is ſecretly in love with NRodrigue; but her Ho. 


facrifice her Paſſion to her Glory; and, in order to it, uſes her 
_utmoſt Endeayours to advance his Marriage with: her Rival Chi 


this Epiſode, and ſo very little conducive to the main Deſign, 
that I have left it quite out of the Heroick Daughter, and x 

ply'd the Vacancy with the Character of Belz.ara, ro whom [I 
have given a more natural Intereſt to advance the Marriage of 
Aimena, which is to make Don Sanchez, (whom Belzara is con- 
tracted to) deſpair of her. Corneille ſeems, even in this Scene 
too, to have loſt a fair Occaſion of heightening the Character of 


ſervd, the Audience were prepoſſeſsd with a proper Admiration 


paſſed 
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have had a much higher Alarm at the firſt Sight of them; and 
this was palpably evident, from the different Surprize his fadden 
Appearance gave in the. Heroick Daughter at London, to what! 


IN the Engliſb Play more Care is taken to make the Audience 
ſure, the Son brings with him the higheſt Sentiments of Courage, 


the immediate Diſtreſs, in which his firſt Appearance ſhews him 


TAE ſecond Scene in the Cid breaks into the Apartment of 


nour combating with the Inequality of his Birth, ſhe reſolves to 


mene: There is ſomething ſo romantick, fo cold. and inactive in 


Rodrigue, and preparing the Audience in his Fayour ; but the 
Infanta, in no part of it, mentions the leaſt Motive to - her Pa- 
ſion for him, unleſs that he is a feune Cavalier. 

THE next Scene introduces the Quarrel, and the Blow given 
to the Father of Rodrigue, by the Father of his Miſtreſs, and thus 
is the firſt Scene of the Cid, chat is made uſe of in the Heroict 
Daughter : This Quarrel ſeems too ſudden and unprepar d, and 
wants the Terror that would naturally ariſe from it, if, as I ob- 


of the Lovers, whoſe approaching Ruin they would then be 
more nearly concern d for; and this Concern I have attempted 
to give, by the Preparation of a whole firſt Act in The Heroick 
Daughter, which is intirely unborrowd, and previous to the fut 
Opening Beauties of the Cid: The Heroick Obligations that have | 

between the two Loyers (whom I call Carlos and Xime) 
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before they ſecretly entertain, or publickly avow, their. Paſſion: 
The gentle manner of Aimends firſt ſoftening the Prejudice of 
Alvarez, the ſolemn Interpoſition of the King, to heal the Here- 
ditary Feud of their Families, and his crowning their Reconcile- 
ment with the immediate Union of the Lovers, were all intended 
to give a nn their Paſſiom and conſequently to move the 
Au wich a quicker Senſe of their enſuing Calamities, than 
if (as they are in the Cid) they had been only ſhewn, in their mere 
lawful Deſire of being vertuous Bedfellows. 3 
Tuo Terror ſeems the Favourite Paſſion of Corneille, and 
what he uſually paints in much more lively Colours than his 
Objects of Pity ; yet the fatal Rupture, that ruins the Happineſs 
of theſe Lovers, loſes half its Force and Beauty, for want of Art 
or Pains in preparing it: For Terror muſt certainly riſe in pro- 
portion to the Object it menaces; and we cannot be as much 
concern d for the Misfortunes of Merit unknown, as for what is 
evident and conſpicuous : and till that Rupture happens, we 
are (in the Cid) utter Strangers to the Merit of Rodrigue and 
Chimene. FFF ET = 
Bor beſides all this, the Quarrel itſelf ſeems an Accident 
merely ariſing from the brutal Temper of the Count, and the 
Spectator might as well expect, from the beginning of the 
Scene, that it was to end in a friendly Concluſion of Bar Chil- 
drens Marriage, as their ſo unforeſeen and violent Enmity : And 
tough Surprize is a neceſſary Part of Tragedy, yet that Surprize 
is never to be abrupt; for when it is fo, it is more apt to ſhock 
than delight us : we do not love to be ſtartled into a Pleaſure. 
As an Audience ought never to be wholly let into the ſecret De- 
ſign of a Play, fo they ought not to be intirely kept out of it; 
. you may afely leave room for rhe Imagination to gueſs at the 
nature of the Thing you intend, and are only to ſurprize them 
with your Manner of bringing it about: As in the ſecond Act 


| of Dryden s All for Lowe, where Mark Anthony ſeems confirm'd 
in his Reſolution to part with Cleopatra; yet-when he once con- 
ſents to expoſtulate with her in Perſon, though you eaſily foreſee 
the Conteſt is ro end to her Adyantage, yet you are far from 
loſing the Pleaſure of your Surprize, while it is ſo artfully exe- 
Vour-” dn B b Ex 
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5 136 To the RE ADER. LT, 
| cuted : nay, you have a further Delight, from the private Ap. 
plauſe you give to your own Judgment, in ſo rigntly foreſeeing 
the Concluſion; and to this Reaſon may be attributed the Suc- 
ceſs of moſt Allegorical Writings But here (in this Scene of 
the Quarrel in the Cid) is an important Action brought about, 
and you know not what it means, till it is over. Then indeed 
you lee- What? why, that the hopes of the young Couples 
Wedding are all Blown up: like enough, but the Audience 
have as yet no great Reaſon to be concern d at it, they know 
very little of them. Beſides, the Scene is half over before you 
know who the old Men are, or what their Quarrelling can ſig- 
nify: ſo that your Admiration cannot go along with the Perfor- 
mance, and your Attention is either loft or in pain, till the Au- 
thor explains himſelf; which is afterwards too late, your Imagi- 
nation is not at leiſure to look ſo far back for the Propriety of 
what's paſt; you are then to be intent upon what is to come, or 
elſe 8 5 you have ſeen is but an Interruption to what you are to 
ſee; the Caſe of many a modern Play. This Lazineſs, or want 
of Skill in an Author, does not give an Auditor fair Play for his 
Money; it will not let him ſee all the Play, nor is it enough to 
ſay, the Scene is notwithſtanding natural If you cannot fay | 

it has Art, as well as Nature, you praiſe it but by 8 
ICANN OT omit another Objection to the Character of the 
Count, who is ſo inſolent, fierce, and turbulently vain of his 
Merit, that he is below the Dignity of the Subject: Nor will his 
being a Spantard excuſe it, they are all Spaniards in the Play; 
and though a ridiculous Pride is natural to the Nation, we ate 
Not, by . Rule, to ſhew a Frenchman dancing, Or a Dutchman 
drunk in a Tragedy. In ſhort, he is a mere Miles Clorioſus, and 
makes ſo diſagreeable a Figure, that we have much ado to think 
him an Object worthy of that filial Regard and Duty which Chi. 
mene pays to his Memory. I therefore thought it neceſſary, in 
higher Juſtification of her Sorrows and Virtue, to make him more 
civiliz'd and rational in the Heroic Daughter ;. his honourable 
and open Reconcilement to Alvarez, ; his generous Compal 
ſion for the Diſtreſs of Carlos, whom he had reduc'd to the Ne- 
ceſſity of fighting him; his Humanity and Honour (in 7 1 

| fo 
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ä 118 
fell by his Sword) in bequeathing him his Daughter, were all at- 
tempted to give the Audience, as well as Ximena, a more juſ 
tifiable Regret for the Loſs of him The only Reaſon Cor- 
neille ſeems to have for making him ſo brutal, is to introduce an 
_ unreaſonable Quarrel, from whence all the Diſtreſs of the Play 
was to riſe. I have likewiſe attempted to remove that Objec- 
tion, by 8 the Jealouſy and Reſentment of the Count 
upon the {ubtle Inſinuations of Sanchez, it being the immediate 
(chough diſhonourable) Intereſt of his Love to Ximena, by any 
Artifice to obſtruct her Marriage with Carlos. This Expedient I 
thought would make the Count more excuſable in his violent 
Neil e and might remove the Odium that lay hard upon him 
in the Cid, by throwing it upon Sanchez,, whoſe Character here 
may better endure it. 5 8 
Taz next Scene of Moment that follows the Quarrel, is the 
Challenge, which is deliverd with ſo vaunting a Boaſt by Ro- 
drigue, that one would imagine he thought it firſt prudent to 
frighten his Enemy, before he tought him; and truly, by the Be- 
haviour of the Count, he. ſeems to have carry d his Point: for 
after the Challenge is made, the Count as pleaſantly evades it, 
by pretending to be offended with Rodrigue's Preſumption, in 
calling him to an Account. In ſhort, they debate ſo heartily, 
that you begin to loſe your Apprehenſion of its coming to Miſ- 


chief; for even after they ſeem both determin d, and going out, 


the Count is reſolyd to have t other Chance for reſuming the 
Debate, and ſays briskly to Rodrigue—— Art thou ſo weary of 
thy Life ? But I think nothing can better expoſe the Abſurdicy 
of the Queſtion, than the ſhrewd Anſwer which is made to it, 
viz. What are you afraid to die? There is Reaſon in the An- 
wer, but (between two Men of Honour) there could be none 

tor the Queſtion. | 5 | 
TH1s fort of Behaviour I could not be reconciled to, and 
aye taken the liberty, in the firſt fix Lines of the Scene, to get 
the Challenge accepted with the plain Language of a Man de- 
termined, And though I could not allow them to expoſtulare, 
while their Courage was only in queſtion ; yer I could not help 
anking the Lover, in ſome part of the Scene, owed a Sigh or 
B b 2 two 
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8 70 the READER 

two to the Terrors of his Miſtreſs, and the certain Miſery his 
Honour was then going to reduce her to; which would have been 
ſtill unqueſtionable, though his Regard to her had here ſhewn 
its laſt Effort, to right his Injuries with a bloodleſs Reparation 
For though he had before debared himſelf into a Reſolution of 


revenging them, yet wor is more natural than to ſee Love 
turn back, and back again, for another laſt Adieu. I ſhall here 

beg leave to quote a few Lines from the Scene itſelf,” as the 
ſhorteſt way of 1 how I have conducted it When the 
Place of Meeting is juſt going to be appointed, Carlos ſtops 


ſhort——and ſays to the Count, ; 


One Moments Reſpite for Ximena's ſake, | 3 2 
She has not wrong'd me, and my Heart would ſpare her: 
We both, without a Stain to either's Honour, = 
May pity her Diſtreſs, and pauſe to ſave her. 

Nor need I bluſh, that I ſuſpend my Cauſe, © 
Since, with its Vengeance, her ſure Woes are blended; 
O lay not on her . the Grief e 
Of a mourn d Father, or a Lover's Blood! 

O ! ſpare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears, 
Stop this Effuſion of my oo Homo on 
And heal, if poſſible, its Wounds with Peace. 


To all which, when the Count is immoveable, and grows at | 


laſt impatient of his Reproaches; then Carlos recovers to his 
Honour, and breaks out as follows | 


O ! give'me back that wile ſubmiſſive Shame, 

That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, 

And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance; 
Tet no withhold it! take it, to acquit my Love, 
That Sacrifice was to Ximena due: 


Her helpleſs & ufferings claim d that Pang; and ſance 


J cannot — Di ſhonour to her Arms, 
ed Heart pours forth its laſt Adieu, 


Thus my rac 


Ani makes Libation of its bleeding Peace: ee 
Farewell, dear injur d Softneſs —— Follow me. 


ArTER the Place of Meeting is appointed, Carlos troubles. 
| you with no more of his Love, than by uttering with a Sigh, as 
fe goes out, | 8 | 


Poor Ximena —— 


Which had ſo compaſſionate an Effect upon our Engliſp Hearers, 
that if his Love was then a Weakneſs, it was at leaſt ſuch a one, 
as they heartily forgave him: „ 1 8 
THE next Scene of the Infanta (who is always dropping in, 
like cold Water upon the Heat of the main Action) is for that 
| Reaſon again left out; our Difference otherwiſe is not material, 
till the King receives Notice of the Count's being killed by Ro- 
drigue; which is. ſo lightly related, or to uſe Corneille's own 
words, Sans aucune Narration touchante, and received with ſo 
little Surprize or Curioſity, to know any Circumſtances of the 
Action, that, upon my firſt reading the French Play, I ſcarce 
knew whether I was to believe him dead, or no. I have there- - - 
fore endeayoured, in The Heroick Daughter, to awaken. the Au-- 
dience, by making that Relation more ſolemn: and particular, 
and to prepare the probability of the gooey a which I ſhall 
better account for in its Place: But in the laſt Scene of this ſe- 
, cond Act it muſt be allowed, the Cid begins to ſeize upon the 
Heart of the SpeCtator ; and this is one of thoſe great Beauties 
that have ſo juſtly. given riſe to its Fame. The fluctuating Pity, 
that is ſo finely perplexed between the Tears of. a pious Daughs - 
ter, and the venerable Sorrows of a Father; the happy Skill of 
throwing them both, in the ſame Inſtant, at the King's Feet for 
Juſtice and Mercy, and with Pretenſions ſo equally laudable, is 
an Incident which few Tragedies, either Antient or Modern, can. 
boaſt of. The only liberty I have taken with this Scene, is in 
making the Father plead with more Reſignation, and rather to 
_ his Cauſe to its ſimple Merits, than thoſe of his own paſt. 
eIVICES. . | | . 
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Tur next Act opens with Rourigues appearing in the Apart. Fe 
ment of his Miſtreſs, where he leflens his Character, by juſtify. Wi 
ing his Honour to her Servant: After Chimene too is left. alone 
wich the {ame Servant Elvire, the tos away a great many fine 
Sentiments upon that prating Creatute, who has no Senſe of 
them, but endeavours to comfort her by yulgar Advice, which 
makes Chimene inexcuſable to hear; beſides, the main Action 
cools in. the Converſation. This is avoided in the Heroic 
Daughter, by making Belz.ara the third Perſon in theſe two 
Scenes, who has an Intereſt in ſerving Carlos, yet never is mean or 
diſhonourable in her attempting it. But the next Scene make) 
us ample amends for all we may have juſtly found fault with. 
Tux meeting of Rodrigue and Chimene, throws us into a 
Tenderneſs that is irrefiſtible : This Incident gives the Cid a 
fair an Aſſurance of being immortal, as any modern Poetry can 
hope for. There is ſomething ſo amiable in the Deſpair of Ro- 
drigue, in his natural Diſregard of his Safety, for . reſiſtleſs 
Pleaſure of ſeeing his Miſtreſs ; and we are apt to be ſo ſeized 
with the inſtant Idea of her tender Paſſion breaking through her 
filial Obligations to purſue him, that at the firſt ſight of them ir 
is impoſſible, for an attentive Auditor, not to feel the moſt agree- 
able Tranſport and Aftoniſhment : And ſince the Incident is Cor- 
reille's, and not mine, it may be no Vanity to fay, this Effect 
was evident from the Hurry and buſy Murmur that ran through 
the Audience at its firſt Preſentation in London. And it would 
indeed be a Reflection on our Engliſh Taſte, ro ſuppoſe we 
could be leſs ſenſible than our Neighbours of ſo palpable an 
Excellence: For Corneille, ſpeaking of the Reception of this 
Sene. in gg mag 8 5 

Qu alors que ce malheureux amant ſe preſentoit dewant elle, il mo! 
Selevoit un certain Fremiſſement dans I Ajjemblee, qui marqubit 
une Curioſite merweilleuſe, & un redoublement d Attention pour ce 
qu ils avojent a ſe dire dans un eſtat ſi pitoyable. _ 


An 


Bor allowing it all this Admiration, I have ſome Reaſons to 
offer (to better Judgment) why the Conduct of this Scene in the 
Heroick Daughter, is not implicitely form'd upon the Model of 
that in the Cid. I cannot but think, that Rodrigues entring with 
| ; an 


\ 


790 Fhe READER 191 
an Anſwer to the laſt words of Chimene, muſt be unnatural, if 
ou dont ſuppoſe him to have liſtened at the Door to her pri- 
vate Diſcourſe; and though tis poſſible moſt of our modiſh Cri- 


ticks may own they would have liſtened in his Condition, yet 
that is no Proof that Liſt ning, eſpecially in another Perſon's Houſe, 


is not always the Effect of Meanneſs, III-Manners, or Treache- 
ro; 1 therefore Oe it more reaſonable to let him approach 


her in a mute ſubmiſſive Addreſs, and, to give him time for it, 


have thrown Aimena into a reproachful Aſtoniſhment the moment 


ſhe ſees him: Corneille, after ſome fine Touches of their Diſtreſs, . 


ſuffers him to proceed in Excuſe of his Offence; in which he 
ſeems too fond of * the Man of Honour, and the harſh 
Terms he uſes, in his Juſtification, are too choquant for the Ear 
of an injur d Miſtreſs. Theſe are his words, POR” 


Car enfin ne attens pas de mon Affection, 
| T A . 8 F Ee 
« Un lache repentir d une bonne Action? 


And a little farther ; 


Fe le ferois encore, ſi javois 4 le faire. 


This laſt Line is omitted in the Heroic Daughter, and the firſt are 


ſoften d, by only ſaying, 


« —— How ſhall J repent me of a Crime, 
* Which, uncommitted, had deſervd thy Scorn ?_ 


I Havz endeayourd, in the ſame Speech, to make his Crime 


more pititul, by his pleading the Regard he had to her Peace, in 


irſt endeavouring to reduce her Father into a Temper, that might 
haye ended their Difference with a leſs fatal Reparation; and it 
leems to heighten the Diſtreſs of Aimena, when you ſee her Heart 


is full, and conſcious of the Obligation. 5 


ArrER Chiment has anſwerd his Plea, in the moſt ſublime - 


Sentiments of her filial Duty to purſue him for her Fathers Death, 
Kodrigue inſiſts, that her own Hand alone ought to ſatisfy her 
yy Vengeance. 


1 iy 
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ww Joie READER 1 
Vengeance: I have here made bold to ſhorten their Argument, 
upon this Point, which ſeem a little too near the romantick, and 
Have ſubſtituted one, which I thought more agreeable to Nature; 
where Carlos ſays, . F 


* 


* £ mY 
. 


Lt not the Wratch, once honour d with thy. Love, dif 
Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of 0 Arms, 


; 6 ® * 2 


Be dragg d a publick Spectacle to Fuſtice, 

"To draw the irkſome Pity of a Crowd,  _. 

Who may, with <ulgar Reaſon, call thee cruel;  _ 
My Death from thee will elevate thy Vengeance, 

| And ſhew, like mine, thy Duty jc orn'd Aſpftance. 


o 


Bur the greateſt Omiſſion in this Scene, is that Chimene ſo fa 
forgets her filial Duty, as to take no Precaution, not ſo much a 
his Word of Honour, that Rodrigue ſhall appear to anſwer his 
Crime to the Law; ſhe is indeed concern d for her Reputation, 
and, on that account, only deſires him to leave her; her laſt 
Concern, when they part at the end of the Scene, is, 


« ——Et ſur tout Garde bien, qu on Te Voye. 


This makes their Meeting look too like a modern Intrigue: I have 
therefore endeavoured to give her a better Reaſon for releaſing 
him; when he reproaches her with want of Love, in refuſing his 
Deſire to fall by her Hand, ſhe replies 


Can Hate have Part in Interviews like this ? 
Art thou not now within my power to ſeize ! 

Tet I'll releaſe thee, Carlos, on thy Word; 
Give me thy Mord, that on the Morrow's Noon 
Before the King, in Perſon, thou wilt anſwer, 
And take the Shelter of the Night to leave me. 


Sn ann dd — — e 2 „ wo . aw. Seton. ll ana 8 E n nf. aw... oo. 3 3 


1 e 
I Do not ſee how the Scene could poſſibly be ſaid to have ? 1 
juſt Concluſion, but by this mutual Diſcharge of their Dut) for l 


the preſent: And when Carlos had given his Honour to 3 
the 
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| then indeed tliere is a more pardonable and natural Excuſe for 
the Tenderneſs they fall into; which, though the Reader muſt 
be charm'd with in the Original, I have ventur d to alter, to make 

them more agreeable to the Spectator. bf IN 
Tu next Scene breaks into the Street, where the Father of 
Nodrigue is wandering up and down alone in ſearch of his Son; 

a very ſlender Mark of his Wiſdom, and puts one in mind of 
a vulgar Saying——To look for a Needle, &c. Nay, he does: 

all this, though he has Five Hundred Friends in his Houſe (whom 

he had drawn together to vindicate the Cauſe of his Honour) 

waiting for him; and there is no Excule appears for his leaving 

them alone, 'or why ſome do not attend him Abroad : Where he 

entertains the Audience with a long Account (which he gives to 

himſelf) of his Condition, in pointed Conceits and quaint An- 

titheſes, that would be much prettier in an Epigram———Ar 

laſt he meets with his Son, with whom he falls into a tedious Ar- 

gument; and to comfort his Sorrow for the Loſs of his Miſtreſs, 

tells him, there are more Women than Amena, and would have 

him ſhew the Greatneſs of his Heart, in ſhaking off its Weakneſs 

for her. This ſeems unpardonable, and ſtains the Character of 

the Father; for to ſuppoſe him capable of changing his Miſ- 

treſs, takes away half the Merit of the Son's having reveng d his 

Honour: which, had he not inviolably loved her, had on! 

ſhewn his Courage in common with other Men. The Anſwer the 

Son makes him, indeed is truly Great, which it might eaſily be, 

waen he had ſo diſhonourable a Thought to oppole ; ſo that the 

one Speech is only fine from the other's being improper, E might 

lay, unnatural. This Scene ſeems extremely cold, after the Spirit 

and warm Paſſion in the preceding one; Care ſhould be always 

taken, in ſuch Caſes, not to ſuffer the Attention to languiſh, but 

(as Horace fays —— Semper ad eventum feſtinet) when tlie Sub- 
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ject will not ſuffer us to exceed what is gone before, we ſhould 
at leaſt keep our Hearers awake, by being buſy about new Matter 
and Action, plainly neceſſary to carry on the Story of the Play. 
All that ſeems uſeful in this Scene, is the laſt Speech of it, which 
is the only one that is taken into the Heroict Daughter: 
Vor — 0. ©. "Tere 
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There Alvarez, appears at the Head of his Friends in his om 


Houſe, where his Son may be ſuppoſed, with more probability, 
to come to him: But Corneille honeſtly tells us, in his Examen 
of the Cid, that the Reaſon why he did nor bring on Don 
Diegue, with his Friends about him, was becauſe thoſe Perſonages 


are generally ſupplyd by aukward Fellows and Candle-Snuffers— 
A miſerable Sign of the Lowneſs of the French Theatre, when ſo 


great an Author is forc'd to reſtrain his Fancy, and to commit an 
Abſurdity, to make' his Play fit for the Stage But this not be- 


ing our Caſe here, I had the liberty of Writing as well as I could. 


After Corneille has done his Scene, I have given the Son a Solilo- 
quy, that I thought would be a new Motive to the Compaſſion 
of the Audience; it your Curioſity is as warm as my Vanity 
could with it, you will now turn to it at the End of the Founh 

THE two laſt Acts of the Cid, though in Nature they may 
be finely written, loſe half their Force for want of Art: All thoſe 
oreat Sentiments which Chimene utters to the Infanta, in the be- 
ginning of the Fourth Act, are improper in that Place; for ſhe 


Is not only arguing her Caſe with one that has nothing to do 


with it, but ſhe is merely talking while ſhe ſhould be doing. We 
are impatient for the Iſſue of her Appeal to the King, and it is 
no Excuſe to the Hearer, that the King's Daughter ſtops her by 
the way, when it was in the Poer's Choice to have ſent the King's 
Daughter to Prayers, or any other Employment in the mean 
time — In ſhort, the Author ſeems to want Matter for two Acts 
more, and is reduc'd to theſe Shifts to give the Audience full 


Meaſure for their Money: But the Heroic Daughter, having a 
whole firſt Act added before the Action of the Cid begins, of 


conſequence transfers the Third Act of the French Play into the 
Fourth of the Enghſh ; by which Expedient, the neceſſary Mat- 
ter of the two laſt Acts of the one, are eaſily contain'd in the ſin- 
ole Fifth Act of the other. : ic 
Taz next Prolixity the Cid entertains us with, is the Kings 
ſolemn Reception of r after his Defeat of the Moors; 
which let it be ever ſo juſtly due to the Merit of the Action, 
227 yet 


. 


ve 


* 


RR/᷑oÿ'I?ò wx 
yet, Non nune#rat his locus; all this moves us not, and might 
55 been fuppos d, or related only, that the more immediate 
Buſineſs of the Play might have come forward, as is attempted in 
che Heroick Daughter. e 
BESI DES, the making Rodrigue to give an Account of his 
oyn Victory, muſt either leſſen the Action, or his Character 

Any Friend, who was a Well-wiſher to his Intereſt, muſt certain- 
ly Live been a more proper Herald of his Fame: I have there- 
fore made Alonzo give the Particulars of this glorious Service to 
his Country, and I thought the Audience would be better pleas d, 
if it were given to Aimena, that they might, at the ſame Inſtant, 
ſee the new Conflict it muſt naturally raiſe between her Paſſion 
and her Duty: For though the King is in the Play the Perſon 
moſt concern d to hear it, yet the Spectator is moſt concern d that 
Ximena ſhould hear it, and it offends not either Manners or Pro- 
bability, that the King is ſuppos d to have heard it before. 
WUuEN Limene returns to Court for Juſtice, the King, in 
hopes to appeaſe her, has a mind firſt to make a Diſcovery of her 
Paſſion, and cunningly tells her, that her Deſire of Vengeance is 
anſwer d, for e is dead of his Wounds: At which Chimene 
fainting, his Majeſty fairly bites her, owns he is alive, and that 
he is now convinc d ſhe has no mind to hurt him This Hneſſe 
is needleſs, and ill becomes the Gravity of the Subject; there is 
nothing of it in the Heroick Daughter. 


WELL ! when all will not do, when ſhe finds it is ſo hard to 
make the King more ſenſible of her private Wrongs, than of her 
Lover's late Service to the Publick; it is indeed Time to make 
her loſe her Senſes ; for then, poor Lady! ſhe demands the 
Combat, and is forc'd to call her Vanity and Falſhood to the 
Aſliſtance of her Duty, by propoſing her Perſon as a Reward to 
any Gentleman, that would be the Champion of her Cauſe, if he 
prov'd victorious : This is ſacrificing her Paſſion to her Duty with 
2 vengeance. What an unconſolable Figure would ſhe have 
made, if Nobody had taken up the Cudgels ! 'tis well ſhe knew 


ine was handſome, or that might really have been the Caſe. Bur 


to be ſerious — 
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I TxoveGnr it much more decent and naural, when ſhe | 
was in this Extremity, to let Sanchez, who had before offer d his 
Service, take this fair Occaſion of ſtepping in to her Aſſiſtance; 
tis he, therefore, that, in Aimenas Name, demands the Com. 
bat; and that ſhe might not have the Guilt of flattering him with 
the leaſt Hope, as a Lover, he is made even to diſguiſe the 
Motive to it with his pretended Friendſhip. for her late Father : 
The King's granting the Combat, and the neceſſary Orders about 
it, conclude the fourth Act of the Cilil . 
THE fifth Act begins with Rodriguès abruptly viſiting Chiment, 
without Leave or Excuſe, before he was going to the Liſts. And 
though, in her firſt Words, ſhe pretends to be ſhoch d at his Ap- 
pearance, yet he takes no notice of it, but goes on with his Bu- 
ſineſs, and ſhe as inſenſibly ſinks into Mildneſs and Temper to 

hear it. Here they ſeem too declamatory and romanti:k, which! 
have endeayourd to avoid, by giving a more. ſpirited Turn to 
the Paſſions, and reducing them nearer to common Life; and 
the Expedient, that introduces the Interview itſelf, is, I hope, up- 
on a more pardonable Foundation: For to make theſe two Acts 
into one, in the Heroick Daughter, it was but to contrive this 
Scene naturally to follow the laſt, without leaving the Stage va- 
cant; which is effected by the King's giving Carlos leave to take 
his Farewell of Aimena before his going to the Combat: And 
thus her hearing him, while her Friend Bel g ara is preſent, and in 
the Court, ſeems more excuſable, than her receiving his Viſit in 
open Day, in her private Apartment. And that your Patience 
might not languiſh, the Combat immediately follows his parting 
from her; and though you ſee nothing of that Engagement on 
che Stage, yet your Imagination all the while enjoys it in the 
Alarms and Terrors of Aimena, which, upon every diſtant Sound 
of the Trumpet, ſhe is differently thrown into. And I have al- 
ways obſery'd, that when any thing of moment is heard to be 
doing from behind, that has a warm Effect upon the Actors in 
ſight, it ſeems to give a double Delight to the Audience. This 
Incident is entirely my own, and yet, I flatter myſelf, not the 
leaſt artful in that Play. The Return of Sanchez,, from the Com- 
bat too, is here prepar'd with ſuch Circumſtances, as might more 
e e ' probably 


3 No he READER © 197 
probably lead Aimena into the Miſtake of his being the Victor 
bh all this is 2 interrupted in the Cid, by making the 

Infantas melancholy Paſſion: break into the warmeſt Connection 

of the Story; and Chimene too, for want of having her Imagina- 

tion ſtirrd with ſuch various Notice of the Combat, which the 

Trumpet gives her, falls again into an inactive and declamatory 

Account of her Calamities, which, in a laſt Act, ever ſurfeits the 

Attention. „%% Gl $47 fg $199! 

ArTER the Combat, ſhe accoſts the King with a long Argument, 
on a Suppoſition that Rodrigue is dead, wherein ſhe begs to be re- 
leas d from her Obligation to marry Sanchez, as the Victor, and bar- 
ters to reward him with her Fortune, which ſhe is willing to ſettle: 
upon Sanchez, for his Trouble, provided ſhe may have leave to diſ- 
poſe of her:Perfon in a Nuhnery-—Al this the King hears without 

undeceiving her, as to Rodriewe's being alive, which is not only im- 

probable, bur needleſly carries her Miſtake farther than it will bear, 

to be beautiful. In the Heroick Daughter, the very Inſtant ſhe hints 
at the Death of Carlos, the King rectiſies her Miſtake ; which pre- 
vents that odd Project of compremizing the Matter with $6 af 
and lets the Hearer ſooner into Matter of more Importance. 

The King too here is only an Advocate, not a Tyrant, for Carlos ; 

and Aimena, havin ile no Promiſe to marry the Victor, avoids 

that Violation of her Duty; which, in the Cid, the abſolute 

Power of the King would impoſe on her. But here he is ſo ten- 

der of her Virtue, that he even ſuffers not Carlos to approach her, 

without leave And now we come to the laſt Conflict of her 

Heart, which concludes in a Reſolution, not to truſt her Love in 

tight of him that had killed her Father, but to ſhut her Sorrows: 

from the World in a Cloiſter. And I am of opinion, it was im- 

poſſible, under ſuch Misfortunes, to diſpoſe of her otherwiſe, 

without breaking into the Laws of Honour and Virtue. Well! 
but though you grant me this, we are here {till at a loſs; this 
can be no abſolute Concluſion of the Play, the Matter ſtands juſt 
as it did three Acts ago, the Lovers were parted then, and all we 
have done with them ſince comes to no more. Corneille ſeems to 
be plung d in this Difficulty, and, in my humble Opinion, had 
much better have parted them for ever, than have brought them 

e - _ together 
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ſhort, his Expedient comes to no more than this, that the Ki 
wu her leave, for Decency's ſake, to be yirtuous a Year longer; 


to marry the Man that has killed her Father: As if a diſhonours. 
ble Action could be juſtify'd, by our ſtaying a Year before we 
. 1 NVVBẽ=H oO 


be allow d, that the firſt Happineſs of a Tragick Writer depends 
on his Choice of a proper Subject; without that, his Art and Ge- 


chief Characters are too ſeverely virtuous for the Homeſpun Mo- 


word to expreſs it; and the Perſons that Ve often pity in our Plays, 
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together with ſo wretched a Violation of Chimeie's Character: In 


at after thats expir d, he obliges her. (and ſhe tacitly conſents) 


THERE ſeem'd therefore to me but one way, in nature, to 
bring them decently together, which was by removing the funda- 
mental Cauſe of their og: If therefore, without offending 
Nature or Probability, we can make the Father of Aimena recover 
of his Wounds, I ſee no Reaſon why every Auditor might not in 
Honour congratulate their Happineſs. By this Expedinnr their 
Story is inſtructive, and theſe Heroick Lovers ſtand at laſt two 
fair Examples of rewarded Virtue : But it is now time to con- 
elude. 9 FATS "4 


NoTwiTHSTANDING all our critical Amendments, it muſt 


nius are but a : If therefore there be any thing more, 
than my not being a ſufficient Maſter of Style, that could make 


The Heroick Daughter leſs ſucceſsful than the Cid, I can allow it 
might be likewiſe owing to the Subject, of which, perhaps, the 


tals of our Engliſh Audience: Whereas the French run into the 
other Extreme ; with them your Hero muſt be virtuous, even to 
Romance, or he is inſufferable: but Good-Nature is ſo diſtin- 
guiſhing a Characteriſtick of the Engliſb, that the French have no 


a French Critick would tell you ought to be hanged by Poetical 
Juſtice. But we are ſo tender-hearted, that let the Characters of 
our Tragedies be ever ſo criminal, yet if you can but make 
them penitent and miſerable, reſign d and humble in their Afflic- 
tions, we forget all their old Faults, take them immediately into 
Fayour, and the Handkerchiets of a whole Audience ſhall be wet 
with their Misfortunes. This Effect is trequent ar the Tragedy o 
Venice Preſerv d; where faffeir, after haying been a Conlpirato 

| again 
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againſt his Country from a private Revenge, after his betrayin 


| that Conſpiracy, and the Life of his deareſt-Friend, from the Im- { 


ortunities of a Wife, whom his Weakneſs could nor refift, yet 
makes his Peace with the Audience at laſt, and dies ſurrounded- 
with their Compaſſion : I am therefore convinced, that criminal 
Characters, fo artfully conducted, have much the Advantage of 
the Perfect and Blameleſs; and, perhaps, tis the Narrowneſs of 
the French Genius, that would never let their beſt Authors attempt 
to raiſe Compaſſion upon ſuch bold and natural Foundations. 
But, on the other. fide, it would be. hard to infer from hence 
that Characters, nearer to Perfection, ought not as well to appear 
the Principals of Tragedy: Both Carlos and Ximena have their 
Imperfections, and I allow are moſt to be pity d, when they are 
leaſt able to reſiſt them: I cannot therefore but inſiſt, that the 
Cid has all the Greatneſs, Dignity, and Diſtreſs in the Subject that 
Tragedy requires; and though it may have had too many Hearers 
of an uncultivated Taſte, who think it inclines to the Romantick;; 
yet if Filial Duty, Love, and Honour, in the higheſt Inſtances of 
Self- denial, are not imaginary Virtues, then certainly all its 
Structures are upon exalted Nature. Let the common Practice of 
Mankind be what it will, it is not unnatural to be virtuous; and 
it ought to be more commendable to pity the Misfortunes of the 
Virtuous, than of thoſe who owe their Diſtreſs to their immediate 

criminal Conduct. But I am, notwithſtanding, willing to com- 
pound for the Inference, by granting that when a capable Genius 


0 
ſets himſelf to work, there may juſtly be room for Succeſs. upon 
either Foundation. OM 1 | 
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: „ oft, in formd Aſſemblies of the Fair, 


The ſtrait- lac d Prude will no looſe Paſſion bear, 
— E*....,* Beyond ſet Bounds no Lover muſt addreſs, 
bee But ſecret Hame in diſtant Sighs expreſs; _ 
Tet if by Chance ſome gay Coquette ſails in, ffs 
A joyous Murmur breaks the filent Scene; 
Each Heart reliev'd by her enlivning Fire, 
Feels eaſy Hope, and unconfin'd Deſre : 


zac oh Awe LCL .V = 


Then ſhuddering Prudes, with ſecret Envy burn, 
And treat the Fops, they could not catch, with Scorn. 
So Plays are valu d, not confind to Rules, | 
Thoſe Prudes, the Criticks call them, Feaſts for Fools ; 
And if an Audience gainſt thoſe Rules is warm'd, 
Or by the lawleſs Force q Genius charm'd, 
Their whole Confederate Body is alarm'd: 
Then every Feature's falſe, though ne er ſo taking, 
The Heart's deceiu d, though tis with Pleaſure aking ; 
They'4 prove your Charmer's not agreeable : i 
Thus far d it with the Cid of Fam'd Corneille. 
In France 'twas charg'd with Faults were paſt endaring, 
But ftill had Beauties, that were ſo alluring, | 
It raisd the Envy of .the Grave Richlieu, 
And, ſpite of his Remarks, cramm'd Houſes drew : 
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Of this Alſertion, if the Truth youll know, 
Two Lines will prove it from the Great Boileau: 

En vain contre le Cid un Miniſtre ſe ligue, 

Tout Paris pour Chimene a les veux de Rodrigue. 
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N PROLOGUE. 

In yain oy the Cid the Stateſman arms, 

Paris wit "_ ick Path 2. Ces 

' This proves, When Faſſiun truly wrought appears, 
In P fog imperfect, twill Fe e — 5 Hors : 

Tet think not, | from what's ſaid, doe Rules deſpiſe, 

To raiſe your Wonder from Abſurditie. 

Js France improvd it from the Spaniſh Pen, 

We 957 now Britiſh, 15 rd Body a 
And though loft Tragedy has long ſeem'd dead, 

Tet having lately raisd her aweful Head; 

Te-night, with" Pains and Coſt, we humbly ſtrive 

To keep the Spirit of. that Taſte alive: 

But if, like Phaeton, in Corneille's Cary, - 

Th 250 Muſe unhappily ſhould err ; 


At lea youll own 7 rom glorious Heights | ſhe fel 


And there's Jome Aer i in attempting well. 
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Dramatis 
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Don Ferdinand. "King. = ag ES i Mil. 
FHis late General, and Fa- Mr. C 7 , - 

ther of Don Carlo, ek 

Don Gormaz,, Count ꝙ The preſent General, and: 

of Gormaz; N Father of arena Fo Mr Boot 4 

Don Carlos. In love with Aimena. Mr. Vi „ 
His ſecret Rival, tho late- 

j I betroth d to Belx ara. IM LE 8 

Mr. Thurmond 


Mr. Boman. 


Don Alvarez. 


Don Saxchez.. 


Don Alonzo. 
Don Garcia. 


; Officers of the Court. 


WOMEN. 


Ximena, © Daughter to Gormaz, Mrs. Oldfeld 
Belzara. 1 obo : rfaken by E A Porter. 


The SCENE, 
The Royal Palace in Seville. 
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1 
Alvarez and Carlos. 


LLIANCE ! ha! and with the Race of Gormaz.! 
My mortal Foe! The King enjoins it, ſaidſt thou? 
Let me not think thou could deſcend to ask it: 
Take heed, my Son, nor let the Daughter's Eyes 

: Succeed in what the Father's Sword has fail'd ; 
Since I, to Age, have ſtood his Hate unmoy'd, 15 
Be not thou vanquiſh'd by her Female Wiles, 

Nor ſtain thy Honour with inſulted Love. 


D d 2 — Car. 


HEROICK, DAUGHTER. 
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In Thanks below the Benefit receiv'd, © © 
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204 The Hexorcx Davenrexr. 
Car. O taint not with ſo hard a Thought her Vertues! _ 


Which ſhe has prov'd ſincere from Obligations : 
'Tis, to her Suit, I owe my late Advancement. 
You know, my Lord, the Fortune of this Sword _ 


Redeem'd her from the Moors, when late their Captive ; . | 


= 


For which, at her Return to Court, ſhe fwelld _ 
The Action, with ſuch Praiſes, to the King 
He bad her name the Honours cou'd reward it: 
She, conſcious of our Houſes Hate, ſurpriz'd, 
And yet diſdaining that her Heart ſhould fall 


Warm d, with th' Occafion, begg'd his Royal Favour 


— ; 


Would rank me,-in the Field, the next her Father. 
The King comply'd, and with a Smile inſiſted, 


That, from her own fair Hand, I ſhould receive 


The Grace. This forc'd me then to viſit her: 
To ſay what follow'd from our Interview, 
Might tire, at leaſt, if not offend your Ear. 
Aly. Not ſo, my Carlos, but proceed. 
Car. In brief; | . 
The Queen, who now, in higheſt Favour, holds 
The fair X7mena, ſoon perceiv'd our Paſſion, 


Approv'd, and cheriſh'd it; our Houſes Diſcord 


She knew, of old, had often ſhook the State; 
Whereon ſhe kindly to the King proposd 
This happy Union, as the ſole Expedient, 


To cure thoſe Wounds, and fortity his Throne: \ 


Nay ſhe, Ximena, if I know her Thoughts, 
Chiefly to that Regard reſigns her Heart. 
O! ſhe diſclaims, contemns her Beauty's Power, 
And builds no Merit but on ſtable Vertue. 

Alv. If fo, I ſhould indeed applaud her Spirit. 


Car. Oh! had you ſearch'd her Soul, like me, you would 
Repoſe your Lite, your Fame, upon her Truth. 8 


Alv. On thee, at leaſt, Im ſure I may; I know 
Thou loy'ſt thy Honour equal to Aimena, 


And 
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And to that Guard I dare commit thy Love. 5 
Keep but that Union ſacred - 
Car. When I break it, i; 
May your Diſpleaſure, and Ximena's Scorn, 
Unite their Force, to torture me with Same: Hg LTH 
But ſee ! ſhe comes! her Eye, my Lord, has reach'd you ! 
£ _ [Ximena enters. 


Mark her Concern, the Softneſs of her Fear, 
Oercaſt with Doubt, and Diffidence to meet you; 

One gentle word from you would chace the Cloud, 
And let forth all the Luſtre of her Soul. 2 

Alv. Hail ! fair Ximena—beauteous Brightneſs, hail ! 
Propitious be this Meeting to us all, . 
With equal Joy and Wonder I ſurvey thee: 

How lovelys Vertue in ſo bright a Form 

Thy Father's Fierceneſs all is loſt to thee ; 

Well have thy Eyes reproach'd our Houſes Jars, 

And calm'd the Tempeſts that have wreck'd our Peace, 
What we, with falſe Reſentments, but inflam d, 

Thy nobler Vertues have appeas d with Honour. 

Aim. Theſe Praiſes from another Mouth, my Lord, 
Might dye theſe glowing Cheeks with Crimſon Same; 
But as they flow thus kindly from Alvarez, 
From the Heroick Sire of my Deliverer ; 

As you beſtow them, my exulting Heart, 
Though undelery'd, receives with Joy the Sound: 
But for thoſe Vertues you aſcribe to me, 

Alas ! they are bur copy'd all from thence. 
Carlos, 1 . was brave, victorious, great, 
Compaſhonate——1 am at beſt but grateful 
Coud I be leſs reduced with Obligations? 

Coud I retain our Houſes antient Hate, 

When Carlos Deeds ſo greatly had forgot it? 

It Heay'n had will'd our Feuds ſhould neyer end, 
It wou'd have choſe ſome other Arm to ſave me: 
Bur if its kinder Providence decrees 


4 
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_ » Ximenas 
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 Ximend's yielded Heart ſhould cure thoſe Ills, 


And bind our Paſſions in the Chains of Peace; 

Be witneſs that all-gracious Heaven! Tye gain'd 

The End, the Haven of my Hopes on Earth, 

And fill'd the proudeſt Sails of my Ambition. 
Alv. O Carlos] Carlos ] ve are both ſubdu d! 

Where can ſuch heay'nly Sweetneſs find a be? 

What Gormaz, may reſolve, his Heart can tell, 

But mine no longer can reſiſt ſuch Vertue; 

His Pride perhaps may triumph o'er my Weakneſs, 


And i to inſult Alwarea,: 
Be mine that Shame, but then be mine this Glory, 


That I ſurrender to his Daughter's Merit 
- All chat her Hearr demands, or mine can give ; 
If he's obdurate, let her Wrongs reproach him. 


« 


Don Sanchez and Alonzo obſerving them. 


No Thanks, my Fair; for both, or neither, are 

Oblig'd : Whateyer may be due to me, 

Let Love and mutual Gratitude repay. 
D. San. Death to my Eyes! Alvarez, joins their Hands l) 
Alon. Forbear! is this a Time for Jealouſ) ? Apart. 
D. San. Thou, that haſt Patience then, relieve my Torture.) 
Car. O Ximena ! how my Heart's oppreſs'd with Shame ? 

Thou givſt me a Confuſion equal to 9 

My Joy; I yet am laggard in my Duty, 

J muſt deſpair to reach with equal Vertues 

Dread Gormaz, Heart, as thou haſt touch'd Alvarez. 

Aim. That Hope we muſt to Providence reſign ; 

The King intends this Day to ſound his Temper, 

Which, tho ſevere, I know is generous, 

In Honour great, as in Reſentments warm, 

Fierce to the Proud, bur to the Geatle yielding ; 

The Goodneſs of Alvarez, mult ſubdue him. 

Alon. My Lord, I heard the King enquiring for you. 
Alu. dir, I attend his Majeſty, —1 OP YOu, 


¶ He joins their Hands. 


Vim. 


fred band bend -”  howd ;, ft 


Pr]. TH -<- © Tm. 


68 The HEROICOR D AUGH TER. 207 
Vm. Saw you the Count, my Father, in the Preſence ? 
Alon. Madam, I left him with the King this Inſtant, 
Withdrawn to th' Window, and in Copference. 5 
Vim. Twas his Command I ſhould attend him there. 
Alu. Come, fair Ximena, if thy Father's Far 
Inclines, like mine, unprejudic d to hear: 
His Hate ſubdu d, will Publick Good regard, 
And crown thy Virgin Vertues with Reward. 
e Ie Alv. Car Lim. 
D. San. Help me, Alonzo, help me, or I fink, 2 
ThOppreſſion is too great for Nature's Frame, 
And all my Manhood reels beneath the Load: 
O Rage! O Torment of ſucceſsleſs Love! 
Alon. Alas ! I warn'd you of this Storm before, 
Yet you, incredulous and deaf, deſpis d it; 
But ſince your Hopes are blaſted in their Bloom, 
Since vow'd Aimena never can be yours, 
Forget the Folly, and reſume your Reaſon : 
Recover to your Vows your Love betrotb' d, 
Return to Honour, and the wrong d Belz.ara. 
D. San. Why doſt thou ſtill obſtruct my Happineſs, 
And thwart the Paſſion that has ſeiz d my Soul? 
A Friend ſhould help a Friend in his Extreames, 
And not create, but diſſipate his Fears. | 
Tis true, I ſee Aimenas Heart is given, 
Bur then her Perſon's in a Father's power ; 
He, I've no cauſe to fear, will {light my Offers. 
Thou know'ſt th' Averſion that Alvarez, 
Bars, like a Rock, her Wiſhes from their Harbour: 
While Carlos has a Fear, ſhall I deſpair ? + 
Has not the Count his Paſſions too to pleaſe, 
And will he ſtarve his Hate to feed her Love? 
May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The fair Occaſion of my timely Vows, 
To torture Carlos with a ſure Deſpair, g 
And force Ximena to aſſiſt his Triumph ? 
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In Pride of Vertue may reſiſt her Love, 
Suppreſs the Paſſion, and reſign to Duty). 


. — OO OR 3 4 
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That plod the beaten Road of vertuous Love; 


Whoſe Hopes in Hazards, or in Dangers die : 
Shew me the Object worthy of my Flame, 
Let her be barrd by Obligations, Friends, 


The common Letts that give the Vertuous Awe ; 
My Love woud mounrthe tow'ring Falcon's Height, 


Nay ſhe, perhaps, when his Commands are fix d. 


Alon. Why will you tempt. ſuch Seas of wild Diſquiet, 

When Honour courts you in a Calm to R 

Belz,ara's Charms are yielded to your Hopes, 

Contracted to your Vows, - and warm'd to Love; 

Aimena ſcarce has Knowledge of your Flame, 

Without Reproach ſhe racks you with Deſpair, 

And muſt be perjurd, could her Heart relieve you. 

D. San. Let her relieve me, Ill forgive the Guilt, 

Forget it, ſmothier in her Arms the Thought, Re 

And drown the charming Falſhood in the Joy. 
Alon. What wild Extravagance of youthtul Heat 

Obſcures your Honour, and deſtroys your Reaſon * 


D. San. I am not of that lifeleſs Mould of Men, 


With me tis joyous Beauty gives Deſire, | 
Deſire by Nature gives inſtinctive Hope: 
The Phanix Woman ſets herſelf on "ai 
Hope gives us Love, our Love makes them deſire, 
And in the Rames they raiſe themſelves expire. 


Alon. Nor Love, nor Hope, can give you here Succeſs. 
D. San. Let thoſe deſpair, whole Paſſions have their Bounds, 


By Vows engagd, . by Pride, Averſion, all 


Cut thro them all, like yielding Air, my way, 
And downwards dart me rapid on the Quarry. 

Alon. Farewel, my Lord, ſome other time, perhaps, 
This Rapture may ſubſide, and want a Friend ; 
I ſhall be glad to adviſe, when you can hear. 
But, ſee ! Bel&ara comes, with Eyes confus d, £ 3 = 
1 That 
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That ſpeak ſome new Diſorder in her Heart. . 
wou d you be happy, Friend, be juſt ; 3 . 
Inviolate the Honeſt Vows you've made her. 
Farewel, I leave you to embrace th Occaſion. Exit. 


1 15 Enter Belzara. 

Bel. I come, Don Sanchez,, to inform. you of 
A Wrong, that near concerns our mutual Honour; 
Tis whiſpers thro the Court, that you retract 
Your ſolemn Vows by Contract ſeald to me, 
And with a perjur'd Heart purſue Aimena; Wor 
Such falſe Reports ſhou'd periſh in their Birth 1 
I've done my honeſt Part, and disbeliev d em, 

Do yours, and by your Vows perform d deſtroy them. 

D. San. Madam, this tender Care of me deſerves 
Acknowledgments beyond my Power to pay ; 

Bur Vertue always is the Mark of Malice, aft 0 - = 
Contempt the beſt Return that we can make it. Il. 

Bel. Vertue ſhou'd have fo ſtrict a Guard, as not 9 
To ſuffer even Suſpicion to approach it. 5 Il. | 
For tho, Don Sanchez,, I dare think you juſt, . [| 
Yer while the envious World believes you falſe, 
feel their Inſults, and endure the Shame. 

D. San. Malice ſucceeds when its Reporr's beliey'd ; 
Seem you to flight it, and the Monſter's mute. 

Bel. I coud have hop'd ſome Cauſe to make me light it, 
This cold Concern to 1 my Fears, 

Proclaims the Danger, and confirms them true: 

D. San. Then you believe me falſe? 

Bel. Believe it! Heay'n ! 

Am I to doubt? What even your Looks, your Words, 
Your faint Evaſions faithleſſy confeſs ? 

Ungratetul Man! when you betray'd my Heart, 

lou ſhou'd have taught me too to bear the Wrong. 
D. San. When Tears with Menaces relieve their Grief, 
They flow from Pride, not Tenderneſs diſtreſs'd. 


Vor. II. | Ee _ 5 Bel. 
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210 9 he Hs Rolex Davourrem. 
Bel. Inſulting, horrid Thought! am I accusd 
Of Pride, complaining from a bteaking Heart? 


D. San. Behold tWunthrifty Proof of Woman's Love 


Purſue you with the Sighs of faithful Paſſion, 

But if our honeſt Hearts diſdain the Yoke, 

Or ſeek, from {ſweet Varigty, Relief, 

Alarm'd to loſe, what you deſpis'd ſecure, 

Your trembling Pride retracts its haughty Air, 

And yields to Love, purſuing when we fly. 

Theſe laviſh Tears, when I deſeryd your Heart, 

Had held me ſighing to be more your Slave; 

But to beſtow them when that Heart's broke looſe, 

When more I merit your Contempt than Love, 

Arraigns your Juſtice, and acquits my Falſhood. 
Bel. Injurious, falſe, and barbarous Reproach !. 

Have I with-held my Pity from your Sighs ? 

Or usd with Rigour my once boundleſs Power? 

Am TI not ſworn, by teſtify'd Conſent, 

By ſolemn Vows contracted, , yielded yours? 

But what avails the Force of Truth's Appeal, 

Where th' Offender is himſelf the Judge :? 

Bur yet remember, Tyrant, while you triumph, 

I am Don Henrichs Daughter, whom you dare betray : 

Henrick, whoſe tam'd Revenge of injurd Honour, 

Dares ſtep as deep in Blood, as you in Provocations. 


You ſtarve our pining Hopes with painted Coyneſs; 


D. San. Since then your ſeeming Griet's with Rage reliey'd, 


Hear me, with Temper, Madam, once for all. 

You urge our ſolemn Contract ſworn, I own 

The Fact, but muſt deny the Obligation; 

"Twas not to me, but to a Father's Wall, . 


| To Henrick's dread Commands T0 Pride ſubmitted : . 


Since then your Merits to Obedience due, a 
Seek your Reward from Duty, not from Sanches; 
Lour Slights ro me live yet recorded here, 


1 * 
Nor can your ford Submiſſions now remove them: 


| Ximena's 


3 The Hzno1ck Davanrzs 
Yimend's ſofter Heart has rais'd me to 
A Flame, that gives at once Reyenge and Rapture. 
How far Don Henrick may reſent the Change, 
I neither know, nor with Concern ſhall hear; 
Nay, truſt your rd Patience to inflame him. 
Bel. Inhuman ! vain Provoker of my Heart, i 
need not urge the Ills that muſt o'ertake thee ; 
Thy giddy Paſſions will, without my Aid, 
puniſh their Guilt, and to themſelves be fatal. 
Ximena's Heart is fix'd as far above 
Thy Hopes, as Truth and Vertue from thy Soul. 
To her avenging Scorn I yield thy Love ; 
There, faithleſs Wretch ! indulge thy vain Deſires, 
And ſtarve, like tortur d Tantal in Plenty: 5 | wil 
Gaze on her Charms, forbidden to thy Taſte; 7 bal 
 Famiſh'd and pining at the tempting Feaſt, | Fab 
Still rack d, and reaching at the flying Fair, 
Pur ſue thy Fal ſpood, pt. embrace Deſparr. . [irie 
D. San. So raging Winds, in furious Storms, ariſe, 
Whirl o'er our Heads, and are, when paſt, forgotten. 


3 Enter Alonzo. 
Alon. Why, Sanchez, are you {till refoly'd on Ruin? 
I met Belzara, in diſorderd haſte, 
At Sight of me ſhe ſtopt, and wou'd have ſpoke, 
But Grief, alas! was grown too ſtrong for Words: 
When turning, from my View, her mournful Eyes, 
She burſt into a Show'r of guſhing Tears, 
And in the Conflict of her Shame retir d: 
O yet collect your Temper into Thought, 
And ſhun the Precipice that gapes before you; 
A Moment hence, convincd, your Eyes will ſee 
Amena parted from yaur Hopes for ever. | 
D. San. Why doſt thou double thus my new Diſquiets ? 
ror Pains foreſeen are felt before they come. 
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Enter King, Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos, Ximena, &c.. 


Alon. Behold the King! Alvarez, and her Father, 
Be wiſe, tho late, and profit from the. Iſſue, Ds; 


King. Count Gormaz, you, and you Alvarez, hear; 
Tho' in the Camp your Swords, in Court your Counſe l, 


Have juſtly rais d your Fame to envyd Heights, 
Vet let me ſtill deplore your Race and you, 
That from a long Deſcent of Lineal Heat, 
Your private Feuds as oft have ſhook. the Stat e, 
And what's the Source of this upheld Defiance? 
Alas! the ſtubborn Claim of antient Rank, 
Held from a two- days antedated Honour, 
Which gave the younger Houſe Preheminence. 
How many valiant Lives have eas d our Foes. 

Of Fear, deſtroy'd by this conteſted Title; 
And what's decided by this endleſs Valour, 
Whole Honour yer confeſſes the Superior? 
While both dare die, the Quarrel is immortal:: 
Or ſay that Force, on one Part, has prevail d, 

Is there ſuch Merit in unequal Strength? 

If Violence is Vertue, Brutes may boaſt it: 
Lions with Lions grapple, and diſpute; 
But Men are only great, truly victorious, 

When with ſuperior Reaſon they ſubdue. a] 
Can you then think you are, in Honour, bound. 
To heir the Follies of your Anceſtors ? 

Since they have left you Vertues and Renown, 
Tranſmit not to Poſterity their Blame. 

Alv. and Gor. My Gracious Lord —— 
King. Yet hold, III hear you both. 
Of your Compliance, Gormaz,, I've no Doubt, 
This Quarrel, in your nobler Breaſt, was dying, 

Had not, eAlvarez,, you reviv'd it. 
Alu. I! „% har hi 
Wherein, my Gracious Lord, ſtand I ſuſpected ? 


5 
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King. What elſe could mean that ſullen Gloom you wore, 

That conſcious Diſcontent, ſo ill conceal'd 

In your abrupt Retirement from our Court, 

When late the valiant Count was made our General? 

Was t not your own dea ends you might reſign it? 

Which tho, tis true, you long had fill'd with Honour, 

Was it for you to circumſcribe our Choice? 

Toppoſe, from private Hate, the publick Good, 

And, in his Cafe, whoſe Merit had prefer d him? 

When his fierce Temper, from Reflection calm, 

Inclin d to let the Embers of his Heat expire, 

Was it well done: thus to revive the Flame, 

To wake his jealous Honour to Reſentment, 

And ſhake that Union we had laid to heart? 

If thou haſt ought to urge, that may defend 

Thy late Behaviour, or accuſe his Conduct, 

Unfold it free, we are prepar' d to hear. 


4. Alas ! my Lord, the World misjudges me, 

My Hate ſuppos'd is not ſo deeply rooted, 

Age has allay'd thoſe Fevers of my Honour, 

And weary Nature now wou'd reſt:from Paſſions. 

The noble Count, whoſe warmer Blood may boil, . 

Perhaps is {till my Foe ; I am not his, 

Nor envy him thoſe Honours of his Merir. 

Where Vertue is, I dare be juſt, and ſee it. 

Your Majeſty has ſpoke your Wiſdom in 

Your Choice, for Ihave ſeen his Arm deſerve it ; : 

In all the Sieges, Battles, I haye won, 

TI knew not better to command, than he 

To execute: Thoſe Wreaths of Victory, 

That flouriſh ſtill upon this hoary Brow, . 

impartial I confeſs, his active Sword 

Has lopt from Heads of Moors, and planted there. 
Ning. How has Report, my Gormaz,, wrong'd this Man? 
Mv. Nor was the Cauſe of my Retirement more, 

Than that I found it time to 1 my Age, 


Unfit. 
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Unfit for farther Action, and bequeath 

My Son the needleſs Pomp of my Poſſeſſions 

King. Ist poſſible? Couldſt thou conceal this Goodneſs? 

Cou'd ſecret Vertue take fo firm a Root, "4 

While Slander, like a Canker, killd its 2 * 

Cor mar, if yet thou art not Paſſion's Slave, 

Take thou thyſelf the Glory to reward him. | 
Gor. My Lord, the Paſſions, that have warm'd this Breaſt, 

Yet never ſtirrd but in the Cauſe of Honour. 

Honour s the Spring that moves my active Life, 

And Life's a Torment, while that's Right invaded. 

Shew me the Man whoſe Merit claims my Love, 

Whoſe milder Virtues modeſtly aſſail me, 

And Honour throws me to his Arms a Friend. 

In proof of this, there needs but now to own, 

The generous Advances of Alvarez, 


8 
Have turn d my fierce Reſentments into Shame. 


What can I more? My Words but faintly ſpeak me : 
But ſince my King ſeems pleas'd with my Converſion, 
My Heart and Arms are open to embrace him. 

King. Receive him, Soldier, to thy Heart, and give 
Your King this Glory of your mutual Conqueſt. [They EO 
„ Auſpicious Omen |! 

Car. O tranſporting Hope ! 

D. San. Adders and Serpents mix in their e [ Apart 

King. O Gormaz,! O Atvarez, ! ſtop not here, 

Confine not to yourſelves your ſtinted Virtue; 4 

Bur, in this noble Ardour of your Hearts, 

Secure to your Poſterity your Peace: [Carlos and Ximena at 
Behold the lifted Hands, that beg the Bleſſing, 
The Hearts that burn to ratify the Joy, 

And to your Heirs unborn tranſmit the Glory. 

Gor. Receive her, Carlos, from a Fathers Hand, 
Whoſe Heart by Obligations was ſubdu d. ' 

Av. Accept, Ximena, all my Age holds dear, 
Not to my Bounty, but thy Merit due. 


King. 


yo * 
4s. 


The. Hx Roi k Dau HTE A. 1 

| King. O manly Conqueſt! O exalted Worth ! _ 
What Fane can we offer to applaud it? 
To grace this Triumph of Ximena's Eyes, 
Let publick Jubilee conclude the Day : 
Sound all our ſprightly Inſtruments of War, - 
Fifes, Clarions, Trumpets, ſpeak the general Joy. 

Alv. Raiſe high the Clangor of your lofty Notes, 
Sound Peace at home—— | 

Gor. And Terror to our Foes. ” 

King. Let the loud Cannon from the Ramparts roar, 

Gor. And make the frighted Shores of Africk ring, 

Car. Long live, and ever-glorious live, the King. 

1 © [Trumpets and Volleys at a Diſtance. 
Alu. O may this glorious Day for ever ſtand 5 
Tam d in the Rolls of late recorded Time. 

King. This happy Union fix d, my Lords, wenow : 
Muſt crave your Counſel in our State's Defence— 
Letters this Morn alarm us with Deſigns 
The Moors are forming to invade our Realms; 

But let them be, we're now prepar'd to meet them. 


The Prince that would fit free from foreign Fears, 
Showd firſt with Peace compoſe 2 1 2 5 
Of Hearts united while ſecure at Home, 

His raſh Invaders to their Graves inuſt come. 


BH 
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Euter Don Sanchez. 
Elentleſs Fortune! thou haſt done thy Part, 
LNeglected nothing to oppoſe my Love; 
But thou ſhalt find, in thy Deſpight, Tl on; 
OOO Wert thou not blind indeed, 555 hadſt foreſeen 
The Honour done this Hour to old Alvarez, 21 
His being nam d the Prince's Governor, 
(Which I well know th' ambitious Gormaz, aim d at) 
Muſt, like a Wildfire's Rage, embroil their Union, : 
Rekindle Jealouſies in Gormaz Heart. 
Whoſe fatal Flame muſt bury all in Aſhes: 
But fee, he comes, and ſeems to ruminate, 8 
With penſive Grudge, the King's too partial Favour. 


Gormaz on the other Side. 


Gor. The King, methinks, is ſudden inhis Choice 
'Tis true, I never ſought (but therefore is 
Not leſs the Merit) nor obliquely hinted, 
That I deſir d the Office He has heard 
Me ſay, the Prince, his Son, I thought was now 
Of Age to change his pratling Female Court, 
And claim d a Governor's inſtructive Guidance 
Th Advice, it ſeems, was fit but not th Adviſer — 
Be't ſo -why is Alvares then the Man? 


9 4 * * 
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He may be qualify d, TH not diſpute 
But was not Corma⁊ too of equal Merit? 
Let me not think Alvarez plays me foul — 
That cannot be he knew I would not bear it—— 
And yet why he's ſo ſuddenly preferłrd— 
Il think no more on't——Time will ſoon reſolve me. | 
D. San. Not to diſturb, my Lord, your grayer Thoughts, 
May I preſume ; _ , | FR | 
Gor. Don Sanchez, may command me. 5 
This youthful Lord is ſworn our Houle's Friend, bc 
If there's a Cauſe for jealous Thought, he'll find it. { Aſide. 
D. San. I hear, my Lord, the King has freſh Advice receiy'd 
Of a defign'd Invaſion from the Moors : 
Holds it confirm d, or is it only Rumour ? 
Gor. Such new Alarms indeed his Letters bring, 
But yet their Grounds ſeem'd doubtful at the Council. 
D. San. May it not prove ſome Policy of State? 


Some bugbear Danger of our own creating ? 


The King, I have obſerv'd, is skill'd in Rule, 

Perfect in all the Arts of tempering Minds, 
And for the Publick Good can give Alarms 
Where Fears are not, and huſh them where they are. 


Gor. 'Tis ſo! he hints already at my Wrongs. [Aſide 


D. San. Not but ſuch Prudence well becomes a Prince: 
For Peace at home is worth his deareſt Purchaſe : 
Let he that gives his juſt Reſentments up, 
Tho honour'd by the Royal Mediation, 
And ſees his Enemy enjoy the Fruits 
Muſt have more Vertues than his King to bear it — 
Perhaps, my Lord, I am not underſtood, 
Nay, hope, my jealous Fears have no Foundation; 
Bur when the Ties of Friendſhip ſhall demand it, ; 
Don Sanchez, wears a Sword that will revenge you. [Ooing. 
Gor. Don Sanchez, ſtay———1 think thou art my Friend, 


Thy noble Father oft has ſerv'd me in 


The Cauſe of Honour, and his Cauſe was mine. . 
WWA What 
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What thou haſt ſaid, ſpeaks thee Balthaz.ar's Son, 
I need not praiſe thee more If I deſerve 


Thy Love, refuſe not what my Heart's concern d 


To ask; ſpeak freely of the King, of me, Ts: 
Of old Alvarez, of our late Alliance, 26, 
And what has follow'd ſince ; then ſum the Whole, 

And tell me, truly, where the Accounts unequal. 


D. San. My Lord, you honour with too great a Truſt 


Lg ment of my unexperienc'd Tears; 
Yet for the Time I haye obſervd on Men, 

Tve always found the generous open Heart 
Betray'd, arid made the Prey of Minds below it. 


O! tts the Curſe of manly Vertue, that 


Cowards, with Cunning, are too ſtrong for Heroes: 
And ſince you preſs me to untold my Thoughts, 
I grieve to ſee your Spirit ſo defeated, 

Your juſt Reſentments, by vile Arts of Courr, 


Beguil'd, and melted to reſign their Terror. 


Your honeſt Hate that had, for Ages, ſtood 
Unmov'd, and firmer from your Foe's Defiance, 
Now ſapp'd, and undermin'd by his Submiſſion. 
Alvarez, knew you were impregnable 

To Force, and chang'd the Soldier for the Stateſman; 
While you were yet his Foe profeſs d, 

He durſt not take theſe Honours o'er your Head; 
Had you till held him at his Diſtance due, 

He would have trembled to have ſought this Office: 
When once the King inclin d to make his Peace, 
I ſaw too well the Secret on the Anvil, £ 
And ſoon foretold the Fayour that ſucceeded. 


Alas! this Project has been long concerted, 
_ Reſolv'd in private twixt the King and him, 


Laid out and manag d here by ſecret Agents ; 
While he, good Man, knew nothing of the Honour, 
But, from his ſweet Repoſe, was dragg'd raccept it. 


O! it inflames my Blood to think his Fear 


Shou'd 
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Shou'd get the Start of your unguarded Spirit, 50 
And proudly vaunt it in the Plumes he ſtole 
From you. i 7 

Gor. O Sanchez, ! thou haſt fir d a Thought, 
That was before but dawning in my Mind : 
O! now afreſh it ſtrikes my Memory, 


With what diſſembled Warmth the artful King 
Firſt charg'd his Temper with the Gloom he wore, 
When I ſupply'd his late Command of General. 
Then with what fawning Flatrery to me, 
 eAlvarez,, Fear diſguis d his trembling Hate, 
And ſoothd my yielding Temper to believe him. 
D. San. Not Flattery, my Lord; tho Imuſt grant, 
'Twas Praiſe well eins and therefore skiltul. 
Gor. Now, on my Soul, from him twas loathſome Daubing— 
I take thy Friendſhip, Sanchez,, to my Heart; | 
And were not my Aimena raſhly. promisd—— 
D. San. Ximena's Charms might grace a Monarch's Bed, 
Nor dares my humble Heart admit the Hope ; 
Or, if it durſt, ſome fitter Time ſhou'd ſhew it, 
Refults more preſſing now demand your Thought; 
Firſt eaſe the Pain of your depending Doubt, 
Divide this fawning Courtier from the Friend. 
Gor. Which way ſhall J receive, or thank thy Love? 
D. San. My Lord, you over-rate me now——but lee, 
Alvarez, comes now probe his hollow Heart, 
Now, while your Thoughts are warm with his Deceit, 
And mark how calmly Nel evade the Charge : 
| My Lord, Tm gone. 
Gor. I am thy Friend for ever. 


[ Ex it. 


Enter Alvarez. 

Alv. My Lord, the King is walking forth to ſes 
The Prince, his Son, begin his Horſemanſhip ; 
It you're inclin d to ſee Pie TIl attend you. 
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Cor. Since Duty calls me not, Tve no Delight 

To be an idle Gaper on another's Buſineſs. _ 

You may indeed find Pleaſure in the Office, 

Which you've ſo artfully contriv'd ro fill. 
Alu. Contriv'd, my Lord! Im ſorry ſuch a Thought 

Can reach the Man, whom you've ſo late embrac d. 

Cor. Men are not always what they ſeem : This Honour 

Which, in another's Wrong, you've barter for, 

Was at the Price of thoſe Embraces bought. 


Av. Ha! bought! for Shame ſuppreſs this poor Suſpicion . 


For if you think you can't but be convincd, 

The naked Honour of Alvarez, ſcorns 

Such baſe Diſguiſe—yet pauſe a moment 

Since our Great Maſter, with ſuch kind Concern, 
Himſelf has interpos'd to heal our Feuds, _ 

Let us not thankleſs rob him of the Glory, \ 
And undeſerve the Grace by new falſe Fears. 

Gor. Kings are, alas! but Men, and form'd like us, 
Subject alike to be by Men deceivd : 
The bluſhing Court, from this raſh Choice, will ſee, 
How blindly he oerlooks ſuperior Merit. 

Cou'd no Man fill the Place but worn Alvarez, ? 

Alv. Worn more with Wounds and Victories than Age, 
Who ſtands before him in great Actions paſt ? 

Bur Tm to blame to urge that Merit now, 

Which will bur ſhock wp Reaſoning may convince. 
Gor. The fawning Slave! O Sanchez,! how I thank thee - 
Aly. You have a vertuous Daughter, I a Son, 

Whoſe ſofter Hearts our mutual Hands have rais'd 
Evn to the Summit of expected Joy; 

It no Regard to me, yer let, at leaf 

Your Pity of their Paſſions rein your Temper. 

Gor. O needleſs Care! to nobler Objects now 
That Son be ſure in Vanity pretends, 

While his high Father's Wiſdom is preferr'd 
To guide and govern our Great Monarch's Son, 


. 
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His proud aſpiring Heart forgets Ximena ; 

Think not of him, but your ere Care, 

Inſtruct the Royal Youth to rule with Awe 

His future in 50 trembling at his Frowuwn; 

Teach him to bind the Loyal Heart in Love, 

The Bold and Factious in the Chains of Fear; 

Join to theſe Vertues too your warlike Deeds, 

Inflame him with the vaſt Fatigues you've born, 

But now are paſt, to ſhew him by Example, 

And give him in the Cloſet ſafe Renown. 

Read him what ſcorching Suns he muſt endure ; 

What bitter Nights muſt wake, or ſleep in Arms, 

To countermarch the Foe, to give th' Alarm, 

And to his own great Conduct owe the Day. 

Mark him on the Charts the Order of the Battel, 

And make him from your Manuſcripts a Hero. 
Alu. Il-temperd Man ! thus to provoke the Heart, 

Whole tortur'd Patience is thy only Friend. 
Gor. Thou only to thy ſelf can ſt be a Friend; 

| tell thee, falſe Alvarez, thou haſt wrong d me, 

Haſt baſely robb'd me of my Merit's Right, 

And intercepted our young Prince's Fame; 

His Youth with me had found the active Proof, 

The living Practice of experienc'd War; 

This Sword had taught him Glory in the Field, 

At once his great Example, and his Guard: 

His unfledg d Wings from me had learnt to ſoar, 

And ſtrike at Nations trembling at my Name: 

This I had done, but thou, with ſervile Arts, 

Haſt tawning crept into our Maſter's Breaſt, 

Elbow'd ſuperior Merit from his Ear, 1 

And, like a Courtier, ſtole his Son from Glory. 


Alv. Hear me, proud Man for now I burn to ſpeak, 


Since neither Truth can ſway, nor Temper touch thee; 
Thus I retort with Scorn thy fland'rous Rage: 
Thou! thou the Tutor of a Kingdom's Heir! 
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Thou guide the Paſſions of o'er-boiling Youth, $1 
That can'it not in thy Age yet rule thy own ! 

For ſhame retire, and purge th imperious Heart, 

Reduce thy arrogant, felt-judging Pride, 

Correct the Meanneſs of thy groveling Soul, 

_ Chaſe damn'd Suſpicion from thy manly Thoughts, 
And learn to treat with Honour thy Superior. r 
Cor. Superior! Ha! dar ſt thou provoke me, Traytor ? 

Av. Unhand me, Ruffian, leſt thy Hold prove fatal. 
Gor. Take that, audacious Dorard ! [Strikes him. 
Alv. O] my Blood! _ Jig l = 

Flow forward to my Arm, to chain this Tyger. 

If thou art brave, now bear thee like a Man, 

And quit my Honour of this vile Diſgrace. ; 

| [They fight, Alvarez is diſarm. 


O feeble Life! I have too long endur d thee. 
Cor. Thy Sword is mine; take back th inglorious Trophy, 
Which wou'd diſgrace thy Victor's Thigh to wear; 
Now, forward to thy Charge, read to the Prince 
This Martial Lecture of thy fam'd Exploits; 

And from this wholeſome Chaſtiſement, learn thou 
To tempt the Patience of offended Honour [ Exit. 
Alv. O Rage! O wild Deſpair! O helpleſs Age. 
Wert thou but lent me to ſurvive my Honour ?. 

Am I with martial Toils worn grey, and ſee 

At laſt one Hours Blight lay waſte my Laurels? 

Is this famd Arm to me alone defenceleſs ? 

Has it ſo often prop'd this Empire's Glory, 

Fenc'd like a Rampart, the Caſtilian Throne, 

To me alone diſgraceful ? to irs Maſter uſeleſs ? 

O ſharp Remembrance of departed Glory ! 

O fatal .Dignity, too dearly purchas'd ! 
Now, haughty Gormaz,, now guide thou my Prince; 
Inſulted Honour is unfit t approach him: 

And thou once glorious Weapon, fare thee well, 
Old Servant, worthy of an able Maſter, 


Leave 


De H ROTCR DRUdGRT E R. 
Leave now for ever his abandon'd Side, 


And to revenge him, grace ſome nobler Arm. 
My Son 4 


Enter Carlos. 
O Carlos! can'ſt thou bear Diſhonour ? ä 

Car. What Villain dare occaſion, Sir, the Queſtion? 
Cive me his Name, the Proof ſhall anſwer him. 

Alu. O juſt Reproach! O prompt reſentful Fire! 
My Blood rekindles at thy manly Flame, 
And glads my labouring Heart with Youth's Return. 
Up, up, my Son I cannot {peak my Shame——— 
Revenge, Revenge me ! . 

Car. O my Rage! of what? 

Alu. Of an Indignity fo vile, my Heart 
Redoubles all its Torture to repeat it. 

A Blow! a Blow, my Boy! 

Car. Diſtraction ! Fury! 3 

Alu. In vain, alas ! this Feeble Arm aſſail'd 
With mortal Vengeance the Aggreſſor's Heart: 

He dally'd with my Age, Oerborn, inſulted ; 
Therefore to thy young Arm, for ſure Revenge, 

My Soul's Diftreſs commits my Sword and Caule : 
Purſue him, Carlos, to the World's laſt Bounds, 

And from his Heart tear back aur bleeding Honour. 
Nay, to inflame thee more, thou'lt find his Brow 
Coverd with Laurels, and far tam'd his Prowelſs ; 

Oh! I have ſeen him dreadful in the Field, 

Cut through whole Squadrons his deſtructive Way, 
And ſnatch the Gore-dy'd Standard from the Foe. 

Car. O rack not with his Fame my torturd Heart, 
That burns to know him, and. eclipſe his Glory. 
Av. Tho' I foreſee "twill ſtrike thy Soul to hear it, 
let ſince our gaſping Honour calls for thy 
Reliet— O Carlos! tis Ximena's Father 


Car. 
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Alv. Pauſe not for a Reply I know thy Love, 
I know the tender Obligations of thy Heart, | 
And evn lend a Sigh to thy Diſtreſs. 
I grant Ximena dearer than thy Life; 


But wounded Honour muſt ſurmount them both. 


I need not urge thee more, thou know'ſt my Wrong, 


'Tis in thy Heart, and in thy Hand the Vengeance: 

Blood only is the Balm for Grief like mine 
Whach till obtain d, I will in Darkneſs mourn, 
Nor lift my Eyes to Light, till thy Return: 
But haſte, oertake this Blaſter of my Name, 
Fly ſwift to Vengeance, and bring back my Fame. 

Car. Relentleſs Heaven! is all thy Thunder gone? 

Not one Bolt left to finiſh my Deſpair? 1 

Lie ſtill my Heart, and cloſe thy deadly Wound; 

Stir not to Thought, Reflection is thy Ruin: 

But ſee, the frighred poor Aimena comes, 


And, with her Tremblings, ſtrikes thee cold as Death. 


My helpleſs Father roo, o'erwhelntd- with Shame, 
Begs his Diſmiſſion to his Grave with Honour. 
Aimena weeps, Heart-piercd Alvarez, groans : 
Rage lifts my Sword, and Love arreſts my Arm 
O double Torture of diſtracting Woe ! 1 
Is there no Mean betwixt theſe ſharp Extreams ? 
Muſt Honour periſh, if I ſpare my Love? 

O ignominious Pity ! ſhameful Sottnelſs ! 

Muſt'I, to right Alvarez, kill Ximena f 

O cruel Vengeance! O Heart-wounding Honour! 
Shall I forſake her in her Soul's Extreams, 

Depreſs the Vertue of her filial Tears, 

And bury in a Tomb oyr Nuptial Joy ? 

Shall that juſt Honour that ſubdu'd her Heart, 
Now build its Fame relentleſs on her Sorrows. 
Inſtruct me, Heay'n, that gav'it me this Diſtreſs, 


To chuſe, and bear me worthy of my Being! 
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O Love ! forgive me, if my hurryd Soul 

Shou d act with Error in this Storm of Fortune! 
For Heav'n can tell what Pangs I feel to fave thee ! 
But, hark ! the Shrieks of drowning Honour call ! 
'Tis ſinking, gaſping, while I ſtand in Pauſe, 

Plunge in my Heart, and fave it from the Billows. 
It will be ſo the Blow's too ſharp a Pain, 

And Vengeance has, at leaſt, this juſt Excuſe, 

That even Aimena bluſhes, while I bear it; 

Her generous Heart, that was by Honour won, 
Muſt when that Honour's ſtain'd, abjure my Love. 


O Peace 7 Mind, farewell ! Revenge, I come ! 
And raiſe thy eAltar on a mourm > 


— 


Tomb. 
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The due Submiſſion, which irs Will may force, 


Your Danger's greater from ſuch flighted Mildneſs, 


Than ſhou'd you diſobey its full Commands. 
Cor. The Conſequence, perhaps, may prove it ſo. 


Car. Have you no Fear of what his Frown may do? 
Gor. Has he no Fear of what my Wrongs may do? 


Men of my Rank are not in Hours undone ; 


When I am cruſh, I fall with Vengeance round me. 


Gar. The raſh Indignity you've done eAlvarez, 
Without ſome Proof of Wrong, bears no Excuſe. 
Gor. I am myſelf the Judge of what [I feel; 
feel him falſe, and feeling muſt reſent. 
Gar. Shall it be deem'd a Falſhood to accept 
A Dignity by Royal Hands conterr'd ? 
Cor. He ſhou'd have way it; firſt conſulted me: 


He might have held me ſtill his Friend ſincere, 


Have far d my Fortunes, as a Friend intreating; 
But baſely thus to out me of my Right, 
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HE King is Maſter of his Will and me- 
But be it as it may hat's done's irrevocable. 

Car. My Lord, you ill receive this Mark of Fayour,. 
And, while thus obſtinate, inflame your Fault. 
When Sovereign Power deſcends to ask of Subjects 
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By treacherous Acts to do me private Wrong ö 
Is what I never can forgive, and have reſented. 
Gar. But in this Violence you offend the King, 
The Sanction of whoſe Choice claim'd more Regard. 
Cor. Why am I fretted with theſe Chains of Honour, 
Leſs free than others in my juſt Reſentments ; 
Who, unprovokd myſelf, do no Man wrong, 
But, injur d, am as Storms implacable. 
Car. My Lord, this ſtubborn Temper will undo you. 
Cor. Then, Sir, Alvarez, will be ſatisfy d. 
Car. Be yet perſuaded, and compoſe this Broil. 
Gor. My Reſolution's fix d; let's wave the Subject. 
Car. Will you refuſe all Terms of Reparation? 
Cor. All! all! that are not from my Honour due! 
Car. Dare you not truſt that Honour with your King? 
Gar. My Lite's my King's! my Honour is my own. 
Car. What's then in ſhort your Anſwer? For the King 
Expects it on my firſt Return. 
Gor. Tis this, 
That I dare die, but cannot bow to Shame. 
Gar. My Lord, I take my Leave. 
Cor. Don Carcid's Servant. [Exit Garcia. 
Who tears not Death, fmiles at the Frowns of Power. 


Enter Carlos. 
Car. My Lord, your Leave to talk with you. 
Cor. Be free. =] 
did expect you on this late Occaſion. 
Car. Tm ed to find you do my Honour right, 
And hope you'll not refuſe it wrong'd Alvarez. 
Cor. He had a Sword to right himſelf. 
Car. That Sword is here. 
Gor. Tis well; the Place and let our Time be ſhort. 
Car. One Moments Reſpite: for Ximena's ſake, 
dne has not wrong d me, and my Heart would ſpate her; 
We both, without a Stain to eithers Honour, 3 
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May pity her Diſtreſs, and pauſe to ſave her, 
Nor need I bluſh, that I ſuſpend my Cauſe, 


Since with its Vengeance her ſure Woes are blended ; 3 
Not for myſelf, but for her tender ſake, + 0p 


I bend me to the Earth, and beg for Mercy. 
Let not her Vertues ſuffer for her Love; 

O! lay not on her Innocence the Grief 

Of a mourn'd Father's, or a Lover's Blood: 

O! ſpare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears; 
Stop this Effuſion of my bleeding Honour, 


And heal, if poſſible, its Wounds with Peace. 


Cor. What you have offer d for Aimend's ſake, 


Will, in her Gratitude, be full repaid; 
And for the Peace you ask, thats yours to give: 


Submiſſion tis in vain to hope, for know 

I have this hour refusd it to the King. 
Thy Father's Arts baſely betray'd my Friendſhip-;. 
I felt the wrong, and, as I ought, reveng' d it, 
We're now on equal Terms : bur if his Cauſe. 


So deep is in thy Heart, that thou reſolv'ſt, 


With fruitleſs Vengeance, to provoke my Rage, 


Then thou, not I, art Author of thy Ruin. 


Car. Support me now, Aimena, guard my Heart, 
And bar this preſſing Provocation's Entrance. 
Have I, my Lord, in Perſon wrong d you? 

Gor. No. HO! EN ih 

Car. Why then theſe fatal Cruelties to me? 
That I muſt loſe, or wrong Aimena's Love? 

For ſhe muſt ſcorn me, ſhou'd I bear my Shame; 
Or fly me, tho my Honour ſhou'd revenge it. 

Gor. Place that to thy. Misfortune, not to me. 

Car. Not to you? os 
Am I not torcd by Wrongs, I bluſh to name, 
To proſecute this fatal Reparation ? _ 
Which, had you Temper, or a Feeling here ; 
Had you the Spirit to confeſs your Error, 
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Your Heart's Confuſion had ſubdu'd Alvarex, 
And thrown you at his injur'd Feet for Pardon; 

Gor. It thou comeſt here to talk me from my Senſe, 

Or think'ſt with Words t extenuate his Guilt, 
Thou offer ſt to the Winds thy forceleſs Plea. 
Iwill not bear the mention of his Truth ; 

His Falſhood's here, tis rooted in my Heart, 
And juſtifies a worſe Revenge than I have taken. 

Car. O Patience! Heav'n! O torturd Rage! Not ſpeak! 
The pious Pangs of my torn Soul inſulted! 
Have I for this bow'd down my humble Knee, 

To ſwell thy Triumph o'er my Father's Wrongs, 
And hear him tainted: with. a Traytor's Practice 2. 

O give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame, 

That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, 

And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance: 
Yet no—withhold it, take it to acquit my Love! 
That Sacrifice was to Xzmena. due, | 
Her helpleſs Sufferings claim'd that Pang: And ſince 
I cannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 

Thus my rack d Heart pours forth its laſt Adieus, 
And makes Libation of its bleeding Peace; 
Farewel, dear injurd Softneſs follow me. 
Gor. Lead on yet hold ! ſhould we together forth, 


It may create Suſpicion, and prevent us: 

Propoſe the Place, PII take ſome different Circle. 

Car. Behind the Ramparts, near the Meſtern Gate. 
Cor. Expect me on the Inſtant. 

Car. Poor Aimena |: 3 Exit. 
Cor. Deep as Reſentment lodges in my Heart, 

t leels ſome Pity there for Carlos Paſſion 5 

It ſhall be ſo his brave Reſentment's juſt : [Writes in Tablets. 


And hard his ute — both Ways—- this Legacy | 
Shall right my. Honour, and my Enemy, Exit. 


Enter 
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Am I not bound with double Grief to mourn him? 


Enter Belzara and Ximena. : 5 
Bel. Look up, Ximena, and ſuppreſs thy Fears, 


What tho' a tranſient Cloud o ercaſt thy Jo, 
Shall we conclude from thence a Wreck muſt follow? 


Aim. Can I reſiſt the Fears that Reaſon forms? 
Have I not cauſe to tremble in the Storm? 25 
While Danger, Ruin, and Deſpair's in view? 


Can I reflect on good Alvarez, Shame? 


Whoſe generous Heart took pity on our Love, 
And not let fall a grateful Tear to mourn ite 
Can I behold fierce Carlos, ſtung with his Diſgrace, 
Breaking like Fire from theſe weak-holding Arms, 
And not fink down with Terror at his Rage * 
Muſt I not tremble, for the Blood may follow? 
It by his Arm my hapleſs Father falls, 

Am I not forc'd with Rigour to revenge him? 

It Carlos by my Father's Sword ſhould bleed, 


One gave me Life, ſhall I not revere him? 


The other is my Lite, can I ſurvive him? 
Bel. Her Griefs have ſomething of ſuch mournful Force, 


That tho' not equal to my own, I feel them. 
Aim. Carlos you tee too ſnuns my Sight, no News, 


No Tidings yer arrive, tho'I have enr 


My ſwifteſt Fears a thoufand ways to find him. 
Who can ſupport theſe Terrors of Suſpente 7? 

Bel. Be not thus torn with wild uncertain Fears, 
Carlos may yet arrive, and fave your Peace: 
He is too much a Lover to reſiſt 
The tender Pleadings of Aimenas Sorrow; 
One Word, one Sigh from you arreſts his Arm, 
And makes the Tempeſt of his Rage ſubſide. 


Vm. And fay that I could conquer him; with Tears, 
And Terrors could ſubdue his piteous Heart, 


To yield his Honour and its Cauſe to Love, 
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Can I be r= of in his Fame's Diſgrace : 
Can Love ſubſiſt on Shame, that ſprung from Honour? 
Shall I reduce him to ſuch hard Contempt, | 
And raiſe on Infamy our Nuprial J)? | 
ah no! no Means are left for my Relief: 
Let him reſiſt, or yield to my Diſtreſs, 
Or Shame, or Sorrow's ſure to meet me. 

Bel. Ximena has, I ſee, a Soul refin'd, 
Too Great, too Juſt, roo Noble to be Happy: 
True Vertue muſt deſpair from this vile World > 
To crown its Days with unallay'd Reward. 
But ſee, your Servant is return'd! Good News, - 
Kind Heaven! A og TN ? 


what will the World nor fay of his Compliance ? | 


Enter a Page. : 
Aim. Speak quickly, haſt thou ſeen Don Carlos? 
Page. Madam, where your Commands directed me, 
Tye made the ſtricteſt Search in yain to find him. £ 
Aim. Now, now. Belz.ara, where's that Hope thou gav'|t me? 
Bel. Nor haſt thou gain d no Knowledge of his Steps? 
Has no one ſeen him paſs, or heard of him? 
Page. As I return d, the Centinel, that guards 
The Gate, inform'd me, that he ſaw him ſcarce 
Ten Minutes hence paſs in diſorder d Haſte 
From out this very Houſe alone. 
Bel. Alone? e 
Page. Alone, and after ſoon my Lord, wrapt in- 
His Cloke, without a Servant, followd him. 
Aim. O Heav'n! c 
Bel. No Servant, ſaidſt thou? 
Fare Mos . ²² 
My Lord came forth, the Soldier ſtanding to 
His Arms, he fign'd Forbiddance, and reply'd, - 
deſure you ſaw me not. | 
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 Xim. Then Ruin's ſure, r 
They are engag d, and fatal Blood muſt follow : 
Excuſe, my Dear, this Hurry of my Fate, 
One Moment loſt may prove an Age too late. 
Bel. Howe'er my oy 
I bear a Part in poor Aimena's Griet,  _ 
Tho even the worſt that can befall her Hopes, 
May better be endurd than what I feel! ; 
O!] nothing can deſtroy her Lovers Truch,, 
Carlos may prove Unhappy, not Inconſtant ; 
Whateer Diſaſters may obſtruct her Joy, 
The Comfort of his Truth is ſure to find her; 


That Thought, evn Pains of parting may remove, 


* 


Or fill up all the Space of Abſence with Delight. 
Bur I, alas! am left to my Deſpair alone, 
Confin d to ſigh in Solitude my Woes, 

Or hide with Anguiſh what I bluſh to bear. 

In vain the Woman's Pride reſents my Wrongs, 
Unconquer d Love maintains his Empire ſtill, 
And with new Force inſults my Heart's Reſiſtance. 


Enter Alonzo haſt l 


Alon. Your Pardon, Madam Have you ſeen Lord 


I come to warn him that he ſtir not hence, 
The Guards are order'd to attend his Doors. 
Bel. Alas they are too late! Carlos and he 


Are both gone forth, tis fear d with fatal Purpoſe ; 


And poor Ximena drown'd inTears has follow'd 'em. 
Alon. Then'tis indeed too late: I wiſh my Friend, 
The raſh Don Sarnchez,, has not blown this Fire. 
Be not concern d, Madam, I know your Griefs, 
And, as a Friend, have labour d to prevent em. 
You have not told Ximena of his Falſhood ? 


Bel. Alas! I durſt not; knowing that her Friendſhip 


Wou'd for my ſake ſo coldly treat his Vows, 
5 | - ; WED: | 
That twou'd but more provoke him to inſult me. 


- Ae, 


* 


- 


wn Afflictions preſs my Heart, 


8 

% " 

- I - 

* 5 

'. 
5 Xlt | 
4 ' 
1 
g * 


Cormas 


Alm 


The HEROIU4 R DAuGH TER. 233 
EeAlon. You judge him right, Patience will yet recall him, 
"Tis not his Love, but Pride, purſues Ximena, 
A youthful Heat, that with the Toil will tire: 
Be comforted, III {till obſerve his Steps, 
And, when I find him ſtaggering, catch him back 
To Love, and warm him with his Vows of Honour : 
But Duty calls me to the King Shall! 
Attend you, Madam? "5 5 
Bel. Sir, I thank your Care, | 
My near Concern for poor Ximend's Fate, 
Keeps me impatient here, till her Return. [ Execunt. 


Enter King, Garcia, Sanchez, Attendants. 


King. Since mild Intreaties fail, our Power ſhall force him : 
Cou'd he ſuppoſe his Inſult to our Perſon offer d, = it 
His Outrage done within our Palace-Walls, 

Deſery'd the Lenity we've deign'd to ſhew him: 
Is yet Alonzo with our Orders gone? 
Car. He is, my Lord, but not return'd. 

D. San. Dread Sir! 1 
For what the Count has offer d to Alvarez, 
dare not plead Excuſe ; but, as his Friend, 

Woud beg your Royal Leave to mitigate 

His ſeeming Diſobedience to your Pleaſure. 

Reſtraint, however juſt, oppos'd againſt 

The Tide of Paſhon, makes the Current fiercer, 

Which of itſelf, in time, had ebb'd to Reaſon ; 

Tour Will ſurprizd him in his Heart's Emotion, 

Fer Thought had Leiſure to compoſe his Mind ; 

Grear Souls are jealous of their Honour's Shame, 

And bend reluctant to enjoin'd Submiſſion : 

Had your Commands oblig'd him to repair 

Alvarez, Wrongs, with Hazards in your Service; 

Were it to face the double-number'd Foe, 

| To paſs the rapid Stream thro' Showers of Fire, 
To torce the Trenchment, or to ſtorm the Breach, 
Vo . II. 3 III 
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TIl anſwer he'd embrace with Joy the Charge, 

And march intrepid in Commands of Honour. 
King. We doubt not of his dating in the Field, 

But he miſtakes, if he concludes from thence, _ 

That to perſiſt in Wrong, is Height of Spirit, 

Or to have acted Wrong, is always baſe: 

Perfection's not the Attribute of Man, 

Nor therefore can a Fault confeſs d degrade: him; 

The loweſt Minds have Spirit to offend, 

But few can reach the Courage to confeſs it; 

Submitting to our Will, the Count had loft 

No Fame, nor can we pardon his Refuſal : yy 

What you have ſaid, Don Sanchez, ſpeaks the Friend; 

What we reſolve, tis fit ſhould ſpeak the King 


We both have ſaid enough The Publick now 


Requires our Thought: We are inform d Ten Sail. 
Of warlike Veſſels, mann'd with our old Foes 
The Moors, were late diſcoverd off our Coaſt, 
And ſteering to the River's Mouth their Courſe. | 
Gar. The Lives, Sir, they have loſt in like Attempts- 
Muſt make them cautious to repeat the Danger ; 
This is no Time to fear them. 2 
King. Nor contemn, 
Too tull Security has oft been fatal. 
Conſider with what Eaſe the Flood at Night 
May bring them down tinfult our Capital. 
Let at the Port, and on the Walls, our Guards 
Be doubled, till the Morn, that Force may ſerve ; 
Corma has time d it ill ro be in fault, 
When his immediate Preſence is requir d. 
Gar. My Liege, Alonzo is return d. 


Enter Alonzo. 
King. Tis well! | 
Have you obey'd us? Is the Count confin d? 
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"Alon. Your Orders, Sir, arriv'd unhappil 
Too late ; the Count, with Carlos, was . 
Gone forth, to end their fatal Difference: 
As I came back, I met the gathering Croud 
In Fright, and hurrying to the Weſtern Gate, 
To ſee, as they reported, in the Field 
The Body of ſome murder d Nobleman. 
Struck with my Fears, I haſted to the Place, 
Where to my Senſes Horror, when arrivd, 
found them true, and Gormaz juſt expir d: 
While fair Aimena, to adorn the Woe, 
Bath'd his pale breathleſs Body with her Tears, 
Calling with Cries for Juſtice on his Head, 
Whoſe rueful Hand had done the barbarous Deed : 
The pitying Crowd took part in her Diftreſs, 
And join'd her moving Plaints for due Revenge ; 
While (ome, in kinder Feeling of her Griefs, 
 Remov'd the mournful Object from her Eyes, 
And to the neighbouring Convent bore the Body, 
Which, when committed to the Abbot's Care, 
[ left the preſſing Throng to tell the News. 
King. Ximena's Griets are follow'd with our own; 
For tho, in ſome Degree, the haughty Count 
Drew on himſelf the Son's too juſt Revenge, 
We cannot loſe, without a deep Concern, 
So true a Subject, and ſo brave a Soldier: 
However Pity may for Carlos plead, 
Death ends his Failings, and demands our Grief. 
Alon. Sir, here in the Tablets of th' unhappy Count, 
In his own Hand, theſe written Lines were found. 
King. © Alvarez, wrong'd me in my Maſter's Favour, = 
Carlos is brave, and has deſery'd Ximena. Reading. 
range, generous Spirit, now we pity thee. 
Alon. Behold, Sir, where the loſt Aimena comes, 
Verwhelm'd with Sorrow, to demand your Juſtice. 


Hh 2 Enter 
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Enter Ximena. 
Aim. O Sacred Sir! forgive my Grief's Intruſion, | 


Behold a helpleſs Orphan at your Feet, 
Who, for a Fathers Blood, implores your Juſtice. 


Enter Alvarez, haſtily. 
Alu. Ol turn, dread Royal Maſter, turn your Eyes, 
See on the Earth your faithful Soldier proſtrate, 
Whoſe Honour's juſt Revenge intreats your Mercy. 
Aim. O Godlike Monarch! hear my louder Cries ! 
Alu. O be not to the Old and Helpleſs deaf 
Aim. Revenge yourſelf, your yiolated Laws. 
 Akv. Support not Violence in rude Aggreſſors. 
Aim. Be greatly Good, and do the Injurd Juſtice. 
Atv. Be greater ſtill, and ſhewthe Valiant Mercy. 
Aim. O, Sir! your Crown's Support and Guard is gone; 
The impious Carlos Sword has kill'd my Father. 
Alv. And, like a pious Son, aveng'd his own. 
King. Rite, fair Ximena ! and Alvarez, riſe ! 
With equal Sorrow we receive your Plaints, 
Both ſhall be heard apart—proceed Ximena : 
Alvarez, in your Place you ſpeak, be patient, 
Aim. What can I fay ? but Miſeries, like mine; 
May plead with plaineſt Truths their piteous Cauſe. 
Is he not dead? Is not my Father kill'd ? 
Have not theſe Eyes beheld his ghaſtly Wound, 
And mixt, with fruitleſs Tears, his ſtreaming Blood? 
That Blood which, in his Royal Maſter's Cauſe, 
So oft has ſprung him thro your Foes victorious ; 
That Blood, which all the raging Swords of War 
Cou'd never reach, a young preſumptuous Arm 
Has dard, within your View to facrifice! 
Theſe Eyes beheld it ſtream——Excuſe my Grief, 
My Tears will better than my Words explain me. 
King. Take heart, Aimena, we're inclin'd to hear thee. 


It 


Aim 
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Vim. O! ſhall a Life, fo faithful to the King, 
Fall unreveng d, and ſtain his Glor7? 
Shall Merit, ſo important to the State, 
Be 1 1 to facrilegious Rage, 
And fall the Sacrifice of private Paſſion ? 
Alvarez ſays, his Honour was inſulted ; 
Yet, be it ſo, was there no King to right it? 
Who better cou'd protect it than the Donor ? 
Shall Carlos wreſt the Scepter from your Hand, 
And point the Sword of Juſtice whom to puniſh ? 
O!] it ſuch Outrage may eſcape with Pardon, 
Whoſe Life's ſecure from his ſelf.judging Rage? 
O where's Protection! if Aimend's Tears 
And tender Paſſion could not ſave her Father? 
King. AFvarez,, anſwer her. 
Alv. My Heart's too full ; 
Divided, torn, diſtracted with its Griefs : 
How can I plead poor Carlos Cauſe, when I 
Am touch'd with Pity of Ximena's Woe ? 
Her ſuffering Piety has caught my Soul, 
And only leaves me Sorrow to defend me; 
Ximena 15 a Grief I cannot diſallow, 
Nor dare I hope for Pardon, but your Pity ; 
Carlos even yet may merit ſome 8 
Perhaps Tm partial to his Piety, 


And ſee his Deeds with a fond Father's Eye, 

But that I ſtill muſt leave to Royal Mercy! 

O, Sir, imagine what the Brave endure, 

When the halte Front of Honour is inſulted, 

Her Fame abus d, and raviſh'd by a Blow. 

Oh piercing ! piercing ! muſt the Torture be, 

It ſoft Aimena wanted Power rappeaſle it. 

Pardon this Weakneſs of o'erflowing Nature, 

I cannot ſee ſuch filial Vertue perith, 

And not let fall a Tear to mourn its Hardſhip. _ 
Aim. O my divided Heart! O poor Alvarez. 


} 
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King. Compole thy Griets, my good old Friend, we feel them 
eAlv. If Gormaz, Blood muſt be with Blood reveng d, 
O do not, Sacred Sir! miſplace your Juſtice ; © 
Mine was the Guilt, and be on me the Vengeance: 
Carlos but acted what my Sufferings prompted, 
The fatal Sword was not his own, but mine; e 
I gave it with my Wrongs into his Hand. 
Which had been innocent, had mine been able. 
On me your Vengeance will be juſt and mild 
My Days, alas! are drawing to their End,  _ 
But Carlos ſpar d, may yet hive long to ſerve you. 
Preſerve my Son, and I embrace my Fate, 
Since he has ſav d my Honour from the Grave, 
O lay me gently there to reft for eyer. | | 
King. Your mutual Plaints require our tend'reſt Thought, 
Our Counſel ſhall be ſummon d to aſſiſt us IO 
Look up, my Fair, and calm thy Sorrows, 
Thy King is now thy Father, and will right thee : 
eAlvarez,, on his word, has liberty; 
Be Carlos found to anſwer to his Charge. 
Sanchez,, wait you Aimena to her Ref, _ 
Whom on the Morrow's Noon we full will anſwer. 


Hard is the Tas of Juſtice, where Diſtreſs 
Excites our Mercy, 1 demands Redreſs. [Exeunt. 


- 
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ACT IV. 


Belzara alone, in Ximena's Apartment. 
RE ſome ill-boding Planet muſt preſide, 


Malignant to the Peace of tender Lovers! 
Fa Undone Aimena! O relentleſs Honour! 
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That firſt ſubdu d thy generous Heart, then rais d 


Thy Lover's fatal Arm, to pierce it thro 


Thy Father's Life, and make thy Vertue wretched : 


The hapleſs Carlos too is loſt for ever! 
Condemn'd to fly an Exile from her Sight, 

In whom he only lives! Oh Heav'n ! he's here, 
His Miſeries have made him deſperate. 


Enter Carlos. 


Carlos, what wild Diſtraction has poſſeſsd thee, 


That thus thou ſeek'ſt thy Safety in thy Ruin? 
Is this a Place to hide thy wretched Head, 


Where Juſtice, and Ximena's ſure to find thee ? 
Car. I wou'd not hide me from Ximena's Sight, 


Baniſh'd from her, I every moment die: 
dince I muſt periſh, let her Frowns deſtroy me, 
Her Anger's ſharper than the Sword of Juſtice. 
Bel. Alas! I pity thee, bur would not have 
Thee tempt the firſt Emotions of her Heart, 
While Duty and Reſentment yet tranſport her: 
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2.40 The Hzroitcx DavenTrts 
_ I wait each moment her Return from Court, 
Which now, be ſure, will be with Friends attended. _ 


Wou d you have ſure Revenge, employ this Sword, 


Carlos, you found, would truſt no other Power, 


O fly: for Pity's fake, regard her Fame, 

Shou d you be ſeen, what muſt the World conclude? 
Wou'd you increaſe her Miſeries, to have "£4 
Malicious Tongues report her Love conceald 0  , 

Beneath the Roof, her Father's Murdere. 

But ſee, ſhe comes! O hide thee but a Moment! 
Kill not her Honour too, let that perſuade thee. [ Exit Carlos 
Don Sanchez, here! Oh Heay'ns! how I tremble.  |[ Retire. 


BY Enter Sanchez and Ximena. y 
D. San. This noble Conqueſt, Madam, of your Loye, 
To After-Ages muſt record your Fame ; 1 
Juſt is your Grief, and your Reſentment great, 
And great the Victim that ſhou'd fall before it; 
But Words are empty Succours to Diſtreſs: 
Therefore command my Actions to relieve you. 


My Fortune and my Lite is yours to right you; 
Accept my Service, and you overpay it. 
Bel. O faithleſs, barbarous Man ! but T1 divert 


Thy cruel Aim, and uſe my Power for Carlos. As * 
Aim. O miſerable me! ; , 
Bel. Take Comfort, Madam. 
D. San. Belz,ara here! then I have loſt th'Occaſion * 

Yet I may urge enough to give her Pain: 5 A,. . 

Commanding me, you make your Vengeance ſure. 


Aim. That were tottend the King, to whom I have 
Appeal'd, and whence I now muſt only wait it. 

D. San. Revenge from Juſtice, Madam, moves ſo {low, 
That oft the watchtul Criminal eſcapes it : 
Appeal to your Reſentment, you ſecure it. 


oe Mt ˙¹-A ˙— _ 


And 'tis but juſt you quit him, as he wrong d you. 


Bel. Alas! Don Sanchez,, Madam, feels not Love, 16s 
e little thinks how Carlos fills your Heart; 


What mining Glory J Crinie appears; e 


What Pangs it coſt him to take part with Honout 
That you muſt hate the Hand that could deſtroy him. 
Sanchez, to ſhew the real Friend, would uſe 
His ſecret Int reſt with the King to ſpare him; _ 
For tho you're bound in Duty to purſue him, 
Yet Love, alas! wou'd, with a conſcious Joy, 
Applaud the Power that could, unbid, Flere 1 
Aim. O kind Bel cara! how thou feel ſt my Sufferings, 
Yet I muſt think, Don Sanchez, means me well. 


D. San. Confuſion ! how her ſubtle Tongue has foild me 
e _ 


Madam, ſome other time Ill beg your Leave 

To wait your Service, and approve my Friendſhip. 
Aim. Oh! every Friend, but Carlos, is at hand 

To help me ! Grief, Sir, is unfit to thank you. 
D. San. Oh! if ſuch Beauties midſt her Sorrows ſhine, 

Wha: darting Charms muſt point her ſmiling Eyes ? Exit. 
Aim. At length Im free, at. liberty to think, 

And give my Miſeries a Looſe of Sorrow. 

O Belz,ara ! Carlos has kill'd my Father . 

Weep ! weep my Eyes! pour * your baleful Shows, 

He that in Grief ſhou'd be my Heart's Support, 

Has wrought my Sorrows, and muſt fall their Victim. 

When Carlos is deſtroy d, what Comfort's left me? 

Spite of my Wrongs he ſtill inhabits here: 

O ſtill his fatal Vertues plead his Cauſe; ? 

His filial Honour charms my Woman's Heart, 

And there ey'n yet he combats with my Father. 
Bel. Reſtrain theſe headſtrong Sallies of your Heart, 

And try with Slumbers ro compoſe your Spiriss. 
Aim. O! where's Repoſe for Milery like mine? 

How grieyous Heav'n! how bitter is my Portion? 

O ſhall a Parent's Blood cry unreyeng'd ! | 
Vol. II. —.— 1 — —.—— Shall 
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3 1 2204 x} 2188 1 ul Y nne 1 of 5 f . i . n | Et; 
Shall impious Love ſuborn my Heart to pay. © T 
His Aſhes but unprofitable Tears, [l 
And bury in my Shame.the great Regards of Dury * . : 


Bel. Alas! that Duty is diſcharg'd ; you have _ 
Appeal to Juffice, and ſhou'd wait its Coutte. 
Nor are you bound with Rigour to enforce it; 
His hard Misfortunes may Heerde Compaſſion. 
Aim. O! that they do deſerve it, is my Grief ; 
Cou'd I withdraw my Piry from his Cauſe, ow 
Were Falſhood, Pride, or Inſolence his Crime, 
My juſt Revenge, without a Pang, ſhou'd teach him. 
But as he is ſupported with Excuſe, 
Defended by the Cries of bleeding Honour, 
Whoſe cruel Laws none but the Great obey; 
My hopeleſs Heart is tortur'd with Extteams, 
It mourns in Vengeance, and at Mercy ſhudders:-. 
Bel. O what will bear laſt the dire Reſolve 
Of your allied Sour 8 
Aim. There is but one 5 
Can end my Sorrows, and. preſerve my Fame; 
The ſole Reſource my Miiſeries can habe. 
Is to purſue, deſtroy; then meet him in the Grave. [Going 


Carlos meets hen. 
Amazement! Horror! have my Eyes their Senſe 4 5 
Or do my raving Griefs create this Phantom? = * 
Support me! help me! hide me from the Viſion! _ 
For tis not Carlos come to brave my. Sorrows.. [Carlos kneels: 


MH ZOQH er 


Bel. O turn your Eye in pity of his Griefs, Th 
Reſign d, and proſtrate at your Feet for Mercy. 1 * 
Aim. What will my Woes do with. me? 1 
Bel. Now! | | 1 
Now conquering Love ſhoot all thy Fires to ſave him; NES 
Now ſnatch the Palm from cruel Honour's Brow ; Th 
Maintain thy Empire, and relieve the Wretche !! Th 
O hangupon his Tongue thy thrilling Charms, , 1 
| - 0 
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To hold her Heart, and kill the Hopes of Sanchez; '\ [E mY 


Car. O pierce not thus, with thy offended Eyes, 
The wretched Heart that, of itſelf is breaking. 
Lim. Can I be wounded, and not ſhrink with Pain? 
Can I ſupport with Temper him that ſhed 
My Father's Blood triumphant in my Ruin? 

O Carlos ] Carlos. ! was thy Heart of Stone? 
Was nothing due to poor Aimenas Peace? 
O! 'twas not thus I felt new Pains for thee, _ 
When at my Feet thy 8 75 of Love were pity d, 
And all hereditary Hate forgotten ! 
Tho' bound, in filial Honour, to inſult _ 
Thy Flame, I broke thro all to crown thy Vows, 
And bore the Cenſure of my Race to fave thee : 
And am I thus requited * leſt forlorn ? 
The tender Paſſion of my Heart deſpisd! 
Cou'd not my Terrors move one Spark of Merey ? 
No mild Abatement of thy ftern Revenge? 
T excuſe thy Crime, or juſtify my Love? 
Car. O hear me but a moment. 23 
Xim. O my Heart! 
Car. One mournful word 
Aim. Ah! leave me to deſpair ! . 
Car. One dying laſt Adieu, then wreak thy Vengeance: 
Behold the Sword that has undone thee. ; 


Aim. Ah! ſtain'd with my Father's Blood ! O rueful Object! 


Car. O Ximena ! 

Vm. Take hence that horrid Steel, 
That, while I bear thy Sight, arraigns my Vertue. 

Car. Endure it rather to ſupport Reſentment, 
Tinflame thy Vengeance, and to pierce thy Victim: 
| am more wretched than thy Rage can wiſh me. 

Am. O cruel Carlos! in one Day thou haſt killd 
The Father with thy Sword, the Daughter with 
Thy Sight O yet remove that fatal Object, 
cannot bear the Glare of its Reproach : 

; F123 
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If thou would'ft have me hear thee, hide the Cauſe, 
That wounds Reflection to our mutual Ruin. 
Car. Thus I obey but how ſhall I proceed? 
What Words can help me to deſerve thy Hearing?  - 
How can I plead my wounded Honours Cauſe, - 
Where injurd Love and Duty are my Judges 
Or how ſhall I repent: me of a Crime, | 

Which, uncommitted, had deſery'd thy Scorn * 
Yer think not; O I conjure thee ! think not, | 

But that I bore a thouſand Racks of Love, 


* 


While my conflicting Honour preſs'd for Vengeance. 5 


Or I endur d! ſubmitted evn to Same, 
Begg d, as for Life, for peaceful Reparation !. 
But all in vain! like Water ſprinkled on 


A Fire, thoſe Drops but made him burn the more, 
And only added to thy Father's Fierceneſs. 
Reduced, at laſt, to theſe Extreams of Tortur, 
That I muſt be, or infamous, or wretched,, - 
I ſay'd my Honour, and reſign d to Ruin. | 
Nor think, Aimena, Honour had prevail'd,. 
But that thy nobler Soul oppos'd thy Charms, 
And told my Heart, none but the Brave deſery'd thee. 
Now having thus diſchargd my Honour's Debt, 
And waſted my injur'd Father's Stains away, 
What yet remains of Life, is due to Love. 
Behold the Wretch, whoſe Honour's fatal Fame, 
Is founded on the Ruin of thy Peace 
Receive the Victim, which thy Griefs demand, 
Prepar'd. to bleed; and bending to the Blow. 
Aim. O Carlos], I muſt take thee at thy Word, 
But muſt, with equal Juſtice too, diſcharge 
My Ties of Love, as fatal Bonds of Duty. 
O think not, tho'entorc'd to theſe Extreams, 
My Heart is yet inſenſible to thee ! 
O! I maſt thank thee. for thy painful Pauſe.; 
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The generous Shame thy tortur d Honour bore, 

When at my Fathers Feet my Suff rings threw thee. 

Can I preſent thee in that dear Confuſion, 

And not with pace fel Sighs of Pity mourn thee ? 

I can lament thee, but F dare not pardon; 

Thy Duty done, reminds me of my own; 

My filial Piety, like thine, diſtreſs d, 

Compels me to be miſerably juſt, 

And asks my Love a Victim to my Fame: 

Yet think not Duty coud oer Love prevail, 

But that thy nobler Soul aſſures my Heart, 

Thou would ſt deſpiſe the Paſſion that cou'd ſave thee. 
Car. Since I muſt die, let that kind Hand deſtroy me, 

Let not the Wretch, once honour d with thy Love, 

Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy Arms, 

Be dragg'd a publick Spectacle to Juſtice; 

To draw the irkſome Pity of a Crowd, 

Who _ with yulgar Reaſon, call thee cruel. 

My Death, from thee, will elevate thy Vengeance, 

And ſhew, like mine, thy Duty ſcorn'd Aſſiſtance. 
Aim. Shall I then take Aſſiſtance ? and from thee ? 

Accept that Vengeance from thy Heart's Deſpair? 

No! Carlos! no! | 8 

I will not judge, like thee, my private Wrongs, 

But to the Courſe of Juſtice traſt my Duty, 

Which ſhall, in every Part, untainted flow; 

Unmix d with gain d Advantage Oer thy Love, 

And from its own pure Fountain raiſe my Glory. 8 
Car. O can my Death, with Shame, advance that Glory? 

Can I do more than periſh to appeaſe thee? 

Can my Misfortunes too haye reach'd thy Hate * 
Aim. Can Hate have part in Interviews like this? 

Nay, can I give thee greater Proof of Love, 

Than that I truſt my Vengeance with thy Honour ? 

Art not thou now within my Power to ſeize ?, | 
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. et Ill releaſe thee, Carles, on thy Werd. 

Give me thy Word, chat on the Morrows Non. 

Before the King in Perſon thou wilt anſ wer. 

And take the Shelter of the Night to leave we. 
Car. O! thou haſt found the way to fix m] Ruin! 

It muſt be fo, thou ſhalt have ample Vengeance, 

Purſu'd by thee, my Life's not worth the ſaving; ;; 

Be then r be fatal Honour, my Engagement, 

That at the Hour proposd, I'll meet my Fare———- 

But muſt we part, Aimenq. like {worn Foes * 

Has Love no Senſe of all its periſhd Hopes? 

Diſmiſs my Miſeries, at leaſt, with Pity Fob 

May I not breathe upon this injur'd Boſom 

One parting Sigh to eaſe my wounded Soul, 

And looſe the Anguiſh of a broken Heart? 
Xim. Support me Heayen—we meet again to-morrow. 
Car. To-morrow, we muſt meet like Enemies, 1 

Thy piercing Eyes, relentleſs in Revenge, 

And all the Softneſs of thy Heart forgotten; 

This only moment is our Lite of Love. 

O take not from this little Interval, 0 1 14% anit. 

The poor expiring Comfort that is left me. [Nimm weeps 

My Hearts confounded with thy foft Compaſſion 

And doats upon the Vertue that deſtroys me. 

Aim. O! I ſhall haye the Start of thee in Woe; 

Thou canſt but fall for her thou lovſt; hut what 

Muſt ſhe endure that loves thee — and deſtroys thee 1 | 

Yet, Carlos, take this Comfort in thy Fate. 

That if the Hand of Juſtice ſhou d o'ertake thee, 

Thy mournful Urn ſhall hold Xtmengs Aſhes. 
Car. O Miracle of Love 1 * 

Aim. O mortal Sorrow ! LATEST <3; 

Bur haſte, O leave me while my Heart's reſoly d. 

Fly, fly me, Carles, left thou taint my Fame; 

Leſt, in this ebbing Rigour of my Soul, 


— 


1 


1 


tell thee, tho I proſecute thy Fate, = 
My ſecret With is, that my Cauſe thay fail me. 
Car. O Spirit of Compaſtton ! O Ximena ! ! 
What Pangs and Ruin have our Parents coſt us? 
Farewel, thou Treaſure of my Soul, O ftay ! 
Take not at once my 80 ts Joys = 
While thas I fix me on thy Mes x Eyes, 
Let my Diſtreſſes to Extremes ariſe, 
Victims now ſecure ; for thus to part, 
1 ſate thy Vengeance with a broken Heart. 
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5 [Exeunt. 


Enter Alvatez, with Noblemen, Officers, and others. 


1 Nob. Theſe few, my Lord, are on my Part engag'd, 


un half an Hour Don Henrique de las Torres, 
With Sixty more, will wait upon ydur Cauſe, 

| Reſoly'd, and ready, all like us, to right you: 
| Since the juſt Quarrel of your Houſe muſt live, 
Since the brave Blood of Carlos is purſu d, 

The Race of Cormas, ſhall attend his Aſhes. 


Alv. My Lord, this Mark of your exalted Honobr 


Will bind me ever grateful to your Friendſhip; 
Tho I ſtill hope the Mercy of the King 

Will ſpare the Criminal, whoſe Guilt is Honour. 
The Service I have done the State has found 
A bounteous Maſter always to reward it. 
| Nor am I yer ſo wedded to my Reſt, 

But that I ſtill can, on Occaſion, break it, 
The Moors are anchord now within the River, 
And, as I'm told, near landing to inſult us— 
Wherefore I would entreat you, at this time, 
| To wave my private Danger for the Publick, 
| vince Chance has form d us to ſo brave a Body, 
| Let us not part inactive in our Honour; 
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Lets ſeize this glad Occaſion of th A lamm 
Let's chace theſe Robbers in our King's Defence, 
And bravely merit, not demand his Mercy. 


4 | 144 


; * 


1ſt Nob. Alvarez, may command us, who is ſtil! 
Himſelf, and owns no Cauſe unmix'd with Honour. . 

Alv. How-now ! the News. [Enter a Servant, who 
J 2020 SSN whiſpers Alvarez. 
O Heaven! my Prayers ate kb 


heard! my noble Friends 
Something to our preſent: purpoſe has occatrd; © 
Let me intreat you, forward to the Garden, 
Where you will find a treble Number of - 

Our Forces aſſembl'd on the like Occaſion ; 

Myſelf will in a Moment bring you News, - - 4 
Thar will confirm, and animate our Hopes. [Exeunt Nl 


F 


Enter Carlos. 


My Carlos ! O do live once more tembrace thee, 
Prop of my Age, and Guardian of my Fame! 
Nor think, my Champion, that my Joys thus wild, 
For that thou only haſt revengd my Honour, 
(Tho that's a Thought might bleſs me in the Grave) 
No, no, my Son, for thee am I tranſported ; 
Alas! I am too ſenſible what Plains 
Thy Heart muſt feel from Anguiſh of thy Love; 
And had I not new Hopes that will ſupport thee, - 
Some preſent Proſpect of thy Pain's Relief, 
My Senſe of thy Afflictions would deſtroy me. 

Car. What means this kind Compaſſion of my Griefs ? 
Is there, on Earth, a Cure for Woes like mine! 
O, Sir, you are ſo tenderly a Father, 
So good, I can't repent me of my Duty: 
Be not however jealous of my Fame, 
It yet I mix- your Tranſports with a Sigh, 
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For ruin'd Love, and for the loſt Ximena: ' 
For ſince I drag, with my Deſpair, . my Chain, 
Her ſated Vengeance only can relieve me. 
Alu. No more depreſs thy Spirit with Deſpair, 
While Glory and thy Country's Cauſe ſhould wake it; 
The Moors not yet expected; are arrivC do. 
The Tide, and ſilent Darkneſs of the N ight 
Lands, in an Hour, their Forces at our Gates: 
The - Court's diſmay'd, the People in Alarm, 
And loud Confuſion fills the frighted Town. 
But Fortune, eer this publick Danger reach'd us, 
Had rais'd Five Hundred Friends, the Foes of Gormasz,, 
Whoſe Swords reſolve to vindicate thy Vengeance, 
And here without expect thee at their Head. 
Forward, my Son, their Numbers ſoon may ſwell, 
Suſtain the Brunt. and Fury of the Foe; 
And if thy Life's ſo painful to be born, 
Lay it at leaſt with Honour in the Duſt, 
Caſt it nor fruitleſs from thee ; let thy King 
Firſt know its Value, eer his Laws demand it: 
But Time's too precious to be talk'd away. 
 eAdvance my Son, and let thy —_— ſee, 
What he has loſt in Gormaz, is redeem d in thee. 
Car. Relenting Heay'n at laſt has found the Means 
To end my Miſeries with guiltleſs Honour. 
Why ſhould I live a Burden to my ſelf, 
A Trouble ro my Friends, a Terror to Ximena ? 
Not all the Force of Mercy or of Merit, 
Can waſh a Father's Blood from her Remembrance, 
Or reconcile the Horror to her Love. ; 
let TH not think her Duty ſo ſevere, 
But that ro ſee me fall my Country's Victim 
Wou'd pleaſe her Paſſion, tho it ſhockd her Vengeance: 
t muſt be ſo Dying with Honour, I 
Diſcharge the Son, the Subject, and the Lover. 
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230 The Hz ROC Daventra. 
O! when this mangled Body ſhall be founded 
A bare and undiſtinguiſh'd Carcaſs midſt the Slain, 
Will ſhe not weep in pity of my Wounds, 

And ownher Wrongs have ample Expiation? 


Her Duty then may, with a ſecret Tear, 
Confeſs her Vengeance great, and glorious my Deſpare. 
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ACT v. 


* 


Belzara alone. 


PIT ORIOVUs Carlos, now reſume thy Hopes, 

Demand thy Life, and ſilence thy Aimena: 

2 | Hard were thy Fate indeed, it ſhe alone 

„Should be the Bar to Triumphs nobly purchasd: 
But ſee, ſhe comes, with mournful Pomp of Woe, 

To proſecute this Darling of the People, | 

And damp, with ill-timd Griefs, the publick Joy. 


Enter Ximena in Mourning, attended. 


Ximena ! Oh! I more than ever now 
Deplore the hard Afflictions that purſue thee ; 
While thy whole native Country 1s in Joy, 
Art thou the only Object of Deſpair ? 
ls this a time to proſecute thy Cauſe, 
= en publick Gratitude is bound t oppoſe thee ? 
= Ven on the Head of Carlos, which thy Griefs 
Demand, Fortune has pour'd Protection down? 
Ihe Moors repuls d, his Country ſav d from Rapine, 
His menacd King confirm'd upon his Throne, 
From every Heart bat thine, will find | Voice 
To lift his echo'd Praiſes to the Heavens. 
Kk 2 | Am 
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Vim. Ist poſſible? Are all theſe Wonders true? 
Am I the only Mark of his Miſdoing ? 
Cou' d then his fatal Sword tranſpierce my Father, 

Yet fave a Nation to defeat my Vengeance? 
Still as I paſs, the publick Voice extols 
His glorious Deeds, regardleſs of my Wrongs; 
The Eye of Pity, that but Yeſternight | 
Let fall a Tear in feeling of my Cauſe, 

Now turns away, retracting its Compaſſion, 
And ſpeaks the generat Grudge at my complaining, 
But there's a King, whoſe ſacred Word's his Law; 
Supported by that Hope, I {till muſt on, 
Nor till by him rejected, can be filent. 
Bel. Your Duty ſhould recede, when publick Good 
Muſt ſuffer in the Life your Cauſe purſues. _ 
Aim. But can it be? Was it to 1 apy > | Fre 
The Nation thus tranſported, owes itscSafet77/ 
O let me taſte the Pleaſure and the Pain! 
Tell me, Belzara, tell me all his Glory; _ 
O let me ſurfeit on the guilty Joy 
Delight my Paſſion, and torment my Vertue.. 
Bel. Alonzo, who was preſent, will inform us. 


| + - Zten Alonzo. 
Alonzo, if your Buſineſs will permit. 
Alon. The Abbot, at whoſe Houſe Count Gormasz, lies, » Apart 
Has ſent in haſte to ſpeak. with me; I guels, to 
To fix the Order of his Funeral. | _ »Belz. 
Bel. Spare us at leaſt a Moment from th' Occaſion, 
Aimena has not yet been fully told 
The Action of our late Deliverance ;. 
The Fame of Carlos may compoſe her Sorrows. 
Alon. Permit the Action then to praiſe itſelf; 
Late in the Night at Lord Alvarez, Houle, 
Five hundred Friends were  gather'd in his Cauſe, 
To oppole the Vengeance that purſu'd his Son; 
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But in the common Danger, brave Alvarez, © 
With valiant Carlos at their Head, preterr'd 
The publick Safety to their private Honour, CE 
And march'd with Swords determin d gainſt the Moors. 
This brave Example, eer they reach'd the Harbour, 
Increas d their Numbers to Three Thouſand ſtrong. 
Bel. Where the Moors landed e'er you reach'd the Port ? 
Aon. Not till ſome Hours after; when we arriy'd, 
Our Troops were form'd, Aimena was the Word, 
And Carlos foremoſt to confront the Foe : 
The Moors not yet in view, he order d firſt 
Two Thirds of our divided Force to lie 
Conceal'd ith Hatches of our Ships in Harbour; 
The reſt, whoſe Numbers every Moment {well'd, 
Halted with Carlos on the Shore, impatient, 
And ſilent on their Arms repoſing, paſsd 
The ftill Remainder of the * 1 Night: 
At length the Brightneſs of the Moon preſents 
Near twenty Sail approaching with the Tide ; 
Our Order ſtill obſerv'd, we let them pals ; 
Nor at the Port, or Walls, a Man was ſeen. 
This Deadneſs of our Silence wings their Hopes 
To ſeize th Occaſion, and ſurprize us ſleeping; 
And now they diſembark, and meet their Fate: 
For at the Inſtant they were half on Shore, 
Up roſe the Numbers in our Ships conceal'd, 
And to the vaulted Heaven thunder'd their Huzza's, 
Which Carlos echo'd ſrom his Force. on Shore: 
At this, amaz'd Confuſion feiz'd their Troops, 
And eer their Chiefs could form them to reſiſt, 
We preſsd them on the Water, drove them on 
The Land; then fir d their Ships to ſtop their Flight: 
Howeer at length their Leaders bravely rallying, 
Recoverd them to order, and a while 
Suſtain d their Courage, and oppos'd our Fury: 
Bur, when their burning Ships began to flame, 
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The dreadful Blaze, preſenting to their View, 
(Their ſlaughter d Heaps that fell where Carlos fought, 
For O! he fought, as if to die were Victor) ) 
Their fruitleſs Courage then refign'd their Hopes; 
And now their wounded King, del] me calld 
Aloud, and haiPd. our General to ira er, n 
Whom. Carlos anſwering, 'receiv'd his Priſone: 

: _ At this the reſt had, on Submiſſion, Quarter; PL 7 
= Our Trumpets ſound, and Shouts proclaim our Victory: 
if While Carlos bore his Captive to his Father, N 

Whoſe Heart, tranſported at the Royal Prize, 
Dropt Tears of Joy, and to the King convey d him, 
Where now he's pleading for his Son's Diſtreſs, 
And asks but Mercy for his glorious Triumph. 
Aim. Too much ! it is too much, relentleſs Heavn! 

Th' Oppreſſion's greater than my Soul can bear 
O wounding Vertue ! O my torturd Heart! 

Art only thou forbidden to applaud him? 
Cannot a Nation ſav d appeaſe thy Vengeance? 
Why ! why, juſt Heav'n ! are his Deeds fo glorious, 
And only fatal to the Heart that loves him? 

Bel. Compoſe, Ximena, thy Diſorder, ſee 

The King approaches, {ſmiling on Alvarez, 

Whole Heart oerflowing, guſhes at his Eyes, 

And ſpeaks his Plea too ſtrong for thy Complaint. 

Aim. Then ſleep, my Love, and Vertue arm roppolſe him, 

Let me look backward on his fatal Honour, 
Survey this mournful Pomp of his Renown, 
Theſe woeful Trophies of his conquer d Love, 
That thro' my Father's Lite purſu'd his Fame, 
And made me in his Nuptial Hopes an Orphan : 
O broken Spirit! would'ſt thou ſpare him now, 
Think on thy Father's Blood ! exert-the Daughter, 
Suppreſs thy Paſſion, and demand thy Victim. 
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Enter King, Alvarez, Sanchez, c. 


King. Diſmifs thy Fears, my Friend, and man thy Heart, 

For while his Actions are above Reward, 

Mercy's of courſe included in the Debt; 

Our ableſt Bounty's Bankrupt to his Merit, 

Our Subjects reſcu'd from fo fierce a Foe, 

The Moors defeated, e er the rude Alarm 

Allowd us Time to order our Defence, 

Our Crown protected, and our Scepter fix'd, 

Are Actions that ſecure Acknowledgment. 
eAlv. My Tears, Sir, better than my Words will thank you. 


Enter Garcia. 


Car. Don Carlos, Sir, without attends your Pleaſure, 
And comes ſurrender d, as his Word engag d, 
To anſwer the Appeal of fair Ximena. 
King. Attend him to our Preſence. 
Aim. O my Heart! 5 3 
King. Ximena, with Compaſſion we ſhall hear thee, 
Bur muſt not have thy Griets arraign our Juſtice, 
It in his Judge thou find' ſt an Advocate: 
Not leſs his Virtues, than thy Wrongs will plead. 
Aim. O fainting Caule ! but thus my Griets demand him. 
TY I Vieeling. 
[While the King raiſes Ximena, enter Alonzo, and whiſpers 
Alvarez. 5 
Alu. This Inſtant, ſayſt thou? Can I leave my Son? 
Alon. The Matter's more important than your Stay; 
Make haſte, my Lord. es SER 
Alv. What can thy Tranſport mean ? 
Be plain. > exc | 
Alon. We have no time to loſe in words; 
Away, I fay. 


* h nee ae 
Alv. Lead on, and eaſe my Wonder. Exeunt. 


Enter Carlos, and kneels to the King. 


King. O riſe, my War: ior, raiſe thee to my Breaſt, 
And in thy Maſter's Heart repeat thy Triumphs. 
Car. Theſe Honours, Sir, to any Senſe but mine, 
Might lift irs Tranſports to Ambition's Height; 
But while Aimena's Sorrows preſs my Heart, 
Forgive me, if deſpairing of Repoſe, 
I taſte no Comfort in the Life ſhe ſeeks, 
And urge the Iſſue of her Grief's Appeal. 
King. Ximena, tis moſt true, has loſt a Father, 
: But thou haſt ſay'd her Country from its Fate, 
| And the ſame Vertue, that demands thy Lite, 
Owes more than Pardon to the Publick Weal. _ 
Aim. My Royal Lord! vouchſafe my Gi iefs a Hearing; 
O think not, Sir, becauſe my Spirits faint, | 19; 
That the firm Conſcience of my Duty ſtaggers. 
The Criminal, I charge, has kill'd my Father: 
And tho' his Valour has preſery'd the State, 
Yet every Subject is not wrong'd like me, 
Theretore, with Eaſe, may pardon what they feel nor. 
As he has ſav d a Nation from its Foes _ 
The Thanks that Nation owes him, are but juſt, 
And I muſt join the Ow Voice tapplaud him: 
But all the Tribute, that my Heart can ſpare him, 
Is Tears of Pity ; while my Wrongs purſue him, 
What more than Pity can thoſe Wrongs afford? 
What leſs than Juſtice can my Duty ak? 
It publick Obligations muſt be paid him, 
Let every ſingle Heart give equal Share: 
(Carlos has prov'd, that mine is not ungrateful) 
But muſt my Duty yield ſuch Diſproportion ? 
Muſt on my Heart a Father's Blood be levy'd, 
And my whole Ruin pay the publick Thanks ? 
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If Blood for Blood might be before demanded, 


Is it leſs due, becauſe his Fame's grown greater? 
Shall Vertue, that ſhou'd. guard, inſult your Laws, 
And tolerate our Paſſions to infringe 'em ? 
If to defend the Publick, may excuſe 
A private Wrong, how is the Publick ſafe? 
How is the Nation from a Foe preſery'd, ; 
If every Subjects Life is at his mercy ? 
My Duty, Sir, has ſpoken, and kneels for Judgment. 
Car. O noble Spirit, how thou charm'ſt my Senſe, 1 
And giv'ſt my Heart a Pleaſure in my Ruin — 
King. Raiſe thee, Ximena, and compoſe thy Thoughts, 
As thou to Carlos Deeds haſt ſpoke impartial, 
So to thy Vertue, that purſues him, we 
Muſt give an equal Plaudit of our Wonder : 
Bur we have now our Duty to diſcharge, 
Which far from blaming, ſhall exalt ky own. 
If thy chaſte Fame, which we confeſs ſublime, 
Compels thy Duty to ſuppreſs thy Love, 
To raiſe yet higher then thy matchleſs Glory, 
Preter thy Native Country to them both, 
And to the Publick Tears reſign thy Victim: 
Where a whole People owe their Preſervation, 
Shall private Juſtice do a publick Wrong, 
And teed thy Vengeance with the | reg Sorrow? 
Tim. Is then my Cauſe the Publick's Victim? 
King. No. 
We've yet a Hope to . thy Reſentment, 
And rather would compoſe than ſilence it: 
For if our Arguments ſeem yet too weak 
To guard thy Vertue from the leaſt Reproach, 
Behold the generous Sanction that protects it, 
Read there the Pardon which thy Father gives him, 
And with his dying Hand aſſigns thy Beauties. 
Aim. My Father's Pardon ! 
King. Read, and raiſe thy Wonder. 
Vol. L1 Aim. 
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Aim. (Reads) © Abuarez, wron gd me in my Maſter's Fayout;. | 
Carlos is Brave, and has deſery'd Ximena,  _ PS oy 

Car. O Soul of Honour! now lamented Victory | 

King. Now, fair Ximena, now refume thy Peace, 
Reduce thy Vengeance to thy Father's Will, 
And join the Hand his Honour has forgiven. now 

Aim. All-gracious Heaven! have my ſwoln Eyes their Senſe ? 

D. San. O tottering Hope! but I have yet a Thought, 
That will compel her Vertue to purſue him. 

Aim. Why did you ſhew me, Sir, this wounding Goodneſs?, 
This Legacy, tho fit for him to leave, q vi 8 
Wou'd in his Daughter be Reproach to take: 
Honour unqueſtion d may forgive a Foe, 
But who'll not doubt it when it ſpares a Lover? 
If you propos d to mitigate my Griefs, 
You ſhou'd have hid this cruel Obligation; 
Why wou'd you ſet ſuch Vertues in my View, 
And make the Father dearer than the Lover? 

King. Since with ſuch Rigour thou purtu'ft thy Vengeance; 
And what we meant ſhou'd pacity, provokes it, 
Attend ſubmiſſive to our laft Reſolve : 

For ſince thy Honour's ſo ſeverely ſtrict, 
As not to ratify thy Father's Mercy, | 
We'll right at once thy Duty and thy Lover; 
Give thee the Glory of his Lite purſu'd, 
And ſeal his Pardon to reward thy Vertue. 
Aim. Avert it Heav'n, that e er my guilty Heart 
Shou'd impiouſly inſult a Father's Grave, 
And yield his Daughter to the Hand that kill'd him. 

D. San. Unnatural Thought! Madam, ſuppreſs your Tears, 
Your murder'd Father was my deareſt Friend, 
Permit me therefore in your ſinking Cauſe, 

To offer an Expedient may ſupport it. 

Aim. Whatever Right or Juſtice may, I am bound 
In Duty to purſue, and thank your Friendſhip. 


, ·¹ es. an. wes a. 
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D. San. Thus then to Royal Juſtice I appeal, 
And in Aimenas Right her Advocate, 
Demand from Carlos your Reverſe of Pardon. 
King. What means thy Tranſport? 
D. San. Sir, I urge your Laws, 
And ſince her Duty's forc'd to theſe Extreams, 
There's yet a Law from whence there's no Appeal, 
A Right which even your Crown's oblig'd to _ her, 
The Right of Combat, which I here demand; 7 
And ask her Vengeance from a Champion's Sword. 
Car. O Sacred Sir, I caſt me at your Feet, 
And beg your Mercy would relieve my Woes ; 
Since her firm Duty is inflexible, _ 
Conſign her Victim to the braver Sword. 
Grant this Expedient to acquit my Crime, 
Or ſilence with my Arm her Heart's Reproaches: 
O nothing is ſo painful as Suſpenſe, 
This way our Griefs are equally reliey'd, 
Her Duty is diſcharg'd, your Juſtice crown'd, 
And Conqueſt mul attend Superior Vertue. 
King. This barbarous Law, which yet is unrepeal'd, 
Has often, againſt Right, groſs Wrongs ſupported, 
And robb'd our State of many noble Subjects ; 
Nor ever was our Mercy tempted more 
T oppoſe its Force, than in our Care for Carlos: 
but ſince his Peace depends upon his Love, 
And cruel Love inſiſts upon its Right, 
Well cruſt his Vertues to the Chance of Combat, 
And ler his Fare reproach, or win Ximena. 
Aim. What unforeſeen Calamities ſurround me? 


* 


King. Aimena] now no more complain, we grant 


Thy Suit: Bur where's this Champion of thy Cauſe, 
Whoſe Appetite of Honour is ſo keen, | 
As to contront in Arms this laurelbd Brow, 
And dare the ſhining Terrors of his Sword? 
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D. San. Behold th' Aſſailant of this glorious Hero! oo. 
Your Leave, Dread Sir, thus to appel him forth. Dratos 


Bel. Hold Heart, and ſpare me from the publick Shame. [ Aſide. 
D. San. Carlos, behold the Champion of Ximena, J 
Behold th Avenger of brave Gormaz, Blood, . N 
Who calls thee Traytor to thy injur'd Love, ; 
Ungrateful to the Sighs that pityd thee, 
And proudly partial. thy Father's Falſhood : 
Theſe Crimes my Sword ſhall prove upon thy Heart, 
And to defend Ren dares thee to the Combat. 
Car. Open the Liſts, and give the Aſſailant room, 1 
There on his Lite my injur d Sword ſhall prove, 
This Arm neer drew it but in Right of Honour: N 
Firſt, for thy Slander, Sanchez, I defy thee, 
And throwing to thy Teeth the Traytor's Name, V 
Will waſh th Imputation with thy Blood; T. 
And prove thy Virtue falſe as is thy Spirit: V 
For not Ximena's Cauſe, but Charms, have fir'd thee, BY 
Vainly thou ſteal'ſt thy Courage from her Eyes, Te 
And baſely ſtainit the Vertue that ſubdu'd her. Ci 
D. Fan. O that thy Fame in Arms M 
King. Sanchez,, forbear- a 
Tis not your Tongues muſt arbitrate your Strife, Bu 
Let in the Liſts your Vauntings be approv'd. Th 
Whoſe Arm, Aimena, ſhall defend your Cauſe? An 
Xim. O Force of Duty ! Sir, the Arm of Sanchez. Th 
D. San. My Word's my Gage. An 
King. Tis well; the Lifts are ſet— 
Let on the Morn the Combatants be cited, 
And, Flix, you be Umpire of the Field. ( 
Car. The Valiant, Sir, are never unprepar'd ; For 
O Sir, at once relieve my Soul's Suſpenſe, Is it 
And let this Inſtant Hour decide our Fate. Or | 
D. San. This Moment, Sir I join in that with Carlos. Wh: 
King. Since both thus preſs it, be it now decided: 4 
PR... ready at the Trumpet's Call; Wit 


Tou, 
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You, Felix, when the Combat's done, conduct 
The Victor to our Preſence—Now, Aimena, 

As thou art juſt or cruel in thy Duty, 

Expect the Iſſue will reward or grieve thee : 
Fanche&, ſer forward — Carlos, we allow 
Thy pity'd Love a Moment with Aimena. 


| / [Exit King and Train. 
D. San. A fruitleſs Moment, that muſt prove his laſt. | 
1 * 


Car. Ximena ! O permit me eer I die 
To tell thy Heart, thy hard Unkindneſs kills me. 
Xim. Ah Carlos ! can thy Plaints reproach my Duty? 
Nay, art thou more than Sanchez, is, in Danger? 
Car. Art thou more injur d than thy hapleſs Father ? 
Whoſe greater Heart forgave my Senſe of Honour ? 
Thou can't not think I ſpeak regarding Life, 
Which hopeleſs of thy Love's not worth my Care; 
But Oh! it ſtrikes me with the laſt Deſpair, 
To think that lovd Ximena's Heart had leſs 
Compaſſion than my mortal Enemy ; - 
My Lite had then indeed been worth Acceptance, 
Had thy relenting Throes of Pity ſavd it: 
But, as it 1s purſu'd to theſe Extreams, 
Thus made the Victim of ſuperfluous Fame, 
And doom'd the Sacrifice XZ filial Rigour, . = 
Theſe Arms ſhall open to thy Champion's Sword, | 
And glut the Vengeance, that ſupports thy Glory. 
Aim. Haſt thou no Honour, Carlos, to defend? 
T. rembling. 
Car. How can I loſe what Sanchez, cannot gain? 
For where's his Honour, where there's no Reſillance? | 
Is it for me to guard Ximena's Foe, | ; 
Or turn outrageous on the friendly Breaſt, 
Which her liffreſsful Charms have warm'd to right her ? 
Aim. O cruel Carlos! thus to rack my Heart 


With hard Reproaches, that thou know'ſt are groundleſs : 


Why 
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Why doſt thou talk chus cruelly of Death, MF +14 


And give me Terrors unconceiv'd before? 
What tho my Force of Duty has purſu'd thee? W 
HFaſt thou not left thy Courage to defend thee ! | 
O! is thy Quarrel to our Race revivd, e E 71-4 
Could'ſt thou, to right thy Honour, kill my Father? 9 Ar 
And now not guard it to deſtroy Aimena ? — Sh 
Car. O heavnly Sound! O Joy unfelt before! _ Ke 
Aim. O! Is my Duty then not thought compulſive? | 
Can'ſt thou believe I'm pleas'd while I purſue thee M 
Or think ſt thou I'm not pleas d the King preſery'd thee ? 1 


And that thy Courage yet may ward my Vengeance? 
O it thou knew'ſt what Tranſports fill'd my Heart, 
When firſt I heard the Moors had fled before thee, 
Thy Love wou'd feel Confuſion for my Shame, 
And ſcarce forgive the Paſſion thou reproach'| : 1, 
O Carlos, guard thy Life, and ſave Ximena l 0 
Car. And ſave Aimena ! O thou haſt fir d my Heart 


With animated Love, and ſav'd thy Carlos — 


[ Sound Trumpets 
But hark the Trumpet calls me to rhe Liſt. 
Aim. May Heaven's high Care, and all its Angels guard thee. 
Car. Words wou d but wrong my Heart, my Sword ſhall ſpeak it: 
Sanchez,, I come — impatient to chaſtiſe 
Thy Love, which makes thee now the Criminal; 
I might have ſpar'd thee, had the Rival ſſept, 
But boldly thus avow'd, thou art worth my Sword — 
'Tis ſaid the Lion, tho' diſtre(sd for Food, 
Eſpying on the Turt the Huntſman ſleeping, 
Reſtrains his Hunger, and forbears the Prey: 
But when his rouzing Foe, alarm'd and ready, 
Uplifts his Javelin brandiſh'd to aflail him, 
The generous Savage then erects his Creſt, 
Grinds his ſharp Fangs, and, with fierce Eyes.inflam'd, 
Surveys him worthy of his Rage defy d, 
Furious, uprearing, ruſhes on the Game, 


And 
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And crowns at once his Vengeance and his Fame. IExit. 
Vim. O glorious Spirit! O hard- fated Vertue ! 
With what Reluctance has my Heart purſu'd thee? 
Bel. Was ever Breaſt, like mine, with Woe divided? 
fear the Dangers of the faithleſs Sanchez,, 
And tremble more for his dread Sword's Succeſs : 
Shou'd Carlos fall — What ſtops him from Ximena ? 
Keep down my Sighs, or ſeem to rife for her. WY 
Xim. Tell me, Belzara, was my Terror blameful ?. 
Might not his Paſſion make my Heart relent, 
And feel, at ſuch a Time, a Pang to fave him? 
Bel. So far was your Compaſſion from a Crime, 
That tis th exalted Merit of your Duty; | 
Had Carlos been a Stranger to your Heart, 
Where were the Vertue, that your Griefs purſu'd him-?. 
Were it no Pain to loſe him, where the Glory? 
The Sactifice that's great, muſt firſt be dear ; 
The more you love, the nobler is your Victim. 
Aim. Thy partial Friendſhip ſees not ſure my Fault, 
doubt my youthtul Ignorance has etrt'd, ”— 
And the ſtrict Matron, ey ſevere, 
May blame this Weakneſs of my Woman's Heart: 
But let her feel my Tryal firſt, and if 
Se blames me then, I will repent the Crime. | 
| | [Sound Trumpet at a Diſtance. 
Hark ! hark! the Trumpet! O tremendous Sound! 8 
Belzara ! O the Combat is begun, 8 
The agonizing Terror ſhakes my Soul, 
Help me! ſupport me! with thy friendly Comforts; 
O tell me what my Duty owes a Parent, 
And warm my Wiſhes in his Champion's Favour— 
| On Heav'n ! it will not, will not be! my Heart 
kebels, and, ſpire of me, inclines to Carlos, 
Who now again, in Sanchez,, fights my Father; 
Now he attacks him, preſſes, now retreats 
Again recoyers, and reſumes his Fire; 


* 
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Now grows too ſtrong, and is at laſt triumphant ! 
Bel. Reſtrain thy Thoughts, collect thy Conſtancy, 
Give not thy Heart imaginary Wounds, 
Thy Vertue muſt be Providence's Care. 3 
Aim. O guard me, Heavn Help me to ſupport it! ah! 
— 5 [Trumpets and Shouts. 
'Tis done, thoſe dreadful Shouts proclaim the Victor; 
If Carlos conquers, ſtill Tye loſt a Father ; 
And if he periſhes, then die Aimena. 
Bel. Conquer who may, no Hope ſupports Bel ara. 


Enter Garcia. 


Came you, Don Garcia, from the Combat? 

Gar. Madam, | ©. 13 
The King, to ſhew he diſapproves the Cuſtom, „ 
Forbad his own Domeſticks to be preſent. [ Shouts nearer. 
Bur I preſume 'tis done, theſe Shouts confirm it; 


Hence from this Window, we may gueſs the Victor. 


Aim. O tell me quickly, while I've Senſe to hear thee. 
Car. O Heavn ! tis Sanchez, I ſee him, with his Sword, 
In Triumph preſſing thro' the Crowd his way. 

Aim. 9 . thou'rt ſure deceiv d! O better yet 
Inform thy dazled Eyes. 5 

Gar. Tis certain he | 
For now he ſtops, and ſeems to warn them back; 
The Crowd retires, I ſee him plain, and now 
He mounts the Steps that lead to this Apartment. 

Aim. Then fatal Vengeance, thou art dearly fared, 
Now Love unbounded may o'erflow my Heart, 
And Carlos Fate, without a Crime, be mourn'd : 


O Sanchez, ! if poor Carlos told me true, 


It twas thy Love, not Honour, tought my Cauſe, 
Thy Guilt has purchas'd, with thy Sword, my Scorn, 
And made thy Paſſion wretched as Ximena. 


Bl 
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Bel. Oh Heay'n ſupport her nobler Reſolution— 
But ſee he comes to meet the Diſappointment. - 


26 


Enter Don Sanchez, and lays his Sword at Ximena's Het. 


D. San. Madam, this Sword that in your Cauſe was drawn—— 
Vim. Staind with the Blood of Carlos, kills Yimena. 
D. San. I come to mitigate your Griefs. 
Aim. Avant, avoid me, wing thee from my Sight ; 
O thou haſt given me, for Revenge, Deſpair, 
Haſt raviſh'd with thy murderous Arm my Peace, 
And robb'd my Wiſhes of their deareſt Object. 
D. San. Hear me but ſpeak _ - 
Aim. Can ſt thou ſuppoſe 'twill pleaſe me, 
To hear thy Pride triumphant, paint my Ruin, 
Vaunt thy vain Proweſs, and reproach my Sorrows ? 
D. San. Thoſe Sorrows, wou'd you hear my Story— 
%%% c ĩ HE Mn 
To Regions diſtant, as thy Soul from Joy, 
Fly, and in gloomy Horrors waſte thy Life: 
Remorſe, and pale Affliction wait thee to 
Thy Reſt, Repoſe forſake thee, frightful Dreams 
Alarm thy Sleeps, and, in thy waking Hours, 
May Woes, like mine, purſue thy Steps for ever. 


Enter King. 


King. What, {till in Tears, Aimena! ſtill complaining! 
Cannot thy Duty's full Diſcharge content thee? 
Repin ſt thou at the Act of Providence? 

And think'ſt thy Cauſe ſtill wrong d in Heaven's Decree ? 
Aim. O far, Sir, from my Soul be ſuch a Thought, 
I bow ſubmiſſive to high Heaven's Appointment, 

But is Affliction impious in its Sorrow? 

Tho Vengeance to a Father's Blood was due, 


Vor Mm 
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Is it leſs glorious, that I priz d the Victim? no 
Has Nature loſt its Privilege to-weepy ???: 
When all that's valuable in Life is gone ? 
O Carlos ! Carlos ! I ſhall ſoon be with the. 

King. Are then theſe Tears for Carlos—O Ximena ! 

1 The vanquiſh'd Sanchez has deceiv'd thy Grief, 
| And made this Tryal of thy generous Hearr, 
| For know thy Carlos lives, and lives to adore thee. 
| Aim. What means my Royal Lord? 
King. Inform her, Sanchez. n 

D. Fan. The Fortune of the Combat I had told before; 

Had, Sir, her Fright endur d my Speech; 7 
I wou'd have told you, Madam, as oblig d | 

In Honour to the conquering Sword of Carlos, 
How nobly, tor your ſake, he ſpar d your Champion; 
When on the Earth ſuccumbent, and difarm'd, 

L lay : Live, Sanchez, ſaid the generous Victor, 

* The Lite that fights Aimends Cauſe, is Sacred; 
Take back thy Sword, and at her Feet preſent | 

Ihe glorious Trophy which her Charms have won, 

© The laſt Oblation, that Deſpair can make her.” 
Touch'd with the noble Fullneſs of his Heart, 
1 flew to execute the grateful Charge; 

But, Madam, your Affright miſtook the Victor, 

And your impatient Griefs refus'd me Audience. 
4 King. Now think, Aimena, one moment think for 
. Carlos ! 4s 

. Aim. O Love! O perſecuted Heart! 

Inſtruct me, Heaven, to ſupport my Fame, 

To right my Paſſion, and revere my Father. 

D. San. And now, with juſt Confuſion, Sir, I own 
In me 'twas guilty Love, that drew my Sword; 
But ſince th Event has crown'd a nobler Paſſion, 

I plead the Merit of that Sword's Defeat, 
Regret the Error, and intreat for Pardon. 
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King. Sanchez,, thy Crime is puniſh'd in itſelf, - 
We late have heard of thy retracted Vows, _ 
Which on thy ſtrict Allegiance we enjoin 
Thy Honour, inſtantly to ratify : 
Suppreſs thy Tears, Belz,ara, he ſhall right thee. 
Aim. Tis fixt, a Beam of heay'nly Light breaks forth, 
And ſhews my ruin'd Peace its laſt Reſource. 

Car. Don Carlos, Sir, attends your Royal Pleaſure. 
King. Has he your Leave, Ximena, to approach ? 
Xim. O, Sir! yet hold, I dare not ſee him now, 

While my depending Juſtice was my Guard, | 
I law him fearleſs from Aſſaults of Love: 

Bur now my vanquiſh'd Vengeance dreads his Merit, 
And conſcious Duty warms me to avoid him; 

Since then my Heart's impartial to his Vertues, 

O do not call me ctuel to his Love, pf” Ws 
If I, in Reverence to a Father's Blood, 

Shou'd ſhut my Sorrows ever from his Sight; 

For tho you raiſe above Mankind his Merit, 

And I confeſs it —ſtill he has kill'd my Father 

Nay, tho' I grant the Fact may plead for Mercy, 

Tet twou'd in me be impious to reward it; 

My Eyes may mourn, but never muſt behold him more: 
Ter eer I part, let, Sir, my humbleſt Senle 
Applaud your Mercy, and conteſs your Juſtice : 

Hence to ſome Sacred Cloiſter [ll retire, 

and dedicate my future Days to Heavn 


Tis done — O lead me to my peaceful Cell, 
One Sigh for Carlos not vain World farewell. 


As Ximena is going of, 
Enter Alvarez and Alonzo. 
Av. Turn, turn, Ximena, O prepare to hear 


A Story will diſtract thy Senſe with Joy, 8 
5 Mm 2 f Drive 
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Drive all thy Sorrows from thy ſinking Heart, 

And crown thy Duty with triumphant” Love. 
Pardon, dread Sir! this Tumult of my Soul, 

That carries in my Rudeneſs my Excoſs F 

O preſs me not to tell Particulars! s! 

But let my Tidings leap at once the Bounds 

Ol your Belief, and, in one Burſt of Joy, 

Inform my Royal Maſter, that his Crown's Support, 

My vanquiſh'd Friend, thy Father Cor mar, lives; 
Ne lives in Health Be ir from mortal Danger, 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen him, thefe bleſt Arms embrac'd him. 
The Means, th Occaſion of his Death ſuppos'd, 

Would ask more words than I have Breath to utter, 


Alonzo knows it all O where's my Carlos! 
King. Fly, Sanchez, ! make him, with this News, thy Friend. = 
Alv. O lead me, lead me, to his Heart's Reliet—— Extunt. 


Xim. O Heav'n ! Alvarez, wou'd not ſure deceive me. 
King. Proceed, Alonzo, and impart the whole; 
Whence was his Death ſo firmly credited, 
And his Recovery not before reveal'd? _ 
Alon. My Liege, the great Effuſion of his Blood 
Had ſuch Effect on his deſerted Spirits, 
That I, who faw him, judg d him quite expird : 
But when the Abbot, at whole Houſe he lay, 
With friendly Sorrow waſh'd his hopeleſs Wound, 
His heaving Breaſt diſcover'd Lite's Return; 
When calling {trait for Help, on ſtricter Search, 
His Wound was found without a mortal Symptom: 
And when his Senſes had reſumd their Function, 
His firſt Words ſpoke his generous Heart's Concern 
For Carlos, and Aimena; when being told 
How far her filial Vengeance had purſu'd him, 
lot poſſible ? he cryd, Oh Heavn ! then wepr, 
And begg d his Lite might be one Day conceal'd, 
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That ſuch exalted Merit of her Duty 
Might raiſe her Vertue worthy of his Love: 
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But, Sir, to tell you how Alvarez, met him, . 
What generous Reconcilements paſsd between them, 

Wou'd ask more Time than publick Joy cou d ſpare. 
Let it ſuffice, the Moment he had heard 
Yimena had appell'd brave Carlos to the Liſts, 
We flew with Terror to proclaim him Living = 
But, Sir, ſo ſoon the Combat follow'd your 
\ Decree, that, breathleſs, we arrivd too late, 

And had nor his Phyſicians, Sir, preſcrib'd 
His Wound Repoſe, himſelf had venturd forth 
To throw his Errors at your Feet for Pardon. 

King. Not only Pardon, but our Love ſhall greet him. 
Brave Carlos ſhall himſelf be Enyoy of -. 
Our Charge, and oratulate his bleſt Recovery: 
Has he your Leave, Ximena, now t approach you? 

Am. My Senſes ſtagger with tumultuous Joy, 
My Spirits hurry to my Hearts Surprize, 
And ſinking Nature faints beneath the Tranſport. 


Enter Alvarez, Sanchez, and Carlos. 


King. Look up, Ximena, and compleat thy Joy. 
Xim. My Carts; Oh! 5 
Car. Ximena ! O my Heart ! 
Atv. O Carlos] O Ximena! yet ſuppreſs _ 
"Theſe Tranſports, till kind Gormaz, Hand confirms them: 
Firſt pay your Duty there, haſte to his Feer, Fd 
And let his Sanction conſecrate your Love. 
King. Loſe not a Moment from his Sight! O fly! 
Tell him his King congratulates his Health, 
And will with Loads of Honour crown his Vertues, 
Nor, in his Oriſons, let his Heart forget 
The Hand of Heay'n, whoſe providential Care 


CE mbracing. 


Has order'd All the Innocent to [ah 
To right the Injur'd, and reward the Brave. 
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Spoken by XIME NA. 
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Well, Sirs ! 


M come to tell you, that my Fears are over, 
Toe ſeen Papa, and have fecur d my Lover: 
| And, troth, Im wholly on our Authors Side, 
Hur had (as Corneille made him) Gormaz dy'd, 

My Part had ended as it firſt begun, 
And left me ſtill unmarryd, and undone ; = 

Or, what were harder far than both a Nun. 

The French, for Form indeed, poſtpones the Wedding, 

But gives her Hopes within a Tear of Bedding. 

Time could not tie her Marriage-Knot with Honour, 

The Father's Death ſtill left the Guilt upon her; 

The Frenchman flops her in that forc'd Regard, 

The bolder Briton weds her in Reward : _ 

He knew your Tafte wewd ne er endure their Billing 

Shou'd be ſo long deferr d, when both were willing : 

Tour formal Dons of Spain an Age might wait, 

But Engliſh Appetites are ſharper ſet. 

"Tis true, this Difference we indeed diſcover, 

That though like Lions you begin the Lover, 

To Yo you Right, your Fury ſoon is over. _ 

Beſide, the Scene thus chang d, this Moral bears, 

That Vertue never of Relief deſpairs: 


But 


„ 
But while true Love is ſtill in Plays ill-fated, 
No wonder you gay Sparks of Pleaſure hate it ; 
Bloodſhed diſcom ages what ſhould delight you, 


And from a Wife what little Rubs will fright you ? 


And Virtue, not conſider d in the Bride, 


How ſoon you yawn and curſe the Knot you ve tyd? 
How oft the Nymph, whoſe pitying Eyes give Quarter, 


Finds, in her Captive, ſhe has caught a Tartar ? 
While to her Spouſe, that once ſo high did rate her, 
She kindly gives Ten Thouſand Pounds to hate her. 
bb, on the other Side, ſome ſighing Swain, 

That langui ſpes in Love whole Tears in vain, 

Impatient Fog the Feaſt, reſolves hell have her, 
And, in his Hunger, vows he'll eat for ever; 
He thinks of nothing but the Honey. Moon, 
But little thought he could have din d ſo ſoon: 
| Is not this true? Speak——Dearys of the Pit, 

Dont you find too, how horribly youre bit? 
Fr the Inſtruction therefore of the Free, 

Our Author turns his juſt Cataſtrophe : 
Before you wed, let Love be underſiood, 


Refine your Thoughts, and chaſe it from the Blood; 


Nor can you then of laſting 7oys deſpair, 
tir when that Circle ji; . Britiſh Hur, 


Tour Hearts may find Heroick Daughters there. 
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As it is Acted at the 


Theatre-Royal. 
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His Aer SERVANTS. 


———Pulchra Laverna ! 

Da mihi fallere; da fuſtum, Sanfumque videri, 
Noctem Peccatis, & Fraudibus objice Nubem. 

H O R. 
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N a Time, when all Communities congratulate 
Your MaJjEsTyY on the Clories of Your Reign, 
which are continually ariſmg from the Proſperi- 
ties of Your People ; be gracioutly pleas'd, Dread 
SIR, to permit the loweſt of Your Subjects 
from the Theatre, to take this Occaſion of of- 
IP tering their moſt humble Acknowledgments for 
!our Royal Fayour and Protection. 
four Comedians; SIR, are an Unhappy Society, whom 
{ome Severe Heads think wholly Uſeleſs, and others Dangerous 
to the Young and Innocent: This Comedy is therefore an At- 
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tempt to remove that Prejudice, and to ſhew what Honeſt and 


Laudable Uſes may be made of the Theatre, when its Performan- 


ces keep cloſe to the true Purpoſes of its Infticution : That it 


may be neceſſary to divert the Sullen and Diſaffected from buſy. 
ing their Brains to diſturb the Happineſs of a Government, 
which (for want of proper Amuſements) they often enter into 


Wild and Seditious Schemes to reform; and that it may like. 


_ wiſe make rhoſe very Follies the Ridicule and Diverſion even of 


thoſe that committed them. Our Labours have ar leaſt this Glo- 


ry to boaſt, That ſince Plays were firſt exhibited in England, they 
were never totally ſuppreſsd, but by thoſe very People who turn'd 


our Church and Conſtitution into Irreligion and Anarchy. 

Or all Errors, thoſe that are the Effect of Superſtition make 

us naturally moſt obſtinate ; it is therefore no wonder, that the 

Blinded Proſelytes of our Few Nonjuring Clergy are ſo hard to 

be recover'd by the cleareſt Evidences of Senſe and Reaſon. Bur 

when a Principle is once made truly Ridiculous, it is not in the 
ower of Human Nature. not to be aſham'd of it. From which 


Reflection I was firſt determin'd to attack thoſe lurking Enemies 


of our Conſtitution from the Stage: And though my Succeſs has 


far exceeded my Expectation, yet I grieve, when I (perhaps with 


Vanity) imagine it might have had thrice the good Effect on the 
Minds of Your MaJzsTYS People, were it not under the M/- 
fortune of being written by a Comedian. I am therefore in ſome 


Terror, notwithſtanding its Publick Applauſe, to reflect how far 


Your MAI EST, in Your Wiſdom, may think it proper to 


with-hold Your Pardon for the Unlicenſed Boldneſs ot my Un- 
dertaking. I am ſenſible it may be par urg'd againſt me, That 
even Truth and Loyalty might have loſt their Luſtre, by appear- 
ing reduced to want the Defence of ſo inconſiderable a Champion: 


But as I never beliey'd the beſt Play could be ſupported in an ill 


Cauſe, ſo was I aflurd the worſt might paſs, with Fayour, in 2 
Good-one. And though my Dury and Concern have made me 


more careful in the Conduct of this, than any of my former 
Endeavours; I am convincd, that what may have been extraot- 
dinary in the Succeſs of it, is utterly owing to a happy Choice 
of the Subject: And as its meeting no Oppoſition from ou! 


Publick 
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publick Malecontents, ſeems, in ſome degree, an Argument of 
the Clear and Honeſt Truth of thoſe Principles it vindicates ; ſo 
may it.of the equal Falſnood of the Rebellious and Unchriſtian 
Tenets it expoſes. Nay, I have yet a farther Hope, that it has 
even diſcovered the Strength aud Number of the Miſguided to 
be much leſs, than may have been artfully inſinuated; there be- 
ing no Aſſembly where People are ſo free, and apt to ſpeak their 

Minds, as in a Crouded Theatre : Of which Your MAI ESTA 
may have lately ſeen an Inſtance, in the Inſuppreſſible Acclama- 
tions that were given on Tour appearing to Honour this Play 
with Your Royal Preſence. . 4 1 

Bur were the Diſaffected yet as Numerous, at ſome few may 
wiſh them, what Honeſt Enghifhman can ever think them formida- 
ble, that conſiders his Security in the Wiſdom. of Your Majz- -4 

s vs Counſels, and Your Heroick Reſolution to execute them? And | 
as every Action of Your-Regal Power has ſhewn the Nation, thar 
Your greateſt Glory and Delight is in being the Father of Your 
People: ſo may it convince its Enemies, that they will always find 
You KING of Your Subjects. But J am wandring into Thoughts 
that awe me into Silence; and humbly beg leave to Subſcribe - 
my-ſelt, 1 2882 


— 


May it pleaſe Tour MAI EST T, | 


Tow MaJEsTrY's moſt Dutifull, and 


| Moſt Obedient Subject and Servant, 


COLLEY CIBB ER. 
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5 O- Nigbt, ye. Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, ce as 


Nor hope, at one another's Coſt, to laugh: 
Ws mean to ſouſe old Satan, and the Pope, 
FT be ve no Relations here, nor Friends, we. hope. 

A Tool of therrs ſupplies the Comic Stage, 1 571 « 
With juſt Materials for Satirick Rage 
Nor think our Colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The ſtiff Non- furing Separation-Saint. 
Good-Breeding ne er commands us to be civil 
To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; 
Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundations, ſtrike, 
And hate our Monarch and our Church alike : 
Our Church ———which, awd with Reverential Har, 
Scarcel) the Muſe 4; ſnag to mention here. 

Long may She Theſe her worſt of Foes defy, © 
And lift her Mitred Head triumphant to the Sky : 
While theirs — But Satire ſilently diſdains 
To name, what lives not, but in Madmen's Brains. 
Like Bawas, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, 
And fears the Tuſtt ce's enquiring Clerk: 
In cloſe back Rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 


And regns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Alleys : 


25 


4 


R SGExEHJHnD-S,Szk, en 


There, 


PROLOGUE. 


 Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our Laws the 

And excommunicates. Three-Stories high. 

Why, ſince. a Land of Liberty they hate, 

till will they linger in this Fre-born State? 

Here, every Hour, freſh hateful Objects riſe, 

Peace and Proſperity afflict their Eyes: : 

With Angmſh, Prince and oy oo ſurvey, 
Their juſt. Obeatence, and His Righteous Sway. 

| Ship off, ye $ laves, and ſeek ſome Paſſive Land, 

Where Tyrants. after your own Hearts commanl: 

To your Tranſalpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 

And fill an empty Abdicated Court : 

Turn your Ws here to Ready Rhino, 

And buy ye. Lands. and Lordſhips at Urbino. 


There, | ſafe, he lets his thundring Cenſures 5 
| Ne. i 
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Fir John Woodvil and the Colonel, = 


CSR RAY confider, Sir. 
lee SAREPSL Sir John. So I do, Sir, that I am her Fa- 
ther, and will diſpoſe of her as I pleaſe. 
Col. I don't diſpute your Authority, Sir; 
but as J am your Son too, I think it my 
Duty to be concern d for your Honour: 


— 


ł4 Have not you countenanc d his Addreſſes 
to my Siſter ? Has not ſhe receiy'd them ? How then is it poſſi- 


ble, chat either you or ſhe with Honour can recede? 


VOI. Il. | O * Sir 


| = 


282 e NONn-JUROR. 
Sir John. Why, Sir? Suppoſe I was about buying a Pad-nag 
for your Siſter, and upon Enquiry ſhould find him not foung?. 
Pray, Sir, would there be any great Diſhonour-in..being off o'the 


Col. Wich Submiſſon, Sir, I don't cake that to be the Ca. 


| 
Mr. Heartley's Birth and Fortune are too well known to you; 
and I dare fivear he may defy the World to lay 4 Blemiſh upon 4 
his Preis , eee or 

Sir 7ohn. Why then, Sir, ſince I muſt. be catechis d, I muſt [ 
tell you, I dont like his Principles: For Lam informed he is a t 
Time-ſeryer, one that baſely flatrers the Government, and has h 
no more Religion than you have. 1 | _  : 

Col. Sir, we don't either of us think it proper to make boaſt of 
our Religion; but if you pleaſe to enquire, you will find we 90 Ye 
to Church as orderly as the reſt of our Neighbours. : 

E T +”, CN | + 7 2 

Col. t. 7amess Church — The eftabliſh'd Church. 

Sir 70ohn. Eſtabliſh'd Church! 9 8 5 

. 3 755 . i 

Sir Fohn. Nay, you need not tare, Sir; and before he values a. 
himſelf upon going to Church, I would firſt have him be ſure he 

is a Chriſtian. SS. rn jo 

Col. A Chriſtian, Sir? - 

Sir John. Ay, thats my Queſtion, Whether he is yet chrift- | 
ned? I mean by a Paſtor, that had a Divine, Uninterrupted, Suc- 
ceſſive Right, to mark him as a Sheep of the true Fold? Ch 

Col. Is it poſſible? Are you an Enghſhman, and offer, Sir, 4 oli 


Queſtion ſo uncharitable, not only to him, but the whole Na- 
8 "+16 65 N «„ 
Sir John. Nay, Sir, you may give yourſelf what Airs of Amaze- 
ment you pleaſe, —[ wont argue with you; 1 2 are both dl 

you too harden d to be converted now: but ſince you think It 
your Duty, as a Son, to be concern'd for my Errors, I think i 
as much mine, as a Father, to be concern d for yours Ill only 
tell you of them; if you think fit t mend them ſo 
it not take the Conſequence.  - eee 


* . 8. 


| 


— 


g b 


= , , #þ * — x 4 
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; 142 5 9 i» 
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5 Col. elle. O gie me Temper, Heaven 1 this vile N 1 
ring Zealot ! what poiſonous Principles has he fwell'd him with + 


Mell, Si ſince you dont think it proper to argue upon 


this Subject, FIL wave it too . may ask it without Of- 
ſence, Are theſe your only Reaſons for diſcountenancing Mr. 
Heartley's Addreſſes to my Siſte n 
1 fohm. Theſe ! Are they not flagrant! Would you have me 
marry my Daughter to a Pagan! for ſo he is, and all of you, 
till you are regularly Chriſtians. In ſhort, Son, expect to in- 
herit no Eſtate of mine, unleſs you reſolve to come into the 
- Pale of the Church, of which I profeſs myſelf a Member. 
Col. I thought I always was, Sir, and hope I am fo ſtill, unleſs 
you have lately been converted to the Roman. | 
= John. No, Sir, I abhor the Thoughts ont, and proteſt a- 
gainſt their Errors as much as you' (p. 
Col. If ſo, Sir, where's our Difference? | 3 
Sir John. Difference! twould make you tremble, Sir, to know 
it! but ſince tis fit you ſhould know it, look there ¶ Grves hin 


— 


a Book] read that, and be reform d. 


a N 


+ »* * 


Col. What's here Reads.] The Caſe of. Schiſm, &c. Thank 
by: Sir; I have ſeen enough of this in the Daily Courant, to 
ſorry it's in any Hands but thoſe of the common Hangman. 

Sir. n. Prophangtion! +; -- :; ens 3 

Col. And though I always honourd. your Concern for the 

Church's Welfare, I little thought twas for a Church that is eſta- 
bliſh'd no where. 


> 2 


Sir ohn. O Perverſeneſs! but there is no better to be expec- 
ted trom your Courſe of Life: This is all the Effects of your 


leave that toul Neſt of. Hereſy and Schiſm? 


* * * 


think myſelf obliged to retire, where ſuch Principles were ſtarted— 


1 own I uſe the Place, becauſe I generally meet there inſtructive 
Or diverting Company: Ht 


Sir fohn. Yes, | fine; Company indeed! Arians, Party-Poets, 
Players, and Presbyterians. Y | 


 —D0-* 8 — 


modern Loyalty, your Converſation at Buttons: Will you never 


Col. Yes, Sir, when I ſee any thing like it there; and ſhould 
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go out this moment, 


ray, Heaven! this Nonjuring Hypocrite has not got ſome | 


him at any rate, or all the Settlement I can hope from my Father is 


Buſineſs to perition for what might have been one's Birthright. 


carried a Queſtion. 
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Col. That's a very unuſual Mixture, Sir; but f 4 Mun enter. 
rains me innocently, am 1 oblig d to enquite ie his Profeſtion 
or Principles ? Would net it be ridiculous for a Proteftapt, tha 
loves Muſick, to refuſe going to the Opera, becauſe moſt of the 
Performers ate Papiſts? Bur, Sir, chis ſeems foreign to my Buſſ. 


neſs; Mr. Heartley intends this Morning to pay his Reſp "a 
you, in hopes to obtain your final Conſent,” and deſir d me to be 


preſent,” as a Mediator of Articles between do. 
Sir John. FER TREO RI ? ³ ͤ 
U ˙ ²˙T our 10 SPE On ting, 
Sir er, May be not, Sir for I will net be at home 
„ . 1 3 ovon Toa 
Col. Nay, pray, Sir; twill be bat Civility, at leaft, to hear 
Sir John. And becauſe I wont tell a Lye for the matter, III 


OO ore ad... 

Sir John. But becauſe I won't deceive him neither, tell him, 
would not have him loſe his Time, in fooling after your Siſter 
in ſhort, I have another Man in my Head for her. ¶ Exit Sir John. 
Col. Another Man! twould be worth one's while to know him 


Jouſe of 


beggarly Traitor in his Eye for her I muſt rid the 


a Caſtle in the Air; nor can indeed his Life be ſafe, while ſuch a 
Villain makes it an Act of Conſcience to endanger it: If his 
Eyes are not ſoon opened againft him, the Crown's more likely 
to inherit his Eftate than I am; and though the Government has 
been very. favourable upon thefe Occafions, it is but a melancholy 


My Siſter may be ruin d too Here ſhe comes; if there be ano- 
ther Man in the Caſe, the, no doubt, can let me into the Secret. 


| Enter Maria. | | 
Siſter, Good: motrow I want to ſpeak with you. 
Mar. Nay, but prithee, Brother, dont put on that wiſe poli- 
tick Face then: Why you look as if the Minority had like to 1 


. 


*% 


— 


— 


Die NoN-JoRo R. 285 
© Col. Come, come, a Truce with your Raillery-; what I have to 
ak of you is ſerious, and I beg you would be ſo in your Anſwer. 
ar. Well then, provided it is not upon the Subject of 
Love, I will be ſo but make haſte too for I have not 
Col. Why it is, and is not upon that Subject. 
Mar. O! I love a Riddle dearly come — lets hear it. 
Col. Nay, piſn if you will be ſerious, ſay ſo. 
Mar. O Lard ! Sir, I beg your Pardon there theres my 
whole Form and Features totally diſingag d, and lifeleſs at your 
Service 3 now put them in what Poſture of Attention you think fit. 
[She leans * him, with her Arms awkaraly falling to her 


ä 15 | 

Col. Was there ever ſuch a giddy Devil !——prithee ſtand up. 
[ have been talking with my Father, and he declares poſitively 
you ſhall not receive any further Addreſſes from Mr. Heartiey. 
Mar. Are you ſerious? | | 
Col. He ſaid it this Minute, and with ſome Warmth too. 
Mar. I am glad on' with all my heart. 

ͥ 7: -: OTE, 2 

Mar. To a Degree: Do you think a Man has any more Charms 
for me for my Father's liking him? No, Sir, if Mr. Heartley can 
make his way to me now, he is oblig d to me only; beſides, now 
it may have the Face of an Amour indeed. Now one has ſome- 
thing to ſtruggle for; there's Difficulty, there's Danger, there's the 
dear Spirit of Contradiction in it roo. OT like it mightily! 

Col. J am glad this does not make you think the worſe of 
Heartley — but, however, a Father's Conſent might have clapt a 
Pair N more to your Coach perhaps, and the want of that 
may pinch your Fortune. fo 

Mar. Burn Fortune! Am not I a fine Woman? And have not 
I above 5000 l. in my own Hands? 1 
Col. Yes, Siſter; but with all your Charms, you have had it 
in your Hands almoſt theſe four Tears; pray conſider that too. 

Mar. Pfhah l And have not I had the full Swing of my un 
Airs and Humours theſe four Years? But if TH humour my Fa- 
ther, Tl warrant he'll make it three or four thouſand more, 8 
| | ſome 
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ſome unlick'd Lout of a Fellow to ſnub me into the irs any "Y 
comfortable Equivalent truly !- us 

with his Conſent if he pleaſes. -- Wiltul againſt Wiſe for 2 
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— No, no, let him light his Pipe 
. 7300 i 
Col. Well ſaid . nothing YOCesS tO your Heart, I find. Lien bo; 
Mar. No, no, Brother; the Suits of my Lovers : ſhall not be 


 elided like thoſe at Law, by dull Counſel on both ſides; II 


hear nothing. but what the Plaintiff himſelf can ſay ro me; twould 


be a pretty thing indeed to confine my Airs to the Directions of a 


Sollicitor, to look kind, or cruel, only as the Jointure propos d is 


or is not equal to the Fortune my Father deſigns me. What ! do 
you think TII have my Features put into the Gazette, to be diſposd 


of, like a parcel of dirty Acres, by an old Maſter in Chancery, to 
the faireſt Bidder? No; if I muſt have an ill Match, TII have 
the pleaſure of playing my own Game at leaſt. 179897 


Col. There ſpoke the Spirit of a Freeborn Engliſhwoman = 


Well, I am glad you are not ſtartled at the firſt Part of my News 
however: but farther——— Pray, Sifter, has my Father ever pro- 


pos'd any other Man to you? 


o 


1 Ou. 


another Man in his Head for you. N = 
Mar. And who is it? Who is it? tell me, dear Brother, 
Col. Why, you don't ſo much as ſeem ſurpriz d at it! 
Mar. No, but I am impatient, and that's as well, you know. 
Col. Why, how now, Siſter? V 
Mar. Why ſure, Brother, you know very little of Female Hap- 
pineſs, if you ſuppoſe the Surprize of a new Lover ought to 
ſhock a Woman of my Temper don't you know that I am a 
Coquette ! . Sp 97 
Col. If you are, you are the firſt that ever was ſincere enough 
to own her bein pl a 


\ 


Mar. To a Lover, I grant you; but I make no more of you il 


than a Siſter, I can fay any thing to you. 


c 


Mar. Another Man ! let me know why you ask, and I'll tell 


Col. Why, the laſt Words he ſaid to me, were, That he had 


Craveh. 


« 22a W ]‚W?WW= . § ..- ea. £2 * 


De Nox-JoROR. a 
Col. I ſhould have been better pleasd if you had not own'd it. 
to me its a hateful Character. head ä 
Mar. Ay, its no matter for that, it's violently pleaſant, and 
theres no Law againſt it, that I know of. You hag beſt adviſe 
your Friend _—_— to bring in a Bill to prevent it: All the diſ- 
carded Toaſts, Prudes, and ſuperannuated Virgins would give 
him their Intereſt, I dare ſwear: Take my word, Coquetry has 
govern'd the World from the Beginning, and will do ſo to the 
End ont. CC £4 | 
Col. Heartley's like to have a hopeful time on't with you. 
Mar. Well ; but don' you really know who it is my Father 
intends me Make n 883 
Col. Not I really, but I imagin d you might, and therefore 
thought to adviſe with you about it. 5 
ear. Nay, he has not open d his Lips to me yet — Are you 
ſure he's gone out? 


* 


. 


Col. You are very impatient to know methinks ? What have you 
to do to concern yourſelf about any Man but Heartley 7? 
Mar. O Lud ! O Lud! O Lud! don't be fo wiſe, prithee 
Brother: Why, if you had an empty Houſe to lett, would you be 
diſpleaſed to hear there were two People about it? Can any Wo- 
man think herſelf happy, that's oblig d to marry only with a Hob- 
ſon's Choice? No, don't think to rob me of ſo innocent a Vani- 
ty; for, believe me, Brother, there is no Fellow upon Earth, 
how difagreeable ſoever, but in the long Run of his Addreſſes. 
will utter ſomething at leaſt, that's worth a poor Woman's hear- 
ing. Beſides, to be a little ſerious, Heartley has a Tincture of 
Jealouſy in his Temper, which nothing but a ſubſtantial Rival can 
Cure him of. | 8 by N 
Cal. O! your Servant, Madam, now you talk Reaſon; I am 
glad you are concern d enough for Hearti s Faults, to think them 
worth your mending———Ha ! ha! 1 
Mar. Concern d! Why did I fay that look you; Ill deny 
it all to him Well, if ever I am ſerious with you again 
Col. Here he comes; be as merry with him as you pleaſe. 
ear. Phah!. 0 


Enter 
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Ener Mad Maria takes u Book from the Tall, ahve, 


Heart. Dear Colonel, V {md Servant. 5 

Col. I am glad you did not come ſooner, for . in the ©" 
my Father left me, 'twould not have been a 
preſs d your Affair I touchd upon 


* 


1 ut III tell 


let my Succeſs be what it will 
dient—What have you got there; pray? E 8 e 
Aar. | Repeatin peating;] RNS 

« « Her lively Looks a ſprightly Mi le, . 

* Quick, as her Eyes, and as unſix d as ther | he 
Heart. Pray, Madam, what is it? 

Mar. fuvours to none, to all ſhe Smiles extends 5 
| 2 Nay, I will {ee- 
Mar. [Putting him | 3 * : 

« Oft ſhe rejects but never once offends. 

Col. Have a care; ſhe has dipt into her own Charafter, and 
he'll never forgive you, if you Fe t let her through. with i 1 
Heart. I beg your pardon, Madam. [Gravel 
Mar. * Bright as the Sun, her Eyes the Gazers frike, 

« And like th Sun, they ſhine on all alike um —um. 

Heart. That is ſomething like indeed | 

Col. You would fay ſo, 1 you knew © 

Heart. All what ? Pray what do you mean ? 

Col. Have a little Patience, Il tell you immediately. 

Heart. | Afide] Confuſion! ſome Coxcomb now has been flat 
ry her, 1 I'll be curſt elſe, ſhe's ſo full of her dear ſelf pant 
eMar. [Turning to Heartley.] 

« If to her Share ſome Female Errors fall, 
« Look on her Face and you ll” get them al. 
Is not that Natural, Mr. Heartley ? 
Heart. For a Woman to expect it, is 8 


Mar. And can you blame her, when tis at the lame ti time a Proof 1 


of the Poor Man's Paſſion, and her Power. 


oper Time to have 
on 
more preſently ; in the mean time loſe no Ground with my Sid 
Heart. 1 ſhall always think my-lelf obliged to your Friendſhip . 
"-; ptr moſt obe 


b date 5 


how 
Broth 


Fart. So that you think the greateſt Compliment a Lover can 
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make his Miſtreſs, is to give up his Reaſon to her. 


221 : | he #3 Av * | 


Diſcretion, while the leaſt Sentiment holds out againſt her, a 
Woman muſt be downright vain to think her Conqueſt compleated. 
Heart. There We differ, Madam 5 for, in my: Opinion, nothing 
but the moſt exceſſive Vanity could value or deſire ſuch a Con- 
•JJJJJJJJW .. 9307 toy of el ton fort 10. 
Mar. O! dye hear him, Brother? The Creature reaſons with 
me !- Nay, has the frontleſs Folly to think me in the wrong too 
O Lud] hed make a horrid 'Tyrant—poſitively I won't have him. 
Heart. Well,, my Comfort is, no other Man will eafily know 
whether you will have him or not. 58 * 
Aar. ¶ Affectedly ſmiling.] Am not I a horrid, vain, filly Crea- 
ne, 1 naw („ | 
Heart. A little bordering upon the Baby, I muſt own. 
Mar. Laud ! How can you love one ſo then? But I don't 


your Underſtanding;; and till thats entirely ſurrender d to her 


ww 


think you love me though do you? 


Heart. Yes, Faith, I do; and ſo ſhamefully, that I am in 
honed EE. q oleipogatiia polo ous 
Mar. Poor Man ! he'd feign bring me to Reaſon. [Smiling in 
his Face.] 3 1 5 . 
Heart. I would indeed, nor am aſham d to own it nay, 


vere it but poſſible to make you {ſerious only when you ſhould be 


ſo, you would be to me the moſt perfect Creature of your Sex. 
Mar. O Lud! hescvil—_— - | 
Heart, Come, come, you have good Senſe, uſe me but with 

that, and make me what you pleaſGGGQ. | 
Mar. Laud ! I don't deſire; to make any thing of you, not J. 
Heart. Don't look. ſo cold upon me, by Heaven I can't bear it. 
Mar. Well! now you are tolerable. | Gently glancing on him.] 
Heart. Come then, be generous, and ſwear, at leaſt, you'll 

never be ab@thers oi end of {02 


Mar. Ah! Lard ! now Jon c ſpoild all again beſides, 


how can I be ſure of that before I have ſeen this rother Man my 


Brother ſpoke to me of? [ KReads to herſelf again.] 
VEL - „ Heart. 


\ 


2.90 is No N-JOROR. | 
: "Heart. What Riddles this? > the Gat 
Col. I told you you did not know all : To be ig my Fa. 
ther went out but now on purpoſe to avoid you. In ſhort, he ab. 
ſolutely retracts his Promiſes, ſays he would not have you fool 4 
way your Time after my Siſter, and in plain Terms, rold me, he 
had another Man in his Head for her. 

Heart. Another Man Confuſion * who ! ar is he 4 did not 
he name him ? 

Col. No; nor has he yet {| die of 1 to my Siſter, 

Heart. This is unaccounta le— hat can have hn him 
this ſudden Turn? 

Col. Some Whim our conſcientious Dodeor has pur in his 
Head TIl lay my Life. 

Heart. He! He can't be n a Villain, He profeſſes a Friend 

ſhip for me. 
Col. So much FR worſe : - By the way, I am now upon "Y 
Scent of a Secret, that [ hope Oy will prove him a W . to 
the whole Nation. 

Heart. You amaze me— But on what Pretence, what Ground, 
what Reaſon, what Intereſt can he have to oppoſe me- 
This Shock is inſupportable. [He ft fands find, and mute 

Col. ¶ Aſide to Maria.] Are you really as unconcern d now. as 
you ſeem to be * 

Aar. Thou art a ſtrange Dunce, Brother, thou knoweſt no 
more of Love than I do of a Regiment—You ſhall ſee now 
how I'll comfort him 

Le goes to Heartley——mimicks his Poſture a 4 
\ Uneaſineſs, then looks Jeriou fly in his Face, and 
blurts into a Laugh.) 

Heart. 1 don't wonder at your Good-Humour, Madam, when 
70k have ſo ſubſtantial an „ to make me uneaſy for 
Lite. 

ar. O Lud! how wiſe he is? Well, his Reproaches haye 
that Greatneſs of Soul——the Confuſion they pu one is 1 
| table Beth), i is the Tea ready? 
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a N Enter Betty. 
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Mar. Mr. Heartley, your Servant. Exit. 

Col. So, ſo, you have made a fine ſpot of Work on't indeed! 

Heart. Dear, Tom. you'll pardon me, if I ſpeak a little freely; 
[ own the Levity of her Behaviour, at this time, gives me harder 
Thoughts, than I once beliey'd it poſſible to have of her. | 
1 of Indeed, my Friend; you miſtake her. TORE ee 
Heart. O! pardon me, had ſhe any real Concern for me, the 
Apprehenſion of a Man's Addreſſes, whom yer ſhe never ſaw, 
muſt have alarnrd her to be ſomething more than ſerious. * 
Col. Not at all, for (let this Man be who he will) I take all 
this Levity as a Proof of her Reſolution to have nothing to ſay to 
Heart. And pray, Sir, may I not as well ſuſpect, that this artful 
Delay of her Good- Nature to me now, is meant as a proviſional 
Defence againſt my Reproaches, in caſe, when ſhe has ſeen this 
Man, the ſhould think it convenient to prefer him to me? 
Col. No, no; ſhe's giddy, but not capable of fo ſerious a 

 Falſhood. ATLAS! | 

Heart. Its a fign you don't judge her with a Lover's Eye. 

Col. No; but as a Stander-by, I often ſee more of the Game 
than you do: Domt you know that ſhe is naturally Coquette ? 
And a Coquette's Play, with a ferious Lover, is like a Back Game 
at Tables, all open at firſt ; ſhe'll make you twenty Blots ——- 
and you ſpare none, take them All up, to be ſure, while ſhe 
gains Points upon you: So that When you eagerly expect to 
end the Game on your Side, flap as you were, ſhe whips up 
your Man, ſhe's fortifyd, and you are in a worſe Condition than 
when you begun with her Upon which, you know of courſe, 
you curſe your Fortune, and ſhe laughs at you. : 

Heart, Faith, you judge it rightly —T have always found it ſo. 

Col. In ſhort, you are in haſte to be up, and ſhe's reſolvd to 
make you play out the Game at her leiſure ; you play for the fair 
Stake, and the for Victory. 
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292 _ The NON-JVURoOR., -: 
Heart. But ſtill, what could ſhe mean by going away fo ab. 
8 LARS. WER 1 
Col. You grew too ſerious for ger. 
Heart. Why, who could bear ſuch Trifling? _ 
Col. You ſhould have laugh'd at her. © 
Heart. I can't love at that eaſy rate. NN 
Col. No ff you could, the Uneaſineſs would lie on her 
S ⁵ ⁵ ⁵ (( 86 
Heart. Do you then really think ſhe has any thing in her Heart 
for me? ct ih ya edt bil gat abincg 0 cient 
Col. Ay, marry,  Sir—Ah ! if you could but get her to own 


that ſeriouſly now Lord! how you could love her! 
Heart. And ſo I could, by Heaven! | Eagerly embracing him. 

Col. Ay, but tis not the Nature of the Creature, you mult take 
her upon her own Terms; tho, faith! I thought ſhe own'd a 
great deal to you but now: Did not you: obſerve, when you were 

impatient, with what a conſcious Vanity ſhe cry d—— Now you: 
axe tolerable. .,' 5 * 

Heart. Nay, the Devil can be agreeable when ſhe pleaſes. 

Col. Well, well, I'll undertake for her; if my Father dont 
ſtand in your way, we are well enough : and I don't queſtion but 
the Alarm he has given us, like his other politick Projects, will 
end all in Fm. 5 5 5 

Heart. What ſays my Lady? you don't think ſhe's againſt. us? 

Col. I dare ſwear ſhe is not; ſhe's of ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a Diſpoſi- 
tion, that evn Proyocation cant make her your Enemy. 

| Heart. How came ſo fine a Creature to marry your Father with 
ſuch a vaſt Inequality of Tears? iy 
Col. Want of Fortune, Hank: She was poor and beautiful, he 
rich and amorous She made him happy, and he her- 
Heart. A Lady. 

Col. And a Jointure——Now ſhe's the only one in the Family 
that has power with our preciſe Doctor, and I dare engage {he'll 
uſe it with him, to perſuade my Father from any thing thats 4. 
gainſt your Intereſt; by the way, you muſt know, I 45 ſome 
ſhrewd Suſpicions, that this ſanctity'd Rogue is carnally in love 
with her. e eee 

: _ Heart. 
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Heart. O the liquoriſh Raſcal! = + 
Col. You ſhall judge by the Symptoms: Firſt, he's jealous of 
every Male Thing that. comes near her; and, under a friendly 
Prerence of guarding my Father's Honour, has perſuaded him to 
aboliſh her Aſſemblies : Nay, at the laſt Maſquerade, this conſci- 
entious Spy (unknown to her) was eternally at her Elbow in the 
Habit of a Cardinal. At Dinner he never fails ro fit next her, 
and will eat nothing bur what ſhe helps him; always takes her ſide 
in Argument, and, when he bows after Grace, conſtantly ogles 
her; pid my Siſter, if ſhe would look lovely, learn to dreſs by 
her; and at the Tea- Table, I have ſeen the impudent Goat moſt. 
laſciviouſly {tp off her Leavings. She loſt one of her Slippers 
other Day (by the way ſhe has a mighty pretty Foot) and what- 
do you think was become of it? | 
Heart. You puzzle me: 5 
Col. I- gad, this Loye-fick Monkey had ſtole it for a private 
Play-thing ; and one of the Houſe-Maids, when ſhe clean'd his. 
Study, found ir there, with one of her old Gloves in the middle 
E of Ih ca | 
Heart. A very proper Relique, to put him in mind of his Pe- 
votions to Venus. e . ö | 
Col. But, mum! here he comes. 


Enter Dr. Wolf and Charles. 8 
Doct. Charles, ſtep up into my Study, and bring down half a. 
Dozen more of thoſe Manuals of Devotion that I compos'd for the 
Uſe of our Friends in Priſon; and, doſt thou hear? leave this 
Writing there, but bring me the Key, and then bid the Butler 
ring to Prayers Exit Charles.] Mr. Heartley, T am your 
moſt faithful Servant, I hope you and the _- Colonel will tay - 
and join in the private Duties of the Family. | 
Heart. With all my Heart, Sir, provided you'll do the Duty of = 
a Subject too, and not leave out the Prayer for the Royal Family. N i 
Doct. The good Colonel knows I never do omit it. 2 
Col. Sometimes, Doctor; but I don't remember J ever once 
heard you name them. 


Do#. 
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2 Tring 
Doct. That's only to ſhorten the Service, left in ſo large a Fa- 
mily, ſome few vain, idle Souls might think it tedious; and we 
due as it were, to allure them to whats good, by the gentleſt, 


ceaſieſt Means we can. | f te 
Heart. How! how, Doctor! Are you ſure thars your only Rea. 

ſon for leaving their Names out? J 
Doct. But, pray, Sir, why is naming them fo abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary? when Heaven, without it, knows the true Intention of out 
Hearts — Beſide, why ſhould we, when we ſo eaſily may avoid 
ir, give the leaſt Colour of Offence to tender Conſciences? 

Col. Ay! now you begin to open, Doctor 

Heart. Have a care, Sir; the Conſcience that equivocates in its 
Devotions, muſt have the blackeſt Colour Hell can paint it with, 

Col. Well faid! To him, Heartley. 5 


— 


Heart. Your Conſcience, I dare ſay, won't be eaſily convincd, 
while your Scruples turn to ſo good account in a private Family. 
Doct. What: am I to be baited then but twon't be always 
Holiday Frowning.] The Time's now yours, but mine may come, 
Col. What do you mean, Sir? 1885 f 
Doct. Sir, I ſhall not explain myſelf, but make your beſt of 
what I've ſaid. Im not to be intrap'd by all your ſervile Spies of 
Power But Power perhaps may change its Hands, and you, 
cer long, as little dare to ſpeak your Mind as I do. 
Col. [Taking him by the Collar.] Hark you Sirrah ! Dare you me- 


| . 
8 


nace the Government in my Hearin 


Heort. Nay, Colonel. Tnterpoſing.| 
Do. Tis * 5 Lnterpoſng: 
Col. Traytor! but that our Laws have Chains and Gibbets for 
ſuch Villains, I'd this Moment crackle all thy Bones to Splinters. 
[W Shakes him. 
Doct. Very well! your Father, Sir, ſhall know my Treatment. 
Heart. Nay, dear Colonel, let him go! _ 
Col. Jack your pardon, Frank, I am aſham d that ſuch a Wretch 
couid move me lo. 228 5 
Heart. Come, compoſe yourſelt. 
Doct. | Aſide, and recovering himſelf.] No, Ill take no notice 
of it — I know he's warm and weak enough to tell this as his 
| OWN 
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own Story to his Father let him tis better ſo - twill but 
confirm Sir ohn in his good Opinion of my Charity, and ſerve 
to ruin him the faſter. FT ee 
Heart. Was there ever ſo inſolent a Raſcal? 
Col. The Dog will one Day provoke me to beat his Brains out. 
Heart. Who could have believ'd ſuch outrageous Arrogance 
could have lurk d under ſo Lamb-like an Out-ſide ? 
Col. This Fellow has rhe Spleen and Spirit of ten Beckets in him. 
Heart. What the Devil is he? whence came he? what's his 
Original? Is he really a Doctor? 5 
Col. So he pretends; and that he loſt his Living in Jreland 
upon his Oo the Oaths to the Government. Now I have 
made the ſtricteſt Enquiries, and can't find the leaſt Evidence 
that ever he was in the Country. But (as I hinted to you) there 
is now in Priſon a poor unhappy Rebel I went to School with, 
_ whoſe Pardon I am ſolliciting; and he aſſures me, he knew him 
very well in Handers, and in fuch Circumſtances, as when it can 
be ſerviceable to me to know them, he faithfully promiſes to diſ- 
cover; but Dogs till then Iwill not inſiſt upon it. 5 
Heart. I- gad this aca ge may be worth your cheriſhing. 


Col. Hah? here's my Siſter again. 


Enter Maria haſtily, Doctor Wolf following. 
Mar. You'll find, Sir, I will not be usd thus: Nor ſhall your 
Credit with my Father protect your Inſolence to me. f 


Heart.] 
and> What's the matter? 
Col. 1 1 8 
Mar. Nothing; pray be quiet] don't want you ſtand 
out of the way FThey retire. | 


Col. What has the Dog done to her? 
Mar. How durſt you Polt with ſuch Authority into my Cham- 


ber, without giving me notice? 


- 


* 


Heart. Contuſion! = 
Col. Now, Frank, whoſe turn is it to keep their Temper Q 
Heart. | Struggling.) Tis not mine, Im ſure. Apart. 
_ Ch, HR my Father won't reſent this, tis then\ 
time enough for me to do it. = Doe. 
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Doc. Compoſe your Tran ſ} port, Madam, I came by your * 
ther's Deſire; who being inform'd that you were entertaining Mr. 
Heartley, grew impatient, and Fre his poſitive Command, that 


* 


you attend him inſtantly, or he himſelf, he ſays, will fetch YOu. 
Heart. So! now the Storm is riſing. | 


Doct. So for what I have done, Madam, I had his Authority, 
and ſhall leave him to anſwer you. | ah 


Aar. Tis falſe, he gave you no Authotity to inſult me; or 


if he had, did you ſuppoſe I would bear it from you? What is i 


you preſume upon? your Function? Does that exempt you from 


the Manners of a Gentleman? „ 
Doct. Shall I have any Anſwer to your Father, Lady? 
Mar. TI ſend him none by you. 


Doct. I ſhall inform him ſo. | e [Exit 


ear. A ſawey Puppy. 
Col. Prithee, Siſter, what has the Fellow done to you? 
Heart. I beg you tell us, Madam. 
Mar. Nay, no great matter but I was fitting careleſly in my 
Dreſſing- Room aa faſtning my Garter with my Face juſt to- 
wards the Door, and this impudent Cur, without the leaſt No- 
tice, comes Bounce in upon me— and my deviliſh Hoop hap- 
ning to hitch in the, Chair, I was an Hour before I could get 
down my Petticoats. | . „ 
Heart. The Rogue mult be corrected. 


Col. Yet, I-gad, I can't help laughing at the Accident! What 


_ a ridiculous Figure muſt ſhe make! ha! ha! | SET 
Mar. Hah! you're as impudent as he, I think? Well, but had 
not I beſt go to my Father! OP 
Heart. Now, now, dear Tom, (peak toher before ſhe goes; this 
is the very Criſis of my Life. Apart to the Col. 
Mar. What does he ſay, Brother? To ar. 
Col. Why he wants to have me ſpeak to you, and I would have 
him do it himſelf. 
Mar. Ay, come, do, Heartley, Jam in Good-Humour now. 
Heart. O, Maria—my Heart is burſting 
Mar. Well, well, out with it. 


Ne 
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. Heart. Your Father now I ſee is bent on parting us — Nay 

| what's yet worſe, perhaps will give you to another I cannot 
peak—— Imagine what I want from you | 


Mar. Well—O lud! one looks fo filly though, when one's 
ſerious OGed—-ln ſhort I cannot get it out. 
Col. T warrant you; t again, 
Mar. O lud! — well—if one muſt be teiz'd then why 
he muſt hope, I thinn. e 
Heart. Ist poſſible ——Thus --- GE 
Col. Buz— ¶ Stopping his Month.) not a Syllable; ſhe has 
done very well; I bar all Heroicks: if you preſs it too far, III 
hold fix to four, ſhe's off again in a Moment. = 
Heart. I am ſilenc d. N 3 
Mar. Now am I on Tiptoe to know what odd Fellow my Fa- 
ther has found out for me. | Rl 
| Heart. Td give ſomething to know him. 
Mar. He's in a terrible Fuſs at your being here, I find I 


* 


had beſt go to him. 
Col. By all means. IS OL 15! Fo 6: 
Mar. O bleſs us! here he comes piping hot to fetch me! Now 
we are ali in a fine icke. 


* 


* 


Enter Sir John haſtil) He takes Maria under his Arm, cocks his 
Hat, nods, - frowning at Heartley, and carries her off. 

Col. So- - ell ſaid, Doctor! 'Tis he Im ſure has blown 
this Fire. What horrid Hands is this poor Family fallen into? 
and how the Trayror ſeems to triumph in his Power? How lit- 
tle is my Father like himſelf? by Nature, open, juſt, and gene- 
| Tous; but this vile Hypocrite drives his weak Paſſions like the 
Wind, and I foreſee, at laſt, will daſh him on his Ruin. 

Heart. Nothing but your ſpeedily detecting him can prevent it. 
Col. I have a Thought, and tis the only one that can expoſe 1 
him to my Father Come, Frank, be cheerful; in ſome unguarded = 
Hour we yet, perhaps, this lurking Thiet, 


Without: his Holy Vizor, may ſurprize, 
And lay th Impoſtor naked to his Eyes. [Exeunt.] 
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yet prevented — It ſhall be ſo . twere Folly not to try— 
My Condition can't be worſe———Who knows how far her Good- 
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S 
eee 
Charles with a Writing in his Hand. t: 


IS ſo i have long ſuſpected where his Zeal 
Se would end, in the making of his private Fortune 
But then to found it on the Ruin of his Patron's 
Children, makes me ſhudder at the Villany : What Deſperation 
may a Son be driven to, ſo barbarouſly diſinherited !'—— Beſide 
his Daughter, fair aria too, is wrong d; wrong d in the moſt 
tender Point: For ſo extravagant is this Settlement, it leaves her 
not a Shilling, but on her conditionally marrying with the Doc- 
tors Conſent; which ſeems, by what Tye heard, intended as an 
Expedient to oblige her to accept the Doctor himſelf for her 
Husband. Now 'twere but an honeſt Part to let Maria know this 
Snare, that's laid for her: This Deed's nor fign'd, and might be 


DEDESDIESS 


* * 


Nature may think herſelf oblig d for the Diſcovery : Muſt 
he ruin, as he has done mine, all Families he comes into? 


Enter Sir John, Lady Woodvil, and Maria. 


Sir Fohn. O, Charles, your Maſter wants you to tranſcribe ſome 
Letters. 


Charles. Sir, PIl wait on him, [Exit Charles, bowing reſped- 


h | fully to the Ladies 
Mar. A pretty-bred Fellow that! 
Sir John. Ay, ay; but he has better Qualities than his Good- 
Breeding ; he is honeſt. 1 5 
Mar. He's always clean too. 8 3 
Sir John. 1 wonder, Daughter, when thou wilt take notice of a 
Mans real Merit Humph! well-bred and clean, ** 
# ou 
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Would not one think now, ſhe were deſcribing a Coxcomb ? 
Mar. But, dear Papa, do you make no allowance for one's Taſte? 
Sir John. Taſte! hah! and one's Taſte? That Madam One is to 
me the moſt provoking, impertinent Jade alive; and Taſte is the 
true Picture of her ſenſleſs, ſickly Appetite: When do you hear 
my Wife talk at this rate? and yet ſhe is as young as your fantaſti- 
cal Ladyſhip. 1 „ | 
Lady W. Marids of a cheerful Temper, my Dear; but I know 
you dont think ſhe wants Diſcretion” "me 
Sir ohn. I ſhall try that preſently ; and you, Sweet-heart, ſhall 
judge between us: In ſhort, Daughter, your Courſe of Life is but 
one continual Round of playing the fool to no purpoſe; and 
therefore I am reſolyd to make you think ſeriouſly, and marry. 
Mar. That I ſhall do before I marry, Sir, you may depend 
walk 5: | . 
Sir 7ohn. Um That I am not fo ſure of — but you may de- 
pend upon my having thought ſeriouſly, and thats as well: for the 
Perſon I intend you, is of all the World the only Man that can 
make you truly happy. 3 HOOD 
Mar. And of all the World, Sir, that's the only Man Ill poſi- 
tively marry. __ + et 0 . 46 
Lady W. [_Afide to Maria.] Thou haſt rare Courage, Maria; if 
had ſuch a Game to play, I ſhould be frighted out of my Wits. 
Mar. Lord, Madam, he'll make nothing on'r, we 28 
i. 1 4 Aſide. 
Sir ohn. Mind what I fay to you This wonderful Man, 
fay.— Firſt, as to his Principles, both in Church and State, is un- 
queſtia u nere ieee We. 3p 
Mar. Sir, I leave all that to you; for I ſhould never ask him 
a Queſtion about either of them. 7 


Ll 
o 


* 
— 
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Sir Fohn. You need not; I am fully ſatisfied of both He is 2 
true ſtanch Member of the Engl Carholick Church. | 
Mar. Methinks though, I would not have him a Roman Catho- 
lick, Sir, becauſe you know of double Taxes. | 
Sir John. No, he's no Roman. N | 
Mar. Very well, Sit— _ 


A 
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Sir John. Then as to the State, he'll ſhortly be one of the mot 


conſiderable Men in the Kingdom, and that too in an Office for 
Life; which, on whatſoever Preten ce of Misbehaviour, no Civil 
Government can deprive him of. ND 1s i 


_— 


Aar. That's fine indeed; I was afraid he had been a Clergy. 
Sir 7ohn. J have not yet faid what his Function is As for 
his private Life——- he's ſober. TIO ED OT gt 


Mar. O! I ſhould hate a Sor. SIBYE, DOE SIRE 1 

Sir ohn. Chafte. e. q 20017 in 

TSR: 7 4 ©  [FStifling a Laugh, 
Sir ohn. What. ist you ſheer at, Madam? — You want one 


of your fine Gentlemen-Rakes, I ſuppoſe, that are ſnapping at 
every Woman they meet with n 
Mar. No, no, Sir; I am very well ſatisfied II ſhould 
not care for fuch a ſort of Man, no more than I ſhould for one 
that every, Woman was ready to ſnap at. (BT 
Sir 7ohn. No, you'll be ſecure from Jealouſy; he has Expe- 
rience, Ripeneſs of Years; he is almoſt Forty-Nine : Your Sers 
Vanities will have no Charm for him. $9 
ear. But all this while, Sir, I don't find that he has any 
Charm for our Sex's Vanity: How does he look? Is he tall, 
well made? Does he drefs, ſing, talk, laugh, and dance well? 
Has he a good Air, good Teeth, fine Eyes, fine fair Perriwig— 
Does he keep his Chaiſe, Coach, Chariot, and Berlin, with {1x 
flouncing Flanders? Does he wear Blue Velvet, clean White 
Stockings, and ſubſcribe to the Opera:? 
Sir John Was there ever ſo profligate a Creature! What will | 
this Age come to? E e j Sh | 
Lady W. Nay, Maria, here I muſt be againſt you——Now you 
are blind indeed, a Woman's Happineſs has little' ro do with the 
Pleaſure her Husband takes in his own Perſon. 
Sir John. Right e con a 
Lady W. "Tis not how he looks, but how he loves, is the Point. 
Sir ahn. Good agiinn 9 
Lad) W. And a Wife is much more ſecure, that has Charms for 
her Husband, than when the Husband has only Charms for her. 


Sir 
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It 7 Admirable ! Go on, my Dear. 5 3 
Lach W. Do you think, Child, a Woman of Five and Twenty 
may not be much happier with an honeſt Man of Fifty, than the 
fineſt Woman of Fifty with a young Fellow of Five and Twenty? 
EeMar. Ay, but when two Five and Twenties come together 
Dear Papa, you muſt allow they have a chance to be fifty times as 
pleaſant an frolickſome. 5 
Sir John. Frolickſome ! why you ſenſual Idiot, what have Fro- 
licks ro do with folid Happineſs? I am aſham'd of you G0 
you talk worſe than a Girl at a Boarding-School——-Frolickſome! 
as ee were only a Licence for two People to play the 
Fool according to Law? Methinks, Madam, you have a Liſter | 
Example of Happinefs before your Face—— Here's one has ter 
times your Underſtanding, and ſhe, you find, has made a diffe- 
rent Choice. : = . 

Mar. Lord, Sir! how you talk? you don't conſider Peoples 
Temper : I dont ſay my Lady is not in the right; but then you 
know, Papa, ſhe's a Prude, and I am a Coquette; ſhe becomes her 
Character very well, I don't deny it, and I hope you ſee every 
thing I do is as conſiſtent with mine ! Your wiſe Folks may lay 
down what Rules they pleaſe ; but tis Conſtitution that governs 
us all, and you can no more bring me, Sir, to endure a Man of 

TForty- nine, than you can perſuade my Lady to dance in a Church 
to the Organ. 7 mm - 

Sir Fohn. Why, you wicked Wretch, could any thing perſuade: 
you to that? 

Mar. Lord, Sir ! I won't anſwer for any thing I ſhould do 
when the Whim's in my Head : You know I always loy'd a little 
Flirtation. gti; — | 
Sir John. O horrible! My poor Mother has ruin d her; leav- 
ing her a Fortune in her own hands, has turn'd her Brain: In 
mort, your Sentiments of Life are ſhameful, and I am refoly'd 
upon your inſtant Reformation: therefore, as an Earneſt of your 

Obedience, I ſhall firſt inſiſt, that you never ſee young Heartley 
more; for, in one word, the good and pious Dr. Wolf's the 
Man that I have decreed your Husband. a 
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| Mar. Ho! ho ! ho! r cee 10 
Sir John. "Tis very well — this Laugh you think becomes 


8 
4% 


you, but I ſhall ſpoil your Mirth — nd more give me a ſe- 
r nu AE IEEE bs ©. - 
Mar. [ Gravel). ] I ask your Pardon, Sir; 1. ſhould not have 
{mil'd indeed, could I have ſuppos d it poſſible that you were ſe- 


11 
all e LL. $ 


Sir John. You'll find me ſo. 


tor, Sir, that moſt Fathers think a ſubſtantial one. 

„ % OE a. 

Mar. Why, Sir, you know he is not worth a Groat. 
Sir Frohn. That's more than you know, Madam; I am able to 
give him a better Eſtate than, Fan afraid, you'll deferve. 
XC pho h 


Mar. I am ſorry for it; but I have an Objection to the Doc. 


ont. 


to thin . 
2 Enter Charles. 


Charles. [Aſide to Sir John.] Sir, if you are at leiſure, the 
Doctor deſires a private Conference with you, upon Bulineſs of 
Importance. | 


Sir John. Where is he? 


Charles. In his own Chamber, Sir, juſt taking his leave of the 


Count and another Gentleman, that came this Morning Express 
from Avignon: He has ſent you too the Note you asked him for. 


Sir 7ohn. 'Tis well; TII come to him immediately Exit 


Charles.] Daughter, I am call'd away, and therefore have only 


time to tell you, as my laſt Reſolution, that if you expect a Shi. 


ling from me, the Doctor is your Husband, or I'm no more your 
Father. ['Exit Sir John, and drops a. Paper. 


Mar. O Madam! I am at my Wits end, not for the little Fol- 
tune I may loſe in ditobeying my Father; but it ſtartles me to 


find what a dangerous Influence this Fellow has Oer all his Ac 


tions. 


| Lady W. Dear Maria, 1 am now as much alarm'd as you; for 


tho, in compliance to your Father, I have been always inclin 
| ee eee OUR” Eyes 


f 10 [ Laughin valogd.) n= to 


rg { ohn. J have told you what's my Will, and ſhall leave you | 


G — 


tir 


| to think charitably of this Doctor, = now I am convinc'd 'tis 
time to be upon our Guard he's ſtepping into his Eſtate too 
Mar. Here's my Brother, Madam, we'll conſult with him. 


2 42414. 4. .. To them the Colonel. Ge 
Col. Madam, your moſt obedient Well, Siſter, is the Secret 
out? Who is this pretty Fellow my Father has pick d up for you. 
e Mar. Evn our agreeable Doctor. N 7017 
Col. Lou are not ſerious? - | 
Lady W. He's the very Man, I can aſſure you, Sir. 
Col. Confuſion! What would the Ferwiſh Cormorant deyour 


the whole Family? Your Ladyſhip knows he is ſecretly. in Love 


with you too. „ 
Lady W. Fie! fie! Colonel. | . 
Col. I ask your Pardon, Madam, if I ſpeak too freely; but I 


am ſure, by what I have ſeen, your Ladyſhip muſt ſuſpect ſome- 


thing of it. | = 
Lady W. I am ſorry any body elſe has ſeen it; but I muft 


own his Civilities of late have been ſomething warmer than I 


thought became him. 


Col. How then are theſe Oppoſites to be reconciłd? Can the 


1 Raſcal have the Aſſurance to think. both theſe Points are to be 
carry'd : But he does nothing like other People; he's a Con- 


tradiction even to his own Character. Moſt of your Non Jurors 
now are generally People of a free and open Diſpoſition, mighty | 


Pretenders to a Conſcience of Honour indeed; but you ſeldom 
{ce them put on the leaſt Shew of Religion: But this formal Hy- 
pocrite always has it at his Tongue's end, and there it ſticks, for 


it never gets into his Heart, Ill anſwer for him: 
Lady W. Ay, but thats the Charm that firſt got him into Sir 


— 


fohns Heart; who, good Man, is himſelf, I am ſure, ſincere, 


nowever now miſguided : 'rwas not ſo much his Principles of Go- 
vernment, as his well-painted Piety, his ſeeming Selt-denial, Re- 
ſgnation, Patience, and humble Outfide, that gave him firſt ſo 
varm a Lodging in his Boſom. 5 MO 


Mar. My Lady has judg d it perfectly right. ” 
* 1 | | Coal. 
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Col. I am afraid its too true: There has been his ſuteſt \foor- 
ing But here ve ale puzzled again——— What ſubtle Fetch can 
he haye in being my In Love with your Laduthip; and at the 
ſame time making ſuch a Buſtle to marry my Siſter ?: 


Mar. Truly one would not ſuſpect him to be ſo termagant ; 1 ; 
fancy the Gentleman might have his hands full of one of us. © 
Col. And yet his Zeal pretends to be ſo ſhock d at all indecent a 
Amours, that in the Country he usd to make the Maids lock yy - 
he Turkey-cocks every Saturday Night, tor tear they ſhould gallant 
the Hens on a Sunday. Tien ere od ow, F 1 
Lady) W. O! ridiculous. | i noir 3 43 1 
Col. Upon my Life, Madam, my Siſter told me ſo. _ | 
Mar. I tell you ſo: You impudent—  —, 0 
Lady W. Fie! Maria, he only jeſts with you. 
Mar. How can you be ſuch a Monſter, to be playing the fool 
here, when you have more reaſon to be trighted out of your Wits? 
Jou don't 2 perhaps, that my Father declares he'll ſettle a 3 
Fortune upon this Fellow too. e 1. 
M/ d c 
Lady W. Tis too true; tis not three Minutes ſince he ſaid fo. 2 
Col. Nay, then tis time indeed his Eyes were open'd; and give 
me leave to ſay, Madam, tis only in your power to fave not only 5 
me, but even my Father too from Ruin. . 
Lady W. I ſhall eaſily come into any thing of that kind, thats 4 
practicable What ist you propoſe? © | 
Col. Why, if this Fellow (which I am ſure of) is really in love 
with you, give him a fair Opportunity to declare himſelf, and N 3 
leave me to make my Advantage of it. : 
Lady W. Iapprehend you I am loth to do a wrong thing 
e Mar. Dear Madam, its the only Way in the World to expoſe 
him to my Father. 455 : . N 
Lady W. III think of it „„ [ Muſine.] 7 
Col. When you do, Madam, I'm ſure you'll come into it. Ho W. 
now! what Paper's this? It's the Doctors Hand. Fanta ſt 
Mar. I believe my Father dropt it. 
Col. What's here? 5 Reads. 
5 . wh 
| Laid 
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Was 1 ever ſuch a How 4 ſtupid, Cale rendes Tivaſun: L 
Now, Madam, I hope you ſee the Neceſſity of blowing up this 
Traitor : Theſe are Lengths I did not think my Father had gone 
wich him: What vile, what low Sedition, has he made him 
ſtoop to: ? 


Lady W. I tremble at the Precipice he ſtands on! 


Mar. O bleſs us! Ta am in a cold Sweat; dear e, leave it 
where you found it 
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Lady W. By all means; if Sir 7ohn ſhould know 
Col. You are in the right, Madam. 

Lady W. Let's ſteal into the next Room, and obſerve that no 
body elſe takes it up; he'll certainly come back to look fort. 
Col. But I muſt leave you; poor Heartly ftays for me at Whites, 


irs in your 


« 


and he'll fir upon Thorns, till T bring him an account of his ney 


Rival. AVOL Point LEO ERR, | 


Enter Sir John in a Hurry. — 


= 


Sir John. Undone ! Ruin d! where could I drop this Paper ?— 


Hold—let's ſee— | He finds it.] Ah! here it is What a bleſſed 
'Scape was this! It my opera Son had found it, I ſuppoſe 
by ro-morrow he would have been begging my Eſtate for the 


Diſcovery— Enter Doctor Wolf. 


O Doctor all's well: I have found my Parner. > -.. 


Dact. J am ſincerely glad of t—lt mig t have ruin dus. 
Sir John. Well, Sir, what ſay our laſt Advices from Avignon? 
Doct. All goes right The Council has approy'd our Scheme, 


and prefs mightily for Diſpatch among our Friends in England. 


Sir 7ohn. But pray Doctor 


Doct. Hold, Sir — now we are alone, give me leave to in- 


form you better Not that I am vain of any worldly Title; 


— 


Right obliges me to take it. 
Sir John. Pray, Sir, explain. „„ p 
Deg. Our laſt Expreſs has brought me this——-[ He ſhews a 

Writing] which (far unworthy, as I am) promotes me to the va- 

cant See of Thetford. | 5 1 1 
Sir John. Is it poſſible? My Lord, I joy in your Advancement. 

Doct. It is indeed a Spiritual Comfort to find my Labours in 

the Cauſe are not forgotten; though I muſt own, ſome leſs con- 

ſpicuous Inſtance of their Favour had better ſuited me. Such high 


but ſince it has pleasd our Court to dignify me, our Church's. 


* 


Diſtinctions are: invidious ; and it would really grieve me, Sit 
among my Friends to meet with Envy, where I only hope for 


Love: not but I ſubmit in any way to ſerve them. . 


„eee r ²·¹ m KT 7 


[He lays down the Paper. 


— 


Sir om Ah ! good Man! this Meekneſs will, I hope, one day 
be rewarded- but Pray Sir my Lord !—] beg your Lordſhip's 
pardon pray what other News? How do all our Friends? Are 


they in heart, and chearful? - = 
Dog. To a Man! never in ſuch ſanguine Hopes the Court's 
extremely throng'd——never was there ſuch a Concourſe of War- 
like Exiles: though they talk, this ſharp Seaſon, of removing far- 
ther into Italy, for the benefit of milder Air: Well! the Catho- 
| licks are the — Friends} © -- ; 1 75 
Sir 7ohn. Nay, I muſt do them juſtice, they are truly Zealous in 
the Cauſe; and it has often griev d my Heart, that our Churches 
Differences are ſo utterly irreconcileable. N 
Doct. O nouriſh ſtill that charitable Thought! there's ſome- 
thing truly Great and Humane in it: and really, Sir, if you exa- 
mine well the Doctrines laid down by my Learned Predeceſſor, in 
his Caſe of Schiſm, you will find thoſe Differences are not ſo ter- 
ribly material, as ſome obſtinate Schiſmaticks would paint them. 
Ah: could we but be brought to Temper, a great many ſeeming 
Contradictions might be reconcil'd on both {ſides : But while che 
Laity will interpret for themſelves, there is indeed no doing ir 
Now, could we, Sir, like other Nations, but once reſtrain that 
monſtrous Licence: Ah! Sir, a Union then might ſoon be practi- 
able... fon . 
Sir [on Auh ! will never do here: The Engliſ are a ſtub- 
born headſtrong People, and have been ſo long indulg d in the 
Ule of their own Senſes; that, while they have Eyes in their 
Heads you will never be able ro perſuade them they cant ſee, 
theres no making them give up their Human Evidences : and your 
Credo quia Impoſſibile eſt, is an Argument they will always make a 
jeſt of, No, no, it is not Force will do the thing, your Preſs d 
Men don't always make the beſt Soldiers. And truly, my Lord, 
ve ſeem to be wrong too in another Point, to which I have often 
imputed the ill Succeſs of our Cauſe : And that is, the taking into 
our Party ſo many looſe Perſons of diflolute and abandon'd Mo- 
nals; Fellows, whom in their daily private Courſe of Life, the 
Pllory and Gallows ſeem to groan tor. | EP 
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Doc. Tis true indeed, and I have often wiſh'd twete poſſible 
to do without them; but in a Multitude all Men wont be all 
Saints: and then again they are really uſeful; nay, and in many 


1 | Wy | — | 5 | p f 8 p ; [ 
JRR. 


things, that ſober Men will not ſtoop to- They ſerve, poor 
Curs, to bark at the Government in the open Streets, and keep up 
the wholeſome Spirit of Clamour in the common People: an Fi 


: 


Sir, you cannot conceive the wonderful Uſe of Glamour, tis { 


reizing to a Miniſtry, it makes them winch and fret, and fon 
ae, in their Poſts. Ah ! many a comfortable Point has been 
gain d by Clamour ! tis in the Nature of Mankind to yield more 


) 


to that, than Reaſon Even Socrates himſelf could nor reſiſt it ; 
for wiſe as he was, yet you ſee his Wife Aantippe carryd all her 


Points by Clamour. Come, come, Clamour is a uſeful Monſter, 
and we muſt feed the hungry Mouths. of it; it being of the haſt 
importance to us, who hope to change the Government, to let it 
BHEDC ANT oo „ 1 
Sir John. Well, there is indeed no reſiſting meer Neceſſity. 
Dact. Beſides, if we ſuffer our Spirits to cool here at home, out 
Friends abroad will ſend: us over nothing but Excuſes. 
Sir John. Tis true; but ſtill I am. amaz d, that France ſo totally 


hould have left us—— Mardyke, they ſay, will. certainly be demo 


Uh d. 


Doct. No matter, let them go——we have made a good Ex- 
change, our new Ally is yet better, as he is leſs ſuſpected— 
But to give them their due, we have no Spirits among us like the 


Conſtancy. O!] there's no daunting them, evn with ill Succeſs: 
they will ſtarve their very Vanities, their Vices, to feed their 
Loyalty: I am inform d that my good Lady Counteſs of Night- 
a has never been ſeen in a New-Gown, or has once thrown. 


a Dye at any of the Aſſemblies, ſince our laſt General Contri- 


bution. 


what Obligations they have to your indefatigable Endeavours 


Doct. Alas! Sir, I can only boaſt: an honeſt Heart, my Power 


is weak, I only can aſſiſt them with my Prayers and zealous 
Wiſhes; or it I had been ſerviceable, have not you, Sir, overpaid 


me! 


Women, the Ladies have ſupported. our Cauſe with à ſurprizing 


Sir ahn. O my good Lord! if eur Court abroad but. knew 


$ 
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me? Your Daughter, Sir, the fair e Maria, is a Reward no Merit 
Iffſ%h%d% RT =: 5 
Sir John. Nay, good my Lord, this tender Gratitude confounds 
me O this inſenſible Girl Pray excuſe me [Weeps. 
Do#t. You feem'd concern d, pray what's amiſs? 

Sir fohn. That I ſhould be the Father of ſo blind a Child; 
alas! the flights the Bleſſing I propos d, ſhe ſees you not, my 
Lord, with my fond Eyes; but lay not, I beſeech you, at my 
Door, the ungrateful Stubbornneſs of a thoughtleſs Girl. 

Doct. Nay, good Sir, be not thus concern'd for me, we muft 
allow her Female Modeſty a time, your ſtrict Commands perhaps 
too {ſuddenly {urpriz'd her; Maids muſt be ſlowly, gently dealt 
with; and might I, Sir, preſume to adviſe—- : 
Sir Zohn. Any a; your Will ſhall govern me and her. 
Doct. Then, Sir, abate of your Authority, and let the Matter 
_ reſt a while: Suppoſe I firſt ſhould beg your good Lady, Sir, to 

be my Friend to her; Women will hear from Weir own Sex, what 
ſometimes, een from the Man they like, would ſtartle them: 
May I have your Permiſſion, Sir, when Dinner is remoy'd, to en- 
tertain my Lady on this Subject privately ? 
Sir Fi, n. O! by all means, and troth, it is an excellent 
Thought, III go this inſtant and prepare her to receive you, and 
will myſelf contrive your Opportunity” EE: 

Doct. You are too good to me, Sir too bountiful. 

Sir 7 Nay, now, my Lord, you drive me from you. 

Doct. Pray pardon me. 35 
. Sir ohn. No more, I beg you, good my Lord your Ser- 
nm. FT... : Exit. 
Doct. Ha! ha! What noble Harveſts have been reap'd from 
bigotted Credulity, nor ever was a better Inſtance of it. Would 
it not make one {mile ? that it ſhould ever enter the Brains of 
this Man (who can in other Points diſtinguiſh like a, Man) that. 
a Proteſtant Church can never be ſecure, till it has a Popith Prince 
to defend it. TS 


2 Enter Charles. 
So Charles, haſt thou finiſk'd thoſe Letters? Hos 
8 | Charles: 
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W urles. I have brought them, Sir.. 
Doc. Tis very well, let them be ſeald without a Direction, 
and give them to Aaron Sham the Jew, when «he calls for them 
O and——-here ſtep yourſelf this Afternoon to Mr, De. 
feag,ance of Cray Inn, and give him this Thirty Pound Bill from 
Sir Harry Foxhound, beg him to fit up Night and Day till the 
Writings are finiſh'd; tor his Trial certainly comes on this Week, 
he knows we can't always be ſure of a Jury, and- a moments De- 
lay may make the Commiſſioners lay hold of his Eſtate. _ | 
Charles. My Lord, Tl take the utmoſt'Care.  - *©£_]w—ha o 
Doct. Well, Charles. Fg: | [Gravely ſmiling. 
Charles. Sir fohn has told me of the new Duty I ought to Pay 
you when in private. „ 8 
Doct. But take eſpecial heed that it be only private. 
Charles. Your Lordſhip need not caution me my Lord, I 
hear another Whiſper in the Family; Im told you'll ſhortly be 
ally'd to it: Sir John, they ſay, has actually conſented : I hope, 
my Lord, you'll find the fair Maria too as yielding. 8 
Doct. Such a Propoſal has indeed been ſtarted, but it will end 
in nothing: Maria is a giddy wanton thing, not form'd to make 
a wiſe Man happy; her Life's too vain, too ſenſual to elevate a 
Heart like mine: No, no, I have Views more ſerious. 5 
| [ Aſrde, 


— 


Charles. O my fluttering Joy ! _ 
Doct. Marriage is a State too turbulent for me. 1 
Charles. But with Sir John's Conſent, my Lord, her Fortune 
may be conſiderable. „„ 
Doc. Thou know'ſt, Charles, my Thoughts of Happineſs were 
never form'd on Fortune. 1 = 
Charles. No ! I find that by the Settlement. [Aide 
Doct. Or if they were, they would be there impoſſible ; Ma. 
714's vain Diſtaſte of me, I know is as deeply rooted, as my Con- 
tempt of her: And canſt thou think I'd ſtain my Character to be 
a Wanton's Mockery, to follow through the Wilds of. Folly ſhe 
would lead me, to cringe and doat upon a ſenſeleſs Toy, that 
every Feather in a Har can purchaſe. e 
Charles. But mayn t Sir Fohn take it ill, my Lord, to have her 
ſlighted? = 1D Ls 
Dot. 


— r «˙. 4ae 0 A VIane* ove 


— 


Dock. No, no; her ridiculous Averſion will ſecure me from 
his Reproaches. n | 


ar! Enter a Servant. © 
Serv. Sir, my Maſter deſires to ſpeak with you. 
Dog. TIl wait on him Charks, youll take care of my Di- 
reqtions. by og hg 
Charles. IIl be ſure, Sir. - [Exit Doctor. 
Kind Heaven, I thank thee ! this Bar, ſo unexpectedly remoy'd, 
gives Vigour to my Heart, and'is, I hope, an Omen of its For-- 
nine But I muſt loſe no time, the Writing may be every mo- 
ment called for this is her Chamber. N N 


He. knocks ſoftly——and Betty enters to him. 
Is your Lady buſy? 35 L 

Betty. 1 think ſhe's only a reading. „ 
Charles. Will you do me the Favour to let her know, if ſhe is 
at leiſure, I beg to ſpeak with her upon ſome earneſt Buſineſs. 


| Maria entring with a Book. 
Mar. Who's that * TE 


with you. | 
Mr O! Your Servant, Mr. Charles Here, take this odi- 

ous Homer, and lay him up again, he tires me. | Exit Betty with 
the Book.] How could the blind Wretch make ſuch a horrid Fuſs 
about a fine Woman, for ſo many Volumes together, and give 

us no Account of her Amours ? You. have read him, I ſuppoſe, in 
the Greek, Mr. Charles. =: : 

Charles. Not lately, Madam. : ok 

Mar. But do you ſo violently admire him now? | 

Charles. The Criticks ſay he has his Beauties, Madam; but 
Ovid has been always my Favourite. _ 

Mar. Ovid ! O! he's raviſhing— 

Charles. And ſo art thou to Madneſs. Aſide. 
Mar. Lord! how could one do to learn Greek, was you a 
great while about it? 

Charles. 
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. It has been half che Buſineſs of my Li: Madam 


Mar. Thats cruel now ! ! then you think one can't be Miſtreſs | | 
of it in a Month or two. | 
Charles. Not eaſily, Madam. 
Aar. % . me it has the ſofteſt Tone 95 Lore of any | 
Language in the World, I * 1 could ſoon learn =] Row "I 
two words of it already. 1 
Charles. Pray, Madam, what are they ? 
Mar. Stay, let me ſee—O-—ay——Zoe, kai Phe. f 
Charles. I N you know the Engliſh of them, Madam. 
Mar. O lud! hope there's hos in it; I am ſure I heard 
the Doctor ſay it to m 1 what is it? 0 
Charles. You muſt firſt 1 imagine, Madam, a tender Lover 85 F 
zing on his Miſtreſs, and then indeed they have a Softneſs in « 
them, as thus———Z, kat Pſyche ! my Life ! my Soul! 
Mar. O the impudent young Rogue ! how his w_ * too! 6 
[ Afrde.] What the duce can he want with me 1 
Charles. I have ſtartled her, the muſes. e Ad: u 
Mar. It always ran in my Head this Fellow had ſomething in b 
him above his Condition ll know reſently. _ de. 
Well, but your Buſineſs with me, Mr. 2 you have ſome- | 
thing of Love in your Head now, TII lay my Life ore. I 
Charles. I never yet durſt oun it, Madam. b 
Mar. Why, whats the Matter? h 
Charles. My Story is too melancholy to entertain 2 | Mind ſo 1 
much at eaſe as yours. | | il 
Mar. O! I love melancholy Stories of all things. b 
Charles. But mine, Madam, can't be told, unleſs F give my F. 
Life into your power. hi 
F Mar. OLud! you have not done- any body a « miſchiel I Y 
ope. 6 
Charles I never did a private Injury ; ; if I have Jos a pub: 5 
lick Wrong, Tm ſure it might, in me, at leaſt, be called an it, 
honeſt Error. : 
* Pray whom did ou lerye before you liyd with the Doc hy 
role 
th: 


E harles. 


— 


4 


Education ruind me, might have now appear, like what I am 


RE Tc. > ES... 
1»Chafles.OT was not born to ferye ; and had not an unfortunate 


= E 


by en ooh ning nog bh 
Mar. I am ſurpriz d! Tour Education, ſay you, ruin you? 
Lord] I am concern d for you. Pray let me know your Story; 
and if any Services are in my power, I am ſure you may com- 
mand them. e et 
Charles. Such ſoft Compaſſion, from ſo fair a Boſom, Oo erpays 
che worſt that can attend my owning what I am. ö 
ear. O your Servant but pray let's hear. 


= 
* 


Charles. My Father's elder Brother, Madam, was a Gentleman 
of an antient Family in the North, who having then no Child 
bimſelf, begg'd me, from my Narſe's Arms, to be adopted as his 
own, with an Aſſurance too of making me his Heir; to which 
my Father (then, alas! in the Infancy of his Fortune) eaſily _ 
ſented. This Uncle being himſelf ſecretly diſaffected to the 

- Government, gave me of courſe, in my Education, the ſame 
unhappy Prejudices, hich ſince have ended in the Ruin of us 
ear. Then you were bred a Roman Catholic xk 
Charles. No, Madam; but I own in Principles of very little 
Difference, which I imbibd chiefly from this Doctor, he having 
been five Years-my Governor. As I grew-up, my Father's Merit 
had rais'd his Fortune under the preſent Government ; and fear- 
ing I might be too far fixd in Principles againſt it, deſir d me 
irom my Uncle home again: But I, as I then thought myſelf 


bound in Gratitude, excusd-my going, in Terms of Duty to my 
ſtly have provok'd ever to 


Father; whom ſince, alas! I too ju 
hope a Neconciliation. I ſaw too late my Folly, and had no 
Defence againſt his Anger, but by artfully confirming him in a 
belief, that J had-perith'd with my Uncle in the late Nebellion. 
Mar. Bleſs us! what do you mean? you were not actually in 
it, [ ho e | 3 meet l 
: Charles 1 cant diſoun the Guilt— but ſince the Royal Mercy 
has been refusd to none that frankly have confeſsd with Peni- 
tence their Crime (which from my Heart I moſt ſincerely do) in 
_ is all my Hope My Youth = Education's all the Excuſe 
Vol. II. e 8 


* 


3¹⁴ + Tr Nov Juno: "IT 
1 plead ; if they deſerve. no Pity, I am defermin'd- t o throw off | 
my Diſguiſe, and bow me to t = Hand of” e 


"Mar. Poor Creature! Lord ! I can't bea "Dy Ge 
Charles. But then unknown, and friendle(s as In am; 1 to Whom, 
alas | can I app If fot. . ¶ Neep. 
Aar. O Lord! Ill ſerve you, depend upon it 5 : My Brother 


hall have no Reſt till he gets your Pardon. 

Charles. Tout kind Compaſſion, Madam, has brevanind; "What | 

il I durſt, I nhould have mention d: I hope too I ſhall perſonal. 

1 ly deſerve his Fayour ; if not, your. SIO Inclination to haye 

1 ſav d me, even in my laſt Depur: of Life, will give my Heat a 
O 

| ; b Lora! the poor Unituttintade Boy loves me too; FTE 
ſhall T do with him? But, Mr. Charles, pray once more to your 
Story— What was it that really drew you 1 into the Rebellion? 

Charlie This Doctor, Madam, who, as he is now your Father's, 
was then my Uncle's Boſom-Counſellor : : Twas his inſidious 
Tongue that painted it to us as an incumbent Duty, on which the 
Welfare of our Souls depended ; he warm'd us too into ſuch a 
weak Belief of vile Reports, as _ ſhould bluſn to mention. 
e were aſſur d, that half the Churches here in Town were 
lying all in ſacrilegious Ruins; which ſince, I found, maliciouſly 
was meant, even of thoſe that are magnificently nung from ther | 
new Foundations! 

Mar. But, ray —while you were in Arms, how did the Doc 

tor diſpoſe ot himlelf? ; 

Charles. He ent with us, "Adis, none ſo active in the 
Front of Reſolution, till Danger came to face him; then indeed 
a friendly Fever ſeizd him, which on the firſt Alarm of the Kings 
Forces marching towards Preſton, gave him a cold Pretence to 
leave the Town; in the Defence of which my Uncle loſt his 
Life, and I my only Friend, with all my long-fed Hopes of For 
rune. 
ear. Poor Wretch ! but how came you to avoid being Pri- 

ſoner? 
Charles. Upon our Sürrender of the Place, 1 brib'd a Townl- 


man to employ me, as his Servant, in a backward Nm 
oule; 
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S 1 Suſpicion, till the” ele Affair was Over But then, 


alas! whither to turn I knew not: M Life grew now no more my 
Care Periſn, Iſay, I muſt; whe ter as a Criminal, or a Dep 
gar, was my only Choice. | 
Mar. O Lord! tell me quickly how you came hither: 


Charles. In this Pei air I wanderd up to London, where 1 


ſcarce knew one Mortal, but ſome few Friends in Priſon. What 
could I'do ? I venturd even thither for my Safety; where twas 


- my Fortune firſt to ſee your Father, Madam, diſtributing Relief 


to ſeyeral : He knew my Uncle well ; and being inform'd of my 
Condition, he charitably took me Home; and 1 * has ever ſince 
concealed me as a menial Servant to the Doctor. The Deteſta- 
tion of whoſe vile, diſhoneſt Practices, at laſt have wak d me to a 
Senſe of all my blinded Errors; of which this Writing i is his, leaſt 
of ſordid Inſtances. [Gives it to Maria. 

Mar. You frighten me ; pray what are the Purpoſes of it? Tis 
neither ſign d nor ſeald.. 

Cc harles.. No, Madam ; therefore to prevent it, by this 00 
Notice, was my Buſineſs here wich you: Jour Father gave it 8 
Doctor firſt to ſhew his Counſel, who having ſince approv'd it, 
underſtand this Evening t. twill be executed, 

Mar. But what is it! 

Charles, It grants ro Dr. Wolf in preſent Four Lid FIRM 
per annum, 575 which this very House is part; and at your Father's 
Death inveſts him in the whole Remainder of his Free Eſtate. 
For you indeed there is a Charge of Four Thouſand Pound upon 
It provided you marry, only with the Doctor's Conſent ; if nor, 


tis added to my Lady's Jointure. But your Brother, Madam, is 


vithout Conditions, utterly diſinherited. 
Mar. I am confounded hat will become of us ? my Fa- 


ther now, I find, was ſerious O this inſinuating 3 4 


let me ſee——ay 1 ange this Minute Sir, dare 
you cruſt this in my hands for an Hour only ? | 


hands. 
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| Mar. And I dare ſecure it with my o.] Hark they ring 
E E — "om. NT ee Fs pin 15 1 4 * R a iq 
to Dinner; pray, Sir, ſtep in, ſay I am oblig d to dine Abroad 
and whiſper, one of the Footmen to get a Hackney Coach im. 


5 


” 
ww 


mediately 5 then 9 a proper Occaſion ol flip out after 


Bett), my Scarf and a Mask. 


me to Mr. Doubles 


ambers in the Temple, there I. ſhall have 


time to talk farther with you: _ Y 


Charles. What does my Fortune mean me ? - She'll there talk 


farther with me! Of what ! What will the talk of? O my Heart 
methought ſhe look at)parting too, as kindly conſcious of ſome 
Obligation to me: And then how Lok, how amiably tender was 
her Pity of my Fortune. But O! I rave; keep down, my vain 
aſpiring Thoughts, and to my loſt Condition level all my Hopes 


d cc 
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| Rather auen with Piy let me H,, 
Than hope for more than ſhe reſolves to give. Exit: 
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Betty. No, Madam, he ſeem d very uneaſy at your being A- 
broad. 11 5 „„ 
Mar. Well go and lay up choſe Things Exit Betty. 


Ten to One, but his wiſe Head now has found out ſomething to 


be jealous of; if he lets me ſee it, I ſhall be ſure to make him 


infinitely eaſy Here he comes. 


The Non. qe a 
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2 Tor würde Servant, Madam. 
Mar. Tour Servant, Sir. 

Heart. You have been abroad, 1 . 55 
Mar. Yes; and: now 1. am come home, you 79 8 


_ Heart, Jou 8 0 to turn upon my Words, Madam; 15 there | 
any thing particular in them oo 


Mar. As much as there is in my being abroad, I balioce.- 
Heart. Might not I oy: 580 had been abroad, vichour giving 


offence ? . 11 


Mar. And be not Las well ay, I was come home, withour 
your being fo grave upont? 

Heart: Do you know any ching mould make me mor 3M 

Mar. I knoy, if you are ſo, Lam, the worſt Perſon 1 in the e World : 
you could poſlibly ſhew ir to. 

" Nay, I don't ſuppoſe? you do any hin: you y won't t juſtify. 
Mar. Ol. then I find [ have done, bun 8 think I. can't 
juſtify. 

Heart. I don't ſay. that neither; perhaps 1 am in the 1 wrong in 
what J have faid: bur I have been ſo often usd to ask pardon 
for your being in the wrong, that I am reſolv d henceforth never 
to rehie on the inſolent Evidence of my own Senſes. 
Mar. You dont know, now, perhaps, that I think this pretty 
{marr Speech of yours is very 259 K but ſince thats a Fault you 
can't 15 I will not take it ill. Come now, be as ſincere on 
Jo ſide, and . tell me ſeriouſſy Is not what real Buſineſs ] 
had abroad, the very thing you want to be made eaſy in? | 

Heart. If I thought you. would make me eaſy, I would. own it. 

Mar. Now we come to the Point To morrow- Morning 
then, I give you my Word to let you know it all; till when there 
is a Neceſſ ity for its being a h and I inſiſt pen your be- 
leving it., 

Heart. But pray, Madam, what am I to 4 with my private 
Imagination in the mean time? that is not in my power to con- 
fine : And ſure you wont be offended, if to avoid the Tortures 
that may give me, I beg youll truſt me wich the Secret now. 
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Favour. 


v Non * mY 


n Denis ren me; for: olitively I will not. M 7. 59) * 
Heart. Cannot had: deen V ander k em- my Diſquier of 
0 little moment to eee 
Aar. Of none, - while your Diſuiet dufte Hör tun the Au 
rances I have given you: if you expect I ſhould confige in you 
for Life, don't let me ſee ol date not take "ty Word for i Day, 


and if Jum are Wiſe, 'you Think” 11 95 hy” a "TOE of y 


r 


H cart. Tf you- ain it fuck it is a aon, if 
a let's wave the Subject 


Mar. With all my Heart. Have ou ſeen my roche! ogy? i: 
Fart. Tes Madam, and he tells me, it lern the Dodtor i; i 
28 Man your Father has reſolvd upon. 33 

Mar. Tis ſo; nay, and what will more -ſurprize you, ts leave 


me only to the choice of him, or of no Fortune 


Heart. And may I, without Offence, beg leave 1 60 know wha 


Reſolutions, Madam, you have taken upon It? 
Mar Þ have not taken wy Ido not know what to: do: hh 
would you adviſe me to?) 2 a 


"th 


2 n * 
Mar. He ſays he'll ſets all his Eſtate upon him too. 
Heart. O take it, take it, to be ſure; it's the rey” Match i in 


the World; you can't do a wiſer thing certainl . 


Mar. "Twill be as wiſe at Ke 1 TO 5 the W. ays you take to pre 
vent it. 


Heart. I find, Maa 1 am not to noh what 2 intend to. 


do; and I ſuppoſe am to be eaſy at that too. 
Mar. When I intend to marry my 1 ſhall not care - whethei 


you are eaſy or no. 


Heart. If your indifference to me were a Proof of your Indi 
nation to him, the Gentleman need not deſpair. 


Mar. Very well, Sir, TI endeayour to take your Advice, I prc- 
miſe you. 


Madam. 


Mar. About as much, I ſuppoſe, as it coſt you to give it ye” | 
Heart, 


ur Faith a 
nor tis fome 


Heart. I adviſe you to? "Nay, you are in "the ar 0 14 


Heart. O thar won't coſt you much Trouble, I dare toy ; 


=. 


- 
. 
07 


- Heart. Ist poſſible? How can you torture me with this In- 


, * 


* 


= 


difference! - . 


Mar. Why do you inſult me with ſuch a bare-facd Jealouſy ? .; 


Hart. Is it a Crime to be concern d for what becomes of you? 


Has not your Father openly declar d againſt me, in favour of my 


Rival? How is it poſlible, at ſuch a time, not to have a thou- 


ſand Fears? What though they all are falſe and groundleſs, are 


they not ſtill the Effect of Love alarm d, and anxious to be ſa- 


tisfled? I. have an open, artleſs Heart, that cannot bear Diſ- 


— 


guiſes, but when tis Sur in ſpite of me, twill ſhew it 


Pray pardon me But when I am told you went out in. che ut- 


moſt hurty with ſome Writings. to a Lawyer, and took the Doc- 


| tor's OWN. Ser vant w ith you, | even , in the very Hour your Father 
had proposd him, as your Husband —— Good Heaven! what 


am 1 to think? Can I, muſt I ſuppoſe my Senſes fail me? If 
I have Eyes, have Ears, and have a Heart, muſt it be ſtill a Crime 


to think I ſee and hear et, by my Torments, feel I love. 


Mar. | Afide.| Well, I own it looks ill- natur d now, not to ſhew 


him ſome Concern But then this Jealouſy I muſt, and will 


gerithe beider kf. | | 

. Heart. Speak, Maria, is ſtill my Jealouſy a Crime? mo 
ear. If you ſtill inſiſt on it as a Proof of Love, then I muſt 
tell you, Sir, tis of that kind, that only ſlighted Hearts are pleas'd 
with ; when I am ſo reducd, then perhaps I may bear it 
The Fact you charge me with, I grant is true, I have e abroad, as 
you ſay: But ſtill let Appearances look ne'er ſo pointing, while 
there is a Poſſibility in Nature, that what I have done may be in- 


nocent, I won't bear a Look, that tells me to my Face, you dare 


ſuſpect me: If you haye Doubts, why don't you ſatisfy them be- 
tore you ſee me? Can you ſuppoſe, that T am to ſtand con- 


tounded, as a Criminal before you ? How 5 7 5 a Figure 


muſt a Woman make, to bear but ſuch a Moment 


* 


Come, come, 


there's nothing ſhews ſo low a Mind, as theſe grave and inſolent 
Jealouſies. The Man that's capable of ever ſeeing a Woman, 
= after 


_ "Heart: Upon my Word, Madam, I give it pargly:carvblige pu 
eaſt I can do 1s to 


= me Nb x- FR OR: 
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after hf holigve Fe falſe, is cg pable, on _ Sueden, and « 
little Flatrery, were. the really falle, d to forgive and bear it. 


Heart. You won't find me, Madam, of ſo. low a Spirit, ; but 


2 4 % 


| ſince. 1 ſee your. Tyranny ariſes from your mean Opinion of me, 


tis Time to be myſelf, and difavow your Power, you ule. it now 


beyond my bearing; not only impoſe on me to disbelieve my 


Senſes, but do it with ſuch an imperious Ait, 48 if MY honeſt 
manly, Reaſon were your. Slave ; and this poor grovelin Frame; 
that follows you, durſt ſnew no e of. Lite, a oh 
deign to give it. Ne 

Mar. Oh! you ; are in the right- -gO, 0n—fuſpet me ; ill 


D the worſt you can tis al true dont juſtify = 


ſelf—— Why do you trouble me with your Complain? If you 
are Maſter of that manly Reaſon: you have . boaſted, give me a 
manly Proof of it, at once reſume. your Liberty, deſpiſe me, go, 
go off in. Triumph now, and let me ſee you ſcorn the Woman 
whoſe vile, o'erbearing Falſhood would inſult your Senſes. 

| Heart. O Heaven! is this the End of all? Are then thoſe 
render Proteſtations you have made me (for ſuch 1 thought them) 
when with the ſofteſt kind Reluctance your riſing Bluſhes gave me 


| ſomething more than Hope — What all — —0 Maria 5 All 


but come tO this? 


Mur. [ Aſide.] O Lud! lam growing ſilly, if 1 Tow. on, I 
ſhall tell him every thing; tis but another Scruggle, £41 I ſhall 


conquer it So u are not gone, I ſee. 
Heart. Do you then wiſh will ne, Madam i 
Mar. Your manly Reaſon wi direct you. 
Heart. This is too much —m of Art can bear no more. 0 ] 
bat? Am J rooted e 


Enter Charles, with tebo Writings. 
Mar. At laft I am relieved ! Well, Mr. Charles, is it done ? 6 


tirely finiſhed. 
Aar. Where is the Ori inal? 
Charles. This 1 is 15 Madam 


Wat ge 


'Tis but a Pang, and 1 am | free A 
Ee in at ons ok rt 5 


Charles. I did not ſtir from his Dexk, Madam, till it was en- 
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e Vety ell ; that, you æno you mult keep: but come, we 


muſt looſe no time, we will examine this in the next Room. 


Now I feel for him. 1 [Afede. 

nah. IS Maria, with Charles. 
2X0 Tarts O Rage! Rage! this 5 is not to be borne She's gone, 
ſhe's loſt, ſordidly has ſold © herſelf to Fortune, al I muſt now 
forget Ber Hold, if poſſible, let me cool a Moment In- 
tereſt! No, that could not tempt, her She knows I'm Maſter 
of a larger Fortune, than there 
that on her own Conditions ſhe may be mine But what's this 
ſecret Treaty then within? what's doing there? who can reſolve 
that Riddle And yet perhaps, like other Riddles, when tis ex- 
plain d, nothing may ſeem ſo eaſy. But why again, might ſhe not 
truſt me too with the Secret! That! that nee all Alteſh, and 
ſers me on the Rack of ' Jealouſy.” | 


E. nter Q olonel.. 


Col. tow now, Frank! what in a 2 7. a | 

Heart. Prithee pardon me; I am unfit to talk with you. | 

Col. What is Maria in her Airs again? | F 

Hears, I know not what ſhe is. 

Col. Do you know where ſhe ©] NN 

Heart. Retird this Moment to her Chamber, with the Doctors 
Servant. | 

Col. Why, chou art not. jealous of the Doctor, Thope? 85 

Heart. Perhaps ſhe Il be leſs reſery d to you, and tell you wherein 
[ have miſtaken her. 

Col. Poor Frank! thou art a perfect Sir Martin in thy Amour ; 
every Plot I. lay upon my | Siſter's Inclination for thee, thou art 
{ure to ruin by thy own unfortunate Conduct. 1 

Heart. I own I have too little Temper, and too much real 
Paſſion for a modiſh Lover. 

Col. Come, come, prithee be eaſy once more; Il undertake 
8 Ou, if you ll fetch a cool Turn in the Park upon Conftitution- 

, ih 125 than half an Hour I'll come to you. 
1 Dear Tum, thou art a Friend indeed! O J have a thouſand 
N you ſhall find me there. I. Exit Heartley. 
o 12 Ft Col. 
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her utmoſt Hopes can give her, 
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Din Maria and Charles. 4 
Ho now, Siſter ; Mhat have you dene to Fhearriey? The poor 
Fellow looks as if he: had kid your Parro e. 
ear. Pſtia you know him well enough: IL have only been 
ſetting him a Love, Leſſon; it a littte puzzles him tom get through 
it at firſt, but hell know it all by to- morrow: Fou wilt be ſure 
Charles Madam, you may depend upon me, I have my full 
late, [ExioChatks 
Col. O hol! rhere's the Buſineſs then; and it ſeems Heartley was 
not to be tiuſted wich it; ha! ha! And prichee what is this mighty 
Secret, thats tranſacting between Cha#kes and you? 
Mar. That's what he would have known indeed; but you muſt 
know, I don't think it proper to let you tell him neither, for all 
your fly manner of asking r 2 


Col. O! pray take your own time, Dear Madam, I am not in 
haſte to know, I can aſſure you; I came about another Affair, our 
Deſign upon the Doctor: Now while my Father takes his Nap af- 
ter Dinner, would be the propereſt time to put it in execution; 
prithee go to my Lady, and perfuade her to it this Moment. 
Mar. Why wont you go with me? 

Col. No, I'll place myſelf unknown to her in this Paſſage; for 
ſhould I tell her I deſign to over-hear him, ſhe might be ſcru- 
pulous. 5 | | 
Mar. That's true But hold, on ſecond thoughts, you ſhall 
know part of this Affair between Charles and me; nay, I give you 
leave to tell it Heartley too, on ſome Conditions: tis true, I did 
defign to have ſurpriz d you; but now. - my Mind's alter d, that's 
enough. ei ON : 
| Gil Ay, for any MortaPs Satisfaction But here comes my Lad). 
Mar. Away then to your Poſt but let me fee you whep 


;  , 


this Affair is over. i 
Col. TH be wich you. 7 Exit Col 
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To oo 
Mar. Well, Madam, has your Ladyſhip conſider d my Brothers 


| Tropoſal about the Docter? 


La W. I have, Child, and am convinced it ought not to be 
og a Moment: I have yuſt ſent to ſpeak with him here 


Sir ahn too prefles me to give him a Hearing on your account; 
but muſt 1 play a treacherous Part now? and inſtead of perſuading 


you tO the Doctor, even perſuade the Doctor againft you? 


Mar. Dear Madam, don't be ſo nice; if Wives were never 


to diſſemble, what would become of many a vilful Husbands 
Happineſs? . FF 


Lad) W. Nay, thats true too. . * £28 

Mar. Id give the World now, methinks, to ſee this ſolemn In- 
rerview; ſure there can't be a more ridiculous Image, than un- 
lawtul Love, peeping his fly Head out from under the-Cloak of 
Sanctity. Ol that I were in your Ladyſhip's Place, I would lead 
that Fang Blood ef his ſuch a profane Courant Jour wiſe 
Fellows ma 
Rogue of him; and that will do our Buſineſs at preſent. 

Lady W. If he makes himſelf one, tis his own Fault. 

Mar. Dear Madam, one Moments Truce with the Prude, I beg 
you; dont ſtart at his. firſt Declaration, but let him go on, till he 
ſhews the Pry bottom of his ugly Heart. | 
Lady W. I'll warrant you III give a good Account of him 
Here he COmes. | 


Ahr. Then | hope, Madam, you'll give me leave to be Com- 
mode, 2 ee, 1 „ OS 
Lady W. Very well. [Exit Maria, and enter Doctor. 
Dogt. Jam told, Madam, you deſign me the Happineſs of 

your Commands;; I am proud you think me worthy of them in 
Lady W. Pleaſe to ſit, Sir. 7 

| Net Did not Sir John inform you too, that I had deſir d a 

Private, Conference with your Ladyſhir? ? 
Lady W. He did, Sir. 5 ö x 1 | 
Woe. Lis then by his Feemilſign we are thus happily alone. 


* | Z 
| 


e the dareſt Fools tqo: hut yaur Ladyſhip will make a 


Lady 
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Lach W. True; and tis on that account I wanted to adviſe with 
| PLD #K 4 Tt, SEN , | 


| 
1 


vou. 


Dock. Well, bur dear Lady, ah! [Sighing] you camt conceive 
the Joyouſneſs I feel in this ſo unexpected Interview; ah! ah! x 


have a thouſand friendly things to fay to you———Ah! ah! An 


how ſtands your precious Health? Is your naughty Cold abated 


yer? I haye ſcarce cloſed my Eyes theſe two Nights, with my 


Concern for you, and every watchful Interval has ſent a thouſand 
Sighs and Prayers to Heaven for your Recovery. 3 | 


Lady W. Your Charity was too far concern'd for me. 


Doc. Ah! don't fay fo, don't ſay ſo you merit more than 


Mortal Man can do for you. 

Lady W. Indeed you over-rate me. of, 3 
Doct. I ſpeak it from my Soul, indeed! indeed! indeed! I do. 
e e 1 ere ber Hand. 

Lady W. O dear, you hurt my Hand, Si. 

Doct. Impute it to my Zeal, and want of Words to expreſs my 
Heart: ah! I would not harm you for the World; no, bright 


Creature, tis the whole Buſineſs of my Soul to 


Lady W. But to our Affair, Sir, 
Doct. Ah! thou Heavenly Woman! 


Lad) W. Tour Hand need not be there, Sir. 3 
Doct. Ah! I was admiring the Softneſs of this Silk, Madam. 
! Ong” ß i 
Doct. They are indeed come to a prodigious Perfection in this 
Manufacture How wonderful is human Art! — Here it diſputes 
the Prize with Nature —— That all this ſoft and gaudy Luftre 
ſhould be wrought from the poor Labours of a Worm! 


. ¶ Strobing it. 


Lady W. But our Buſineſs, Sir, is upon another Subject: Sir 
hn informs me, that he thinks himſelf under no Obligation to 


= 

| 11. Heartley, and therefore reſolves to give you urid: Now 
pray be ſincere, and let me know what your real Intentions are. 
Do#. Is it poſſible? Can you, divine Perfection, be ſtill a 

Stranger to my real Thoughts? Has no one Action of my Lite 

inform d you better? Since ] muſt plainly ſpeak them then, Murids. 


[ Laying his Hand on her Knee. | 


xid's. 
put 
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but a Feint, a Blind to skreen my real Thoughts from ſhrewd Suſ- 
picion's Eye, and ſhield your {ſpotleſs Fame from worldly Cenſure. 


Could you then think, twas for Maria's fake, your Balls, Aſſem- 


blies, and your toilet Viſits have been reſtrain'd? Would I have 
urg d Sir John to make that Fence to incloſe a Butterfly? No, ſoft 
and ſerious Excellence, your Virtues only were the Object of my 


Care: I could not bear to ſee the Gay, the Young, and the In- 
conſtant, daily basking in your diffuſive Beams of Beauty, without 
a ſecret Grudge, I might ſay Envy, even of ſuch Inſects Happineſs. 
Lady W. Well, Sir, I take all this, as I ſuppoſe you intended 
it, for my Good, my Spiritual Welfare. Ne Il 
Doct. Indeed I meant you ſerious, cordial Service. 
Lady W. I dare ſay you did; you are above the low and mo- 
mentary Views of this World. 
Doct. Ah! I ſhould be ſo —— And yet, alas! I find this mor- 


ral Cloathing of my Soul is made like others Mens, of ſenſual 


Fleſh and Blood, and has its Frailties. | 
Lady W. We all have thoſe, but yours I know are well correct- 
ed by your divine and virtuous Contemplations. | 


Doct. And yet our Knowledge of eternal Beauties do not re- 
ſtrain us wholly from the Love of all that's Mortal ——Beaur 

here, tis true, muſt die; but while it lives, 'twas given us to od. 
mire, to wake the f{luggiſh Heart, and charm the ſenſible: At the 
firſt Sight of you I fel unuſual Tranſports in my Soul, and trem- 
bled at the Guilt that might enſue ; but on Refleftion, found my 


Flame receiv'd a Sanction from your Goodneſs, and might be re- 


conciłd with Virtue : on this I chaced my ſlandrous Fears, let in 
the harmleſs Paſſion at my Eyes, and gave up all my Heart to 
Love. | 3 12 N me: a | „ 

Col. | Behind.) Indeed! fo warm, Sir Roger ; but I ſhall cool 
your Paſſion with a witneſs. IExit. 


Lady W. Theſe gay Profeſſions, Sir, ſhew more the Courtier 
than the Zealot; nor could I think a Mind ſo tortity'd as yours, 
could have been open to ſuch vain Temptations. 8 

Doct. What Boſom can be Proof gainſt ſuch Artillery of Love? 
I may reſiſt, call all my Prayers, my Faſtings, Tears, and Penance 
to my Aid; but yet, alas! theſe have not made an Angel of IM 
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In ſctill but Man, Vitme may ſtrive, but Nature ll 58 
moſt: Permit me then, on this fair Shrine, 10 pay my 


"4 


We Nox n e 
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"ous, 


and offer p a Heart 
Lady W. Hold, Sir, you've nid enough to put you in my 


Newer 3 ſuppoſe Imow fhould let a Husband, * vour Bene 


. A0 the Favour deſign d him. * es. 
Do. You cannot be 41 ag = * my 
Lady W. Nor will, on one Condition. 


Doc. Name it. 
Lady W. That inſtamly you renounce all e 10 Title to 


Maria, and uſe your utmoſt Intereſt with Sir Jolm to give her, 
with her full Fortune, to Mr. Heartley ; if you are wile, £05 TI 


ont. Sir John and the Golonel behind; the Doctor, turning ac- 
(cidentally, ſees them. 
Doct. Ha ! the Colonel there! his Father with him 1000 here 


may have been ſome Treachery; what's to be done? LA. ae 


Col. Now, Sir, let your Eyes convince you. 
Sir Jahn. They do, that yours, Sir, * deceiv de 2 1 
you; all this I knew of. 227 
ih How, -Sir ? 
Sir ohn. Obſerve, and be ot 


Docl. 1 have it. [2646 me. 


Lady W. [To the Dodor.] Methinks this Buſineſs needs not, 
Sir, ſo long a Pauſe. 

Doct. Madam, Lcannot eaſily give up ſuch honeſt Hapes. 

Lady W. Honeſt! 

Dock Perhaps .my Years.are thought. unequal :to my Flame; 


but, Lady, thoſe were found no ſtrong Objection *rwixt Sir John 


and you : And can you blame me then for following ſo {ure a 
Guide in the fame youthful Path to Happineſs. 

Lady W. Is this your Reſolution then? 

Col. Will you let him go on, Sir? 

a John. Yes, Sir, to confound your Slander. 


© Apart. 
Col. Monſtrous ! 


Doct. Can you ſuppoſe my Heart leſs 1 of Love than 
his ? Is it for me to puſn the Bleſſing from me too? For. though 
my Flame has been of long Duration, my conſcious Want of 


Merit 


ber. 


83 


tr 


F | 
| Merit kept it fil conceaPd, rill his Good. Nature brought it to 
' this bleft Occafion; and can you then, fo authorizd, refuſe your 


* 


» 


friendly Piry to my Sufferings? One Word from you compleats | 


ny Joy ; itt yon, Madam; is my only Hope, my Fear, my Eaſe, 
5 Pain, my Torment, or my Happineſs: Maria! O Maria! | 
Col. Contuſion! 1 _ 


Sir Fohn. [Coming forward with the Colonel.) Nou, vile De- 


tractor of all Virtue, is your ontrageous Malice yet confounded ?/ 


Did not -I tell you too, he only made an Intereſt here to gain 

„ 5 eee 
Col. His Devil has out- reach d me. Aſide. 
Sir Fon. Is this your rank Detection of his Treacherß ?? 

Dock. Sir fohn, I did not fee you, Sir; I doubt you are come 

too ſoon, I have not yet prevail d with her. [ Aſide to him. 
Sir John. Ah! good Man, be not concern d; your Trouble 
ſhall be ſhorter fort; III force her to Compliance. 
Lady W. What have you done — your Impatience has) 
uind all. 1 | | 
Col. I fee it now too late. 
Sir Fohn. Now, Sir, will your baſe Prejudice of Party never be 
at reſt? Am to be ſtill thought partial, blind, and obſtinate, to 
fayour ſo much injur d Virtue; if thou art a Man not loſt to Con- 
ſcience, or to Honour, then, like a Man, repair this Wrong, con- 
feſs the Rancour of thy vile Suſpicion, and throw thee at his Feet 
for Pardon. CC 
Doct. What mean you, Sir? 

Lady W. [Aſide.] While he is in this Temper, he will not ea- 
lily be undeceivd Ive yet an After- game to play, till when, 
tis beſt to leave him in his Erro. [Exit Lady Woodvil. 
5 ol John. What! mute! defenceleſs ! hardned in thy Ma- 
Ice nM ui 


Col. 1 ſcorn the Impuration, Sir, and with the ſame repeated 


Honeſty ayow (howe'er his Cunning may have chang'd Appearan-- 


ces) that you are ſtill deceiv d, that all I told you, Sir, was true; 
theſe. Eyes, thefe Ears were Witneffes of his audacious Love, 
without the mention of my Siſter's Name, directly, plainly, grofly 


tending to abufe the Honour of your Bed. & 
: | N ir 
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_ dence againſt your frontleſs Accuſation I 


„ John. O graceleſs Infidel ! 


Favour; yet, on the Terms that Villain offers, tis Merit to fe- 


V % 


2 own. Se 
Ee 


Jour on Senfes Evi- 
ulation? I ſee your Aim; Wife, 
Children, Servants, all are bent F n and think to weary 


Sir John. Andacious Monſter ! were not 


me, by groundleſs Clamours, to diſcard him, but all ſhall not do, 
your Malice on your own vile Heads; to me, it but the more 
endears him: either ſubmit, and ask his Pardon for this Wrong 


r LS AAS | 
Sir ohn. Or this Inſtant leave my Sight, my Houſe, my Fa- 
mily for rr. TCCCCCCCFC EE -: ; 
Doct. What means this Raſhneſs, Sir? on my Account it muſt 
not be, what would the World report of it? I grant it poſſible 
he loves me not, but you muſt grant it too as poſſible he might ; 
miſtake me! it muſt be ſo—— He is too much your Son to do F 
his Enemy a wilful Injury : If he, I fay, ſupposd my. Converſe 
with your Lady criminal, to accuſe me then was but the Error of 
his Virtue, not his Baſeneſs, you ought to love him, thank him 
for ſuch watchful Care: Was it for him to ſee, as he believd 
your Honour in ſo foul a danger, and ſtand concernleſs by? The 
Law of Heaven, of Nature, and of Filial Duty, all oblig'd him 
to alarm your Vengeance, and detect the Villany. 5 
Ir 7 JJ oo + 
Doc. Come, come, ſuch Breaches muſt not be, betwixt fo bi 
ood a Son and Father; forget, forgive, embrace him, cheriſh Fx 
| bim, and let me bleſs the Hour I was the Occaſion of ſo ſweet a © 3 
Reconcilement. ON e D 
Sir John. I cannot bear ſuch Goodneſs ! O fink me not into 1 
the Earth with Shame Hear this, Perverſe and Reprobate! O pr a 
couldſt thou wrong ſuch more than mortal Virtue ! 50 
Col. Wrong him! the hardned Impudence of this painted ae 
Charity Fo tat 1 855 FF CES rol 


Sir John. Peace, Monſter — a 5 
Col. Is of a blacker, deeper Dye, than the great Devil himſelf 
in all his Triumphs over Innocence ever wore. _ AE TE 


Col. No, Sir, though I would hazard Life to fave you from the | 


* 


Ruin he miſleads you to, could die to reconcile my Duty to jour 


fuſe 


> 


WW 
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ſuſe it: I glory in the Diſgrace your Errors give me But, 
Sir, III trouble you no more: To- day is histo- morrow may 
Dock. I did not think he had had fo hard a Nature. 

Sir ohn. O, my good Lord, your charitable Heart diſcoyers 
not the Rancour thats in his: but what better can be hoped fot, 
from a Wretch ſo ſwell d with Spleen, and Rage of Party * 

Doct. No, no, Sit, L am the Thorn that galls him; tis me, tis 
me he hates; he thinks I ſtand before him in your Favour: and 
tis not fit indeed” T ſhould do ſo; for fallen as he is, he's ſtill 
your Son, and J, alas! an Alien, an Intruder here, and ought in 
Conſcience to . retire, and heal theſe hapleſs Breaches in your 
Family? „ 5 5 

Sir John. What means your Lordſhip ? 5 

Doct. But TlH remove this Eye-fore—— Here, Charles 


* : [ Enter Charles. 
Sir Fohn. For Goodneſs fake ! 
Doct. Bring me that Writing I gave you to lay up this Morning. 
Charles. Now Fortune favour us. [ Aſde. Exit Charles. 
Sir John. Make haſte, good Charles, it ſhall be ſign d this Moment. 
Do. Not for the World: 'twas not to that end I ſent for it, 
| bur to refuſe your kind Intentions; for with your Childrens Cur- 
ſes, Sir, I dare not, muſt not take it. 1 
Dir ohn. Navy, good my Lord, you carry it now too far: my 
Daughter is not wrong d by it, but if not obſtinate, may ſtill be 
happy ; and for my wicked Son, ſhall he then heir my Lands, to 
propagate more miſerable Schiſmaticks 2 No, let him depend on 
you, whom he has wrong d; perhaps in time he may reflect upon 
his Father's Juftice, be feconciłd to your rewarded Virtues, and 
recorm his fatal Errors. ns n | 


Fore” Re-enter Charles, with a Writing. _ 
Doct. That would be indeed a Bleſſinmg. _ 2” 
dir John. If Heaven ſhould at laſt reclaim him, the Power to 
light him ſtill is yours; in you, 1 know, he yet would find a fond, 
torgiying erk | IE 
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Doct. The Imagination of fo bleſt an Hour ſoftens me to « © 
Tenderneſs I can't ſupport. _ eee 
Sir Fohn. O the dear, good Man! come, come, let's in to exe. 
cute this Deed. _ VVV 
Doct. Will you then force me to accept this Truſt? For, call 
it what you will, with me it ſhall never be more than ſuch. 
Sir ohn. Let that depend upon the Conduct of my Son. 
Doct. Well, Sir, ſince yet it may prevent his Ruin, I conſent. 


So ſweet a Hope muſt all my Fears controul, + 
I take the Truſt, as Guardian to his Soul, [Excun. 


— 


FCC 


Fr 


* 


eee ese 


A LM: >. 
Maria and Charles. 


0 0 were a Witneſs, then? 
Fas Charles. I ſaw it ſign' d, ſeal'd, and deliver d, Madam. 
Mar. And all paſs d without the leaſt Suſpicion? 
Charles. Sir John ſign'd it with ſuch Earneſtneſs, and the Doc- 
tor receiv'd it with fach a ſeeming Reluctance, that neither had 
the Curioſity to examine a Line of it. 
Mar. Well, Mr. Charles, whether it ſucceeds to our Ends, or 
not, we have ſtill the fame Obligations to you: You ſaw wich 
what a Friendly Warmth my Brother heard your Story; and I dont 
in the leaſt doubt his Succeſs in your Affair at Court. 
Charles. What I have done, my Duty bound me to: But pray, 
Madam, fire me leave, without Offence, to ask you one inno- 
cent Queſtion. 


Mar. Freely, Sir. 5 
Charles. Have you never ſuſpected then, that in all this Affain, 

I have had ſome ſecret, ſtronger Motive to it, than barely Duty 
Mar. Yes But have you been in no Appralignſion 1 
ſhould diſcover that Motive?  _ Let 
5 Charles 


© &5 — — 


* 


— 


Charles: Pray pardon me, I ſee already Lhave gone too far. 


= 


Mar. Not at all, it loſes 190 no Merit with me, nor is it in 
that loves me, unleſs I loy'd that 
one again ; then indeed there might be Danger Come, don't 


my Nature to uſe any one il 


| look grave, my Inclinations to another ſhall not hinder me pay- 
3 1 | | 4 7 1 . . 
ing every one what's due to their Merit; I ſhall therefore always 


with the utmoſt Tenderneſs. | 
Charles. By the dear ſoft Eaſe you have given my Heart, I ne- 
ver hoped for more. a 
Mar. Then Ill give you a great deal more; and to ſhew my 
particular good Opinion of you, I'll do you a Favour; Mr. Charles, 
J never did any Man fince I was born —TIl be ſincere with you. 
Charles, Is it then poſſible you can have loy'd another, to whom 
you never were {incere ? | | | 


— 


Mar. Alas! you are but a Novice in the Paſſion Sincerity 


is a dangerous Virtue, and often ſurfeits what it ought to nouriſh; 
therefore I rake more pains to make the Man 1 love believe I 


light him, than (if poſſible) I would to convince you of my 


Eſteem and Friendſhip. 5+ 1 
Charles. Be but ſincere in that, Madam, and I can't complain. 
Mar. Nay, Ill give 48 a Proof of it; Ill ſhew you all the 

 Good-nature you can deſire; you ſhall make what Love to me 

you pleaſe now; but then. Il tell you the Conſequence: I ſhall 
certainly be pleas d with it, and that will flatter you, till I do you 

a Miſchief. Now do you think me ſincere? 
Charles. I ſcarce conſider that; but I'm ſure you are agreeable. 
Mar. Why look you there now! Do you conſider that a 

Woman had as live be thought agreeable as handſome? And how 


can you ſuppoſe, from one of your Senſe, that I am not pleas'd 


with being told ſo? 
Charles. Was ever Temper ſo enchanting 
Mar. Or Vanity more venial! Tm pleas 


Hand ſo gentle. 


The Noxn.-JukoR 331 


ink anal oblizd co we your Misforranes and. your Modeſty 


? „ 
d with you. [ Smiling. 


Charles. Diſtracting! ſure never was Deſpair adminiſtred with a a 
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Mar. So! Now you have convinc'd me, I have « good Under. 
ſtanding too? Why I ſhall certainly have the better Opinion 
of your's, for finding it r * 
Charles. Your good Opinion's what I aim at. 
Mar. Ay; but the more I give it you, the better you'll think 
of me ſtill; and then I muſt think the better of you again ; and 
then you the better of me upon that too: and fo at falt I ſhall 
think ſeriouſly, and you'll begin to think ill of me. But I hope, 
Mr. Charles, your good Senſe will prevent all this. 
Charles. I (ee my Folly now, and bluſh at my Preſumption: but 
et to cure my weaning Heart, and reconcile me to my Doom, 
be et ſincere, and farisfy one ſickly Longing of my Soul. 
Mar. To MY power, ona ms TO oo T7 
Charles. O! tell me then the Requiſites I want, and what's the 
ſecret Charm that has preferr d my Rival to your Heart. 
ear. Come then, be chearful, and III anfwer like a Friend: 
The Gentleneſs and Modeſty of your Temper would make with 
mine but an unequal Mixture : with you I ſhould be ungovern- 
able, not know myſelf; your Compliance would undo me: I 
am by nature vain, thoughtleſs, wild, and wilful; therefore ask a 
higher Spirit to controul and lead me. For whatever outward 
Airs I give mylſelt, I am within conyinc'd, a Woman makes a ve- 


ry wrong Figure in Happineſs, that does not think Superiori , 
beſt becomes her Husband But what's yet more, though | 
confeſs you have Qualities uncommon in your Sex, and ſuch as 

ought to warm a Heart to love; yet here you come too late; . 
Compaſſion's all within my power: and I know you cannot but 

have ſeen, I am under Obligations I need not explain to you. 

Charles. 1 am ſatisfied — You treat me with fo kind and gen- 

tle a Concern, that I muſt ſubmit to it. Tree” 

Mar. [| Apart] Well, when alls done, he's a pretty Fellow; 3 
and the firſt ſure that ever heard Reaſon againſt Himſelf with ſo 1 
good an Underſtanding. - 7 

Enter a Servant with a Letter to Charles. j 
Serv. Sir, the Colonel order d me to give this into your own 4 
Hands. | at 


Aar. 
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. The NON. Ju Rox. 333 
Mar. From my Brother Where is he? © 
Ser. I left him, Madam, at the F$ ecretary's-Office, with one Sir 

Charles Trueman and Mr. pe 4520 - yo [Exit Serv. 
Charles. Ha! my Father! O Heaven! tis his Hand too! Now 

[ tremble. . 8 PE 
eMar. Come, Sir, take heart; I dare fay there's good news 

int, and I ſhould be glad to hear it But no Ceremony; 

pray read to yourſelf firſt. | \ COR 
Charles. Since you command me, Madam. ¶ Reads to 2. 
Mar. | Apart] Lord, how one may live and learn! I could 

not have believ'd, that Modeſty in a young Fellow could have 

been ſo amiable a Virtue : And though, I own, there is I know 

not what of dear 9h, © in indulging one's Vanity with them . 

yet, upon ſerious Reflection, we muſt confeſs, that Truth and 

Sincericy have a thouſand Charms beyond ir. And I now find 

more Pleaſure in my ſelt-denying Endeavours to make this poor 

Creature eaſy, than ever I took in humbling the Airs and Aſſu- 

rance of a Man of Quality- I believe I had as good confeſs 

all this to Heartley, and even make up the Buſtle with him too 

But then he will ſo teaze one for Inſtances of real Inclination 

O Ged I can't bear the Thought on't And yet we muſt. 

come together too Well! Nature knows the way to be ture, 

and ſo TI even truſt to her fort- Bleſs me! what's the matter? 

You ſeem concern'd, Sir. I Charles, wiping his Tears. 
Charles. I am indeed, but "tis with Joy: O, Madam! my Fa- 

ther's reconcil'd to me: this Letter is from him. 

Mar. Pray let's hear. 

Charles. 7 J 

D | 

This Day, by Colonel Woody 
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don; which I now ſtay the paſſmg of, before I throw my Arms about 
you, that I may leave no Doubt or Fear behind, to interrupt the Hl. 
neſs of my fo). I am inform d, that in revealing yourſelf to a cer. 
tain fair Lady, you have let fall ſome Words, that ſhew you have an 
innocent, tho hopeleſs Paſſion jor her. Tour Touth excuſes what is 
paſt; but now.conſider how far 77 owe your Life to Mr. Heartley: 
I there ore charge you, on my Bleſſing, to give up every idle Thought 
of Love, that may interrupt his Happineſs, or abate the Merit of 
what you've done to deſerve the Pardon of your Sovereign, or of Jour 
Affectionate forgiving Father, Cuharles Trueman. 
Aar. I am oyerjoy'd at your good Fortune. 
Charles. You, Madam, are the Source of all but I am now 
unfit to thank you. 3 Tn 
Mar. Yeu owe me nothing, Sir; Succeſs was all I hoped for. 
Charles. Pray excuſe me lt would be Rudeneſs to trouble 
you with the tender Thoughts this muſt give a Heart oblig'd like 
A | 5 Exit Charles. 
Mar. Poor Creature! how full his honeſt Heart is? What 
early Viciſſitudes of Fortune has he run through ? Well! this 
was handſomly done of Heartley, conſidering what he had felt upon 
his Account, to be ſo concern d for his Pardon. 


Enter Lady Woodvil. 


Lady W. Dear Maria, what will become of us? The Tyranny 
of this ſubtle Prieſt is inſupportable: He has ſo fortified himlelt 
in Sir Tohns Opinion by this laſt Miſconduct of your Brother, 
that I begin to loſe my uſual Power with him. = x 
Mar. Pray explain, Madam. 3 
\ LadyW. In ſpight of all I could urge, he is this minute bring- 
ing the Doctor to make his Addreſſes to you. 5 

Mar. I am glad on't: for the Beaſt muſt come like a Bear to 

the Stake, I'm ſure ; he knows I ſhall bait him. | 
Lady W. No, no, he preſſes it, to keep Sir ohn ſtill blind to 
his wicked Deſign upon me Therefore I came to give you 
notice, that you might be prepar d to receive him. 1 
Mar. I am oblig d to your Ladyſhip: Our Meeting will be a 
tender Scene, no doubt on'. OK: her 
if Se Lac 


— N 


. 
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Lach W. You have heard, I ſuppoſe, what an extravagant Set- 
tlement your Father has 1 1 T 

Aar. Yes, Madam; but I am glad your Ladyſhip's like to be 
a Gainer by it, however: For when I marry, it will be without the 
Doctor's Conſent, depend upon'. WET 
Lach W. No, Child, I did not come into Sir Johns Family with 
a deſign to injure it, or make any one of it my Enemy: When- 
ever that Four Thouſand Pound falls into my hands, you'll find 

it as firmly yours, as if it had been given you, without that odious 
Condition. . 5 

Mar. Madam, I think myſelf as much oblig'd by this kind In- 
tention, as the Performance: But if your Ladyſhip could yet find 
a way to prove this Hypocrite a private Villain to my Father, I am- 
not without hopes the Publick will ſoon have enough againſt him, 
to give a Turn to the Settlement. x, . 

Lady W. But ſuppoſe that fails, what will become of your poor 
Brother? 5 

Mar. But, dear Madam, I cannot ſuppoſe this Fellow muſt not 
be hang d at laſt; and then, you know, the ſame honeſt Hand that 
ties him up, releaſes the Settlement. 

Lady W. Not abſolutely, neither; for this very Houſe is given 
him in preſent, which, tho that were to be the End of him, would 
then be forfeited. 

Mar. Why, then my Brother muſt een petition the Govern- 
ment. There have been Precedents of the ſame Favour, Madam. 
If not, he muſt pay for his Blundering, and lay his next Plot 
deeper, I think. : Ne 
Lady W. I am glad you are ſo chearful upon it, however; it 
looks as if you had ſomething in Petto to depend upon. But here: 
comes the Doctor. 9 


Enter Sir John with the Doctor. 

Sir ohn. Daughter, ſince you have che Happineſs to be thought 

amiable in the Eye of this Good Man, I expect you give him an 
inſtant Opportunity to improve it into an Amity tor Life. 

Mar. J hope, Sir, I ſhall give him no Occaſion to alter his Opi- 

non of me: 


Sir 


1 te Won. ſan. 


Ceremony. [Exit Str John 10700 Lady W 


Maria and the Doctor ſand fore time mute; in formal Civ. 


lities, and a conſcious Contempt of each other. 


- dr Pleaſe to fit, Sir.— What can the ugly Cur lay | to me 
He feems a little puzzled. This puts me in mind of the tender 
Interview between Lady Charlotte and Land Hardy in the . 


neral. [ Aſide. 


Do&#. Look you, fair Lady, not to make many Words, I am 


convinced, e e good Father's Favour, I am not 
the perſon you deſire to be alone with, upon this Occaſion. 
Mar. Your Modeſty——is pleas'd to be in the right, Sir. 


Doc. Humh! if I dort flatter myſelt, you Me Wien had * 


very ill Opinion of me. 
Mar. A worle, Sir, of no Mortal breathing. bo 
Dock. Humbh! and it is likely, it may be unmoveable, 
Mar. No Rock ſo firm. 
Dock. Humh! from theſe Premiſes "000% I may reaſonably 
conclude you hate me beartily. 
Mar. Moſt lincerely, Sir. 
Doct. Well! there is, however, 3 Makes in ſpeaking Truth; 


therefore to be as juſt on my fide, I ought in Conſcience to let 


you know, that I have as cordial a Contempt for you too. 


Mar. O] ty! you flatter me. [ Aﬀecting a Biuſh. 
Doct. Indeed 1 dont; you wrong your oun . 0 


think ſo. 


Mar. Theſe Words from any Tongue but yours, mighs hock 


me; but coming from the only Man J "hate- they charm me. 


Dog. Admirable! there ſeems good Senſe in this: Have yo 


never obſerv d, Madam, that ſometimes the greateſt Diſcords raile 
the moſt agrecable Harmony ? 

Mar. Yes. But what do you infer from 3 

Do#. That while we ſtill preſerve this Fan, in our Hate, 4 
mutual Benefit may riſe from it. 

Mar. O! never fear me, Sir; 1 ſhall not fly out: being con- 
vine d, that nothing gives ſo ſharp a Point to ones Averſion, as 
good Breeding; as, on the contrary, ill Manners often hide 2 
ſecret Inclination. ce ger Doct. 


Fir. ohn Why, rhar's well laid: cane Syeet · heat; w ell uſe + 0 


1 0 a 


l 


Pr 


4 The Non-Juko® 3237 
Dtiockt. Moſt accurately diſtinguiſh'd Well, Madam, is there 
no Project you can think of now, to turn this mutual Averſion, as 
ſaid, into a mutual Benefit? FFC 
Mar. None, that I know of, unleſs we were to marry for our 
mutual Mortification. n 
Doct. What would you give then, to avoid marrying me ? 
Mar. My Life, with Joy, if Death alone could ſhun you. | 
Doct. When you marry any other Perſon—— my Conſent is 
neceſlary. f . 5 5 
Mar. So I hear indeed But pray, Doctor, tell me, how 
could your Modeſty receive ſo inſolent a Power, without putting 
my poor Father out of countenance with your Bluſhes ? 
Doct. Lou over-rate my Prudence: I ſought it not, but he 
would crowd it in among other Obligations: He is good-naturd, 
and I could not ſhock him by a Refuſal. Wou'd you have had 
me plainly told him what a deſpicable Opinion I had of his 
Daughter? * | . 
Mar. Or rather what a fayourable one you had of his Wife, Sir? 
Doct. Humph! You ſeem to loſe your Temper. | 
Mar. Why, do you ſuppoſe the whole Family does not ſee it, 
except my Famer? . 1 
Doct. If you will keep your Temper, I have ſomething to pro- 
pole to you. . 
ear. Your Reproof is juſt; but I only raisd my Voice, to 
let you know I know you. | Te 
a. You might have ſpar d your Pains, it being of no conſe- 
quence to my Propoſal, what you think of me. | 
Mar. Not unlikely. Come, Sir, I am ready to receive it. 
Doct. In one Word then — I take it for granted, that you 
would marry Mr. Heartley—— Am I right? 

Mar. Once in your Life you are. 3 | 
Doct. Nay, no Compliments ; let us be plain Would you 
marry him? | 

Mar. You are mighty nice, methinks——Well— I would. 

Do#. Then I won't conſent to it Now, if you have any 
Propoſal to make me — So —If not, our Amour's at an end; 
Vor. II. X and 
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and we part as civil Enemies, as if we had been married this 
Twelvemonth——Think of it. e ee 
Mar. [ Aſide.) O the mercenary Villain ! he wants to have a 
Fellow-feeling, I find— ——Whar ſhall I do with him— Bite 
him-—-Pretend to comply, and make my Advantage of it. Well, 
Sir, I underſtand every thing but the Sum If we agree upon 
that, it's a Bargain. 1 

Doct. Halt. 4 . i; 5 
Mar. What, two thouſand Pound for your Conſent only? _ 
Doct. Why is not two thouſand Pound worth two thouſand 
Pound? Don't you actually ger ſo much by it? Is not the half 
better than nothing? Come, come, {ay I have us d you like a Friend. 
e Mar. Nay, I think it's the only civil thing you have done, 
ſince you came into the Family. 8 SIEctTt Ne 
Dad. Do you then make your Advantage of it. 
| Mar. Why, as you ſay, Doctor, tis better than nothing: But 
how is my Father to be brought into this? 
Doct. Leave that to my Management. 

Mar. What Security though, do you expect for this Money? 

Do#. O! when I deliver my Confent in Writing, Heartley 

ſhall lay it me down in Bank-Bills. 
Mar. Well, on one Proviſo, IIl undertake that too. 
Re. Name it. 5 3 

Mar. Upon your immediately owning to my Eather, that you 

are willing to give up your Intereſt to Mr. Heartley. 
Doct. Humph! ſtay I agree to it—You ſhall have proof of 

it this Evening—But in the mean time let me warn you too: 

Don't expect, after I have hinted what you deſire to your Father, 

to make your Adyantages now, by betraying me to him: You 

know my Power there; if you do, I can eaſily give it a Counter- 
turn: So diſcover what you pleaſe, I ſhall only pity you. 

- eMar. O! I ſhall not ſtand in my own Light; I know your 

Power and your Conſcience roo well, dear Docks 5 
Doct. Nay, I dare depend upon your being true to your own 

Intereſt. Here comes your Father, I will break it to him imme- 

diately. You'll prepare Mr. Heartley in the mean time? 
Mar. Without fail. 1 


Dod. 
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J TT 7 7 
3 Enter Sir John. | 
Sit Fohn. Well, Sir, is my Daughter prudent ? Has ſhe at laſt 
a true and, virtuous Senſe of Happineſs ? 
Doc. She underſtands me better than I 
Mar. Well ſaid, Equivocation. ets [Afrde. 
Doct. If you pleaſe, Sir Fohn, we'll take a turn in the Garden; 
have ſomething. there to offer to you. i ne © = 
Sir ohn. With all my Heart, Sir Moria——- | 
| There's a Toy for thee Now thou art again my Daughter. 
C 1 . ben hy o Yine 
Come, Sir, I wait on you. _[Exeunt Sir John and Doctor. 
Mar. What this Fellows Original was, I know not; but by his 
Conſcience and Cunning, he would make an admirable Jeſuir— 
Here comes my Brother, and 1 hope with a good Account of 
him Well, Brother, what Succeſs * Tok 


os = ©.” > Cos. 3 

Col. All that my honeſt Heart could wiſh for Subſtantial 
Affidavits, that will puzzle him to anſwer ; I have planted a Meſ- 
ſenger at the next Door, who has a Warrant in his Pocket, when 
give the word, to take him. y 25 

Mar. Why ſhonld not you do it immediately? he's now in 
the Garden with my Father. „ 

Col. No; our ſeizing him now for Treaſon, I am afraid, won't 
convince my Father of his Villany : My Deſign is not only to 
get my Father out of his hands, but to drive the pernicious Prin- 
ciples he has inſtilFd, out of my Father too. 

Mar. That I doubt will be difficult. Tx 

Col. Nor at all, if we can firſt prove:him a private Villain to 
him: My Father's Honeſty will ſoon reflect, and may receive as 
ſudden a Turn as his Credulity. 

Mar. That's true again; me J hope I am furniſh'd with a new 
Occaſion to begin the Alarm to him. 


hoped, Sir. 


Col. Pray what ist? 


5 


Aar. 


5 F 14 — 
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Mar. Not to trouble you with Particulars; but in ſhort, I have 
agreed with the Doctor, That Heartley ſhall give him two thouſand 
Pounds for his Conſent; without which, you know, by my Fa- 
ther's late Settlement, Heartley and I can never come together. 
Col. And does the Monſter really inſiſt upon't? wy 


: 


of the Diſcovery. TY 4 fe 5 
Col. One would think the Villain ſuſpects his Footing in the 
Family is but ſhort-livd, he is in ſuch haſte to have his- Penny- 


Mar. Not only that, but even defies me to make an Advantage 


worths out on't. But prithee, Siſter, what Secrets this, that you- 


have yet behind, in thoſe Writings that Charles brought to you? 
Mar. Oh! that's what I cant yet tell you]. 
Col. Why, pray? | 


F a» 


ear. Becauſe, when you have done all you can, I am re- 


% 


ſoly'd to reſerve ſome Merit againſt him to myſelf. _ 
Col. But why do you ſuppoſe I would not aſſiſt in it? 


Mar. You can't; it's now too late. | 

Col. Pſhah! this is raſh and ridiculous. = N 
Mar. Ay, may be fo: I ſuppoſe Heartley will be of that opi- 
nion too: but if he is, you had better adviſe him to keep it to 
VVV A 
Col. You will have your obſtinate Way, I fin. 


you came off in your laſt Project; I know you meant well, but 
you are diſinherited for all that. PE 
Col. That's no Surprize to me; but I am aſham'd however. 


Mar. By the way, what have you done with Heartley? Why 


is he not here? | 


Col. He has been here; but you muſt excuſe him: he was ob- 


lig d to call in haſte for Charles; whom he took home with him 
in his own Coach, where his Father waited to receive him. 


their Meeting muſt have been a moving Sight; I would give the 
World methinks, for a true Account of it. 1 


Col. You'll have it from Heartley by and by; 'tis at his Houſe 


they meet : The Father, Sir Charles Trueman, hapned to be 
Heartley's intimate Acquaintance. = | 2M 
Mar. 


Mar. It can't be worſe than yours, Im ſure: Remember how 


Mar. The poor Boy by this time then has ſeen him. Sure 


— — 111 


* 


Aar. Well! I own Heartley has gain'd upon me by this. 
Col. J am glad to hear that at leaſt. But I muſt let my Lady 
know what Progreſs we have made in the Doctors Buſineſs, and 


beg her Aſſiſtance to finiſh him. [Exit Col. 


55 Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Heartley. 
Mar. Deſire him to walk in. 


a 
.® « 


re os Enter Heartley. 9 15 
Heart. To find you thus, alone, Madam, was an Happineſs L 
did not expect from the Temper of our laſt parting. 
Mar. I thould have been as well pleasd now to have been 


thank d, as reproach'd for my Good-Nature ; but you will be in- 


the right, I find. 
Heart. Indeed you took me wrong: I literally meant, that I: 
was afraid you would not ſo ſoon think I had deſerv'd this Fayour. 
Mar. Well then, one of us has been in the wrong ar leaſt. 
Heart. "Twas I, I own it More is not in my power; all- 
the Amends that have been, I have made you: My very Joy of 
ſeeing you: has waited, till what you had at heart unask'd; was 


perfected; my own Pardon was poſt-pon'd, till I had ſecurd one 


even for a Rival's Life, whom you ſo juſtly had compaſſionated. 
Mar. Pooh! but why would you Pa unas d now? Don't you: 
conſider your doing it ſo is half the Merit of the Action 
Lord! you have no Art; you ſhould have left me to have taken 
notice of that; only imagine nou, how kind and handſome an 
Acknowledgement you have robb'd me of. e 


Heart. And yet how artfully you have paid it? With what a. 

wanton, charming Eaſe you play = my Tenderneſs?? 

Mar. Well, Yan was not you filly now? = 
Heart. (Gazing on her) Come lou ſhall not be ſerious-—- 

Tou can't be more agreeable. 
Mar. O! but I am ſerious. . 33 

Heart. Then I'll be ſo Do you forgive me all? f 
Mar. What? [ Looking on her Fan, as not hearing him. 
Heart, Are we Friends, Maria? 5 


Mar. 
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PPP OR. © 
. O Lord | but you have told me nothing of poor Charles? 

Pray how did his Father receive him? © 

"op Heart Muft you needs know that before you anſwer me ? 
Mar. Lord! you are never well till you have talłd one out 
of Countenance. R en 

Heart. Come, I won't be too particular, you ſhall anſwer no- 
thing — Give me but your Hand ont... oi. 
Mar. Pſhah! I won't pull off my Glove, not IJ. 


Heart. III take it as it is then. 1 
A. Lord there, there, eat it, ett it. 
| [Putting it awkardly to him. 


Heart. And ſo I could by Heavn” _-— 
Te” | Kiſſes it eagerly, and pulls of her Glove. 
Mar. O my Glove! my Glove! my Glove Pooh ! you 
= are in a perfect Storm! Lord! it you make ſuch a Rout with 
| one's Hand only, what would you do if you had one's Heart? 
= Heart. Thats impoſſible to tell But you were asking me of 
= Charles, Madam ? 5. 8 8 
Mar. ©! ay, thats true! Well, now you are good again 
Come, tell me all that Affair, and then you {hall ſee how 1 
Heart. O! that I could thus play with Inclination! 

Mar. Pſhah! but you don't tell me now. 

Heart. There is not much to tell Where two ſuch tender 
Paſhons met, Words had bur faintly ſpoke them. The Son, con- 
ducted to the Door, with ſudden Fear ſtopt ſhort, and burſting 
into Sighs, overcharg d with Shame and Joy, had almoſt fined 
in my Arms: The Father, touch'd with his Concern, mov'd for- I 
ward with a kindly Smile to meet him. At this he took new Lite, WM 
and, ſpringing from his Hold, fell proſtrate at his Feet; where, 
mute and trembling, tor a while he lay. At length, with ſtream- 
ing Eyes, and faultring Tongue, he begg'd his Bleſſing, and his 
Pardon. The tender Father caught him in his Arms, and, drop- | 
ping his fond Head upon his Cheek, kiſsd him, and figh'd out, } / 
Heaven protect thee ! then gave into his Hand the Royal Par- 
don; and turning back his Face to dry his manly Eyes, he cry d, 
Deſerve this Royal Mercy, Charles, and 1 am ill thy Father. 


The 
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The grateful Youth, raiſing his Heart-ſwoln Voice, replyd, 
Heaven preſerve the Royal Life that gave it! But here their Pal. 
ſions | too ſtrong for further Speech; ſilent Embraces, alter- 
nate Sighs, and . mingling Tears, were all their Language now. 
The moving Scene became too tender. for my Eyes, 1 called, 
methought, for Privacy; there, unperceivd, I left them, to re- 
cover into U Senſe, and utterable Joy. 

Mar. Well! of all the inmoſt Tranſports of the Soul; there's 
none that dance into the Heart like friendly Reconcilements. 
Heart. Thoſe Tranſports might be ours, Maria, would you 


* . 
- 
— 


but try your Power .to pardon. 3 

Mar. Which of thoſe two now do you think was happieſt at 
JJ „ 

Heart. O! the Father, doubtleſs; Great Souls feel a kind of 
honeſt Glory in forgiving, that far exceeds the Tranſport of re- 
ceiving Pardon. ; LT, 
Mar. Now I think to bend the ſtubborn Mind to ask it, is an 
equal Conqueſt ; and the Joy ſuperior to receive, where the Heart - 


wiſhes to be under Obligations. . 
Heart. Put me into the happy Boys Condition, and I may then, 
perhaps, reſolve or better. Big 
Mar. Jou ſhall poſitively bring him into Acquaintance. - 
Heart. Upon my word I will. 
Mar. And ſhew him to all the Women of Taſte; and PIl have 
you call him my pretty Fellow too. | 
Heart. I will indeed: But hear me i 
Mar. Tm poſitive, if he had White Stockings, he would cut 
down all the Danglers at Court in a Fortnighht! 
Heart. Ol no doubt on't; but 
Mar. You can't conceive how prettily he makes Love now. 
Heart. Not ſo well as you make your Defence, Maria. 
Mar. O Lord! I had forgot hes to teach me Creek too. 
Heart. O the trifling Tyrant! How long, Maria, do you think 
you can find out new Evaſions for what I ſay unto you. 
Mir. Lord! you are horrid filly ! But ſince tis Love that 
makes you ſuch a Dunce — poor Heartley——1 forgive you. 
[Enter Cum, unfcen. 
Heart. 


Heart. That's kind, however But, to compleat my Joy, be 
kinder yet —and—— —— 8 
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Mar. O! I can't, I can't Lord! did you never ride a Horſe. - 


Match? 


Heart. Was ever ſo wild a Queſtion? „ 
Mar. Becauſe. if you have, it runs in my head, you certainly 


gallop'd a Mile beyond the Winning Poſt to make ſure ont. 


Heart. Now I underſtand you: But ſince you will have me 


touch every thing ſo tenderly, Maria, how ſhall I find proper 
Words to ask you the Lover's laſt neceſſary Queſtion ? 


Mar. O! there's a thouſand Points to be adjuſted, before that's 


anfſwer dt. 


Col. [Coming unexpedtedly between them.] Name them this mo- 


ment then, for poſitively this is the laſt Time of asking. 


er e £-- 
Col. I only came to teach you to ſpeak plain Engliſh, my Dear. 

Mar. Lord ! mind your own Buſineſs „ T-; ---... 

Col. Sol will: for I will make you do more of yours in two 


Minutes, than you would have done without me in a Twelye- 


month. Why, how now! What! do you think the Man's to 
dangle after your ridiculous Airs for ever? 


eMar. This is mighty pretty. 


* - 


Col. Youll fay ſo on Thurſday Seven-night, for (let Affairs take 


— 


what Turn they will in the Family) thats poſitively your Wed- 


ding-Day—— Nay, you ſhan't ſtir. 
Mar. Was ever {uch Aſſurance? „ 5 
Heart. Upon my Life, Madam, I am out of Countenance, I 


don't know how to behave myſelf to him. 


Mar. No, no, let him go on, only) This is beyond what- 
ever was known, ſure! - . | 1 
Heart. Admirable ! I hope it will come to ſomething. ¶ Aſide. 
Col. Ha! ha! if I were to leave you to yourſelves now, what 

a Couple of pretty Out-of-countenance Figures you would make; 
humming and hawing upon the vulgar Point of Jointure and 


Pin-Money—— Come ! come! I know what's proper o both 


Sides, you ſhall leave it to me. „ 8 H 
Heart. I had rather Maria would name her own Terms to 2 
d Tach . 4 


I» 44 
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Col. Haye you a mind to any thing particular? [To Maria. 
Mar. Why ſure ! What do you think Tm only to be filled 


% 


Ws 
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out here as you pleaſe, and ſweetned, and ſipped up like a Diſh 


4 


)˙»X Bhs cnet 
Col. Why, pray Madam, when your Tea's ready, what have you 


to do but to drink it? But you, I ſuppoſe, expect a Lovers. 


Heart, like your Lamp, ſhould be always _— ar your Elbow ; 
and when its ready to go out, you indolently ſupply it with the 
Spirit of Contradiction. Fe I. 


Mar. And 16, you ſuppoſe, that your Aſſurance has made an 
end of this Matter? _ . OT. 
Col. Not till you have given him your Hand upon it. 
Mar. That then would compleat it? 
JJ T -- „ 1 
Mar. Why, then take it, Heartley. [Giving her Hand to Heart. 
Heart. O ſoft Surprize ! Ecſtatick Joy! ! e 
Mar. Now I preſume you are in high Triumph, Sir. [To the Col. 
Col. No, Siſter, now you are conſiſtent with that good Senſe J 
always thought you Miſtreſs ot. OL OO. 0 
Mar. Im afraid; Mr. Heartley, we are both oblig d to him. 
Heart. If you think ſo, Maria  _. | 
My Heart is under double Obligations laid. [ Embracing him. 


Col. lf it cements our Friendſhip, I am overpaid. [Exeunt. 
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A C T | V. 6 
_ Heartley and Maria. 


Aa. ES. E LL, now, Heartley, you have nothing to do but to 
F339 look forward, and, if poſlible, to forget what I have 
been to you; tho' tis a horrid Reſtraint you lay upon 


our Sex: You firſt make it the Buſineſs of your Lives to blow up 


our Vanity, and then prepoſterouſly expect we ſhould be prudent 
Vol. II, rr and 


AEPHAR N, , N, ES EEGTESEREEEEERESEEERSIESE 


* 


4 * 
4 — 


* 
- 
* 
——˖—˖—x..— OO 
r wᷣ—— —v—ͤ— 


- P * 

1 4 

: — 
* p « hs l . 
a S if * 983 — * 
. — — —— — - - — — 
_ — — * _ = K — 33 * 
— — — — — — K W 5 2 - 
_ — r — —̃— Xx — — 3 3 9 

——_—_ — — Pe ” " a". 4 — — — — — 4 — 5 — 0 — * — e — = =_ 

5 _ — — — — „„ „„ 1 e * ” _ — — — 2 - * * . — — „ a : _ ; —— N _ 3 — = 

Og te We OE SAO —— CE — eas — — 9 - . 1 — — — 1 98952 — Cy — 1 Tre — ot b = — — — 2 "> uh = ol 
« 2 — — * — — — _ p — - — 22 — een - — — = g ID : — <> - "TI — — = * — — — 2 
— — N — * Res 1 — 2 — nm CL — ß — — 5 — p — » — — — — = =" — L 2 = — 
2 9 4 : 4 wt Here — * 2 — — 2 — b Io > — — — = 2 R < 8 12 A —_—- 5 — ISIS - * 7 5 : had g Prog 
py — — rr — —— — 2 — aan — — — — 2 og — ; — — a : — * & — A ” . 7 —_— . — 
mano mp — rity DV. "CL; — —— — — * r rr — — 2 — — — * wen — part = 2 1 r r 
0 a — RAR 2 — by — 2 — = T 
- — 4 
— K a - 8 — 2 
— — — — — — 


% 
: 
- 


- 


* 


WD. _ WV RT rr Try... OE =" 
9 "WO 4 th * * IN. a. nd 
7 l as Sn 
T7 wy 4 * _—_— WY - 
i 


| 
: # 


* 


| g ** a 
„ „ | 
= a. 1 * 
"* -. | | 2 : p A 
4 „ c 'F 8 5 | : * a 4 4 AY *. | N | 
olnw | z. 7 qt 4 +5 ” 3 M45 % %,) 
46- e -JTVUROR 
ids 6 0 10 * PF 
2 +. " 1 
a6: 6 4 


— 
_ 


to taſte, or have an 

Hand, oy then are angry if it does Miſchief. f 

. Heart. You give up top much, Maria; I never treatèd yu ſb: 
What might hae been Flattery to moſt Women, was but Honeſſ 
Truth to 0 uu. e * 


Mir. Why look you there now ! Is not that enobph to tur 


o 


Appetite : | You put a Sword 


+ 
. 


. 


— 


| 1. eee . | 
any poor Woman into a Changeling : 


\, Heart. No, becauſe tis true; charge me With a Falſhood, and 


I ſubmit. 


ar. Nay then, did you not once tell nie, that all my Airs | 


and Follies were merely put on in compliance to the World, and 
that good Senſe was only natural to me; that evn my Affectation 
(I haye not forgot your words) carried more Sincerity, than the 


1 „ „„ „ 


. — 


ſerious Vows of other Women. 


Ee By all-my Happihels I think fo fi. 


Aar. What! 1 . | 
% TS Or 5 
Mar. Lord ! that's delightful! Do you reall love me then, 
Heartley ? Do, tell me, tor now I begin to believe every thing 
you ſay to me. But don't neither am vain ſtill——Twas 
my Vanity that made me ask you. 1 
Heart. Now I don't take it ſo. 
ear. There was ſome int, I am ſure, tho it begins to dwin- 
dle, I can tell you. . 
Heart. No matter, I love you as you are, I would not haye 


* 


* 


you loſe your Pleaſantry, Maria. 


Mar. Well, do, let me be ſilly ſometimes. 
Heart. O! I can play with you, for that matter. 
Mar. Pſhah ! you'll laugh at me. | 
Heart. Not while you are good in Eſſentials. 
Mar. Indeed Il be very good. l 
Heart. O tte ! that will be 5 way to make meſo. 
Mar. Lord! what ſignifies Senſe, where there is ſo much Plea- 
ſure in Follyß : = . 
Heart. No perfect Paſſion ever was without it; the Pleaſure 
would ſubſide, were we always to be wile in it. 8 


Mar: 


and humble; that is, yout invite tis to a Feaſt, white tis criminal 
into a Childs 
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Au. Fot my part I think ſo: But will you. really ſtand to the 

Agreement though, that I have nade with the Doctor? enn 
Heart. Why not? Jou Gall nor break your word upon my 

account, tho he might be a Villain you gayeit to. 

Mar. Well, 1 take it as a Compliment ; nor but I have ſome 


hopes of getting over it, and juſtly too; but don't let me tell 


you now. I love to ſurprize——Though you ſhall know all, if 


you deſire it. 


Han. No, Afaria, I don't want the Secret; I am fatisfied in 
your Inclination to cruſt me. e e 


Mar. Well then, III keep the Secret, only to ſhew you, rhat 


> 


you, upon Occaſion, may truſt me with one. 3 
Heart. After that, Maria, it would be wronging you to ask it: 
Bur pray Madam, has the Doctor yet given you any Proof of his 
having declind his Intereſt to your Father? 5 
Aar. Les, he told me juſt now, he had brought him to pauſe 
upon it, and does not queſtion in two Days to compleat it; but 
deſires, in the mean time, you will be ready and punctual with the 


Heart. Suppoſe I ſhould talk with Sir John myſelf: tis true, he 
his Conſent, though I haye but little hopes of i.. 

Mar. By all means, do ſo Here he comes This may 
open another Scene of Action too, that ve are preparing for. 


Enter Fir John and Lady Woodvil, zho walks apart with Maria. 


Sir Zoby. Mr. Heartley, Iam. glad Ihaye mer with you here. 
Heart. Lhape endeayoured twice ,ro-day, Sir, to pay my Re- 
ſpects to you. ela. | 1 3 
Sir John. Sir, Il be plain with you I went out to avoid you ; 


but where.the Welfare of a Child is concern d, you muſt not 


take it ill, if we dont ſtand upon Ceremony. However, ſince 
that time, I. ſnould be glad to talk with u. 
Heart. I take it as a Favour, Sir. 


Sir Frohn. Sit, — Dr. Wolf informs me, that he is well aſſured 


: — 6 


. * 3 
; % 
3 
1 
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us flighted me of late, but, however, I ought ar leaft to ak 
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ſhould be $8 to be well ſatisfied in that Point; a greater Con. 

ſequence depending on it, perhaps, than you imagine. 

'- Heart. Sir, I have been always told that was my Age; but for 
your further Satisfaction, I appeal to the . . e 

Sir ohn. Sir, I dare believe you, and am g ad to hear it. 

Heart. But pray, Sir, may I beg leave to ask, why you are ſo 


concerned to know this? & Lk 
A 9 Becauſe, Sir, if this be true, I am fatisfied you may 
be a Regular Chriſtian; the Doubt of which may have, perhaps, 
done you ſome Diſſervice in my private Opinion. 
Heart. Sir, if that can reconcile me to it, I ſhall be thankful 
for the Benefit, without conſidering why I that way came to de- 
%%% ĩ¼M mm. 8 
Sir 7ohy. That Argument might hold us now too long. — hut 
Sir,. here's the Caſe—— Your Principles and mine have the 
Misfortune to differ: Yours being (as I take it) entirely on the 
Reyolution-Side. e DER edt. 10 
Heart. If J am not miſinform'd, Sir, you yourſelf commanded 
JJJJö;ͤÜu2«˙ ß 88 
Sir 7n. 1 did fo, and thought it juſt.— Twould be fruit- 
leſs, perhaps, to offer you the Reaſons, that ſince have alter d my 
Opinion : But now, Sir, even ſuppoſing that I err in Principle, 
you muſt ſtill allow, that Conſcience is the Rule that every ho- 


neſt Man ought to walk by. | 
- Heart. "Tis granted, Sir. 3 « 

Sir John. Then zive me leave to tell you, Sir, that giving you 
my Daughter, would be to act againſt that Conſcience I pretend 
to, and conſequently the ſame Ties oblige me to beſtow her, 


| where the ſame Principles with mine, I think, deſerve her. | 
Now, Sir, conſult your own Honour, and tell me, how you can 
ſtill purſue my Daughter, without _ Violence to mine? 
Heart. But, Sir, to ſhorten this Diſpute ; ſuppoſe the Doctor I 
(whom I preſume you deſign her for) actually conſents to give 
\ 


me up his Intereſt, might not that ſoften ed e to me? 
Sir John. But why do you ſuppoſe Sir, he would give up his In- 

tereſt? e 

Heart. I only judge from what your Daughter tells me, Sir. 


* 


Sir 


— 


De No. Ju RoOR. 
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Sir John. My Daughter 3 Le e Pao 


Hart. I appeal to her.... 


Mar. And I appeal even W Sir Has not the 
Doctor juſt now in the Garden ſpoke in favour of Mr. Heartley 
to you? Nay, pray Sir, be plain, becauſe more depends on that 
than you can eaſily imagine or believe. 3 

Sit John. What ſenſeleſs Inſinu 
Head now? 


* 


Mar. Be ſo kind, Sir, firſt. to anſwer me, that I may be better 


able to inform you. 


— 


Sir 5ohn. Well, I own he has declin'd his Intereſt in favour of 
Mr. Heartley: But I muſt tell you, Madam, he did it in ſo mo- 
deſt, ſo friendly, ſo good- natur d, fo conſcientious a manner, that 
now think myſelf more, than ever, bound. in Honour to eſpouſe- 
im. 


prove, that all this ſeeming Virtue was utterly artificial; that his 
Regard to Mr. Heartley was. neither founded upon Modeſty, . 
Friendſhip, Good-Nature, nor Conſcience; or, in ſhort, that he- 
has baſely betray'd and fold the Truſt you made him; like a Vil-- 
lain, barter d, bargain d to give me to Mr. Heartley for half the 
Four Thouſand Pound you have valud his Conſent at: I fay, 
ſuppoſe this were the Caſe, where would be his Virtue. then, Sir ?. 

Sir John. And, I ſay, tis impious to ſuppoſe i N = 

Heart. Under favour, Sir, how is it poſſible your Daughter 
could know the Doctor had ſpoke to you upon this Head, if he: 
himſelf had not told her ſo, in conſequence of his Agreement ?. 

Sir John. Sir, I dont admit your Conſequence. Her knowing 
it from him is no Proof, that he might not {till reſign her from. a. 
Principle of Modeſty or Good-Nature. 5 

Mar. Then, Sir, from what Principle muſt you ſuppoſe that 
I accuſe him? | . 

Sir John. From an obſtinate Prejudice to all that's: Good and 
Virtuous. MN 1 

Mar. That's too hard, Sir: What Blot has ſtain d my Life, that 
you can think ſo of me? But, Sir, the worſt your Opinion can 
provoke me to, is to marry Mr. Heartley, without either his Con- 
ſent, or yours. e Sir: 
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ation have you got in your 
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9 . 7 What, do you brave me, Madam W 
Aar. [in Tears.] No, Sir, but I ſcom a Lye; and will & far 
vindieate my Integrity, as 40 inſiſt on your believing me; if nor, 
nas a Child whom you abandon, I have a right to throw myſelf 
Heart. O Maria ! how thy Spirit charms me! ¶ Apant to her. 
Sir Fob. 1 am confounded ! thoſe Tears cannot be counterfeit, 
nor can this be true. . 1 28 
Lady W. Indeed, my Dear, I fear it is, it would be cruel to 
her Concern to think it wholly falſe; can you ſuppoſe ſhe'd urge 
to groſs an Acculation only to expoſe herſelf to the Juſtice of 
your Reſemment? HP? „ 2100. TG 
Sir John. What are you againſt him too? then he has no Friend 
but me; and I cannot, at fo ſhort a Warning, give him up to In- 
famy and Baſeneſs. N EE, nn: 
Lady W. Good Sir, be compos'd, and ask your Heart one far- 
ther Queſtion. | E Exp, | on, 
| Sir Joh What would you ſay to me? 3 
Lady W. In all our mutual Courſe of Happineſs, have I ever 
yet deceiv d you with a Falſhood ? 1 762 
Sir Fohn. Never, I grant it, nor has my honeſt Heart yer 
wrong d thy Goodneſs with a jealous Thought of it. : 
Lady W. Would you then believe me, ſhould J accuſe him 
too? even of Crimes, that Vertue bluſhes but to mention. 
Sir John. To hat Extravagance would you drive me? 
Lady W. I would before have undeceiv d you, when his late 
Artifice turn d the honeſt Duty of your Son into his own Reproach 
and Ruin: But knowing then your Temper was inacceſſible, I durſt 
not offer it. But now, in better Hope of being believ d, I here 
avow the Truth of all he was accusd of then. „ 
Sir John. Will you diſtract me? my Senſes could not be de- 
ceived. | | 
Lad) W. Indeed they were, he ſaw you liſtning, and at the 
Inſtant turn d his impious barefacd Love to me, into equivocal 
Interceſſions, pretending to Maria. pe 
Sir Fohn. You ſtartle me. 


* 
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as \ The Non. Junon. or 
Lad) W. Could you otherwiſe ſuppoſe, * Fon would have 
brought you to be Witneſs of his own weak Malice, in accuſing 
15 | i 8 ; 7 


1 ; 
Sir ohn Im all Aﬀoniſhment! Eo 
Lach W. Come, Sir, ſuſpend your Wonder; refpite your Be- 
lief even of this, till groſſer Evidence convinces you: Suppoſe 
1 here, before your face, ſhould let you ſee. his Villany, . [Ia 
him repeat his odious Love to me, at once throw off his Mask, 
and ſhew the bare-facd Traytor. KS, 
Sir ohm. Is it poſſible? Make me but witneſs of that Fact, 
and I ſhall ſoon accuſe myſelf, and own my Folly equal to his 
Baſeneſs: But 3 me, as I in ſuch a Caſe would not believe, 
even him accu ng you, ſo am I bound in equal Charity, to think, 
you yet may be deceiv d, in what you charge on him. 8 
Lady W. Tis juit——let it be ſo ell yet ſuppoſe him 
innocent, till you yourſelf pronounce him guilty: And ſince 1 
have ſtak d my Faith upon the Truth of what I urge, tis fit we bring 
him to immediate Tryal. But then, Sir, I muſt beg you to deſcend 
even to the poor Shifts we are reducd too. 
Sir ohn. All; to any thing, to eaſe me of my Doubts: propoſe 
men © -- „ a ELOS 
Lady W. They that would ſet Toils for Beaſts of Prey, muſt 
lurk in humble Caves to watch their Haunts. . 
Sir Fohm. Place me where you pleaſe. F 
Lach W. Under this Table is your only Stand; the Carpet will 
conceal you. = 
Sir Zohn. Be it ſo, I'll rake my Poſt : What more? 
Lady W. Mr. Heartley, ſhall we beg your leave, and you, Maria, 
take the leaſt ſuſpected way to ſend the Doctor to me immediately? 
ear. I have a Thought will do it, Madam — Come, Sir. 
i „ [Exit Maria and Heart. 
Lady W. Here, Sir, take this Cuſhion, youTl be eaſier. ¶ Jir 
John goes under the Table.) Now, Sir, you muſt conſider how 
deſperate a Diſeaſe I have undertaken to cure; therefore you muſt 
not winch nor ſtir too ſoon, at any Freeedom you obſerve me 
take with him: be ſure lie cloſe and ſtill, and when the Proof 
is full appear at your Diſcretion. | 0 
Sir 


2 — — — rr 
1 


3— 
— = 


—— — — 


— — 1 
— - 


o « — — = 
om — n — 
— - — 2 — 4 — 


= N 8 mm * 
—::ß—... a ˙m-A⅛— ̃] ⁰lAſil 
— — — — — = 5 
— 22 4 —— . —— 


— 


—— — 4 — 
52 — vi... —— Re — —:ê 2 4 
— — d ft — 2 


— 8 — eee. 
—— — — 
: Sc. 


> <——— 
n * — - 2 ww * 
— << - 5 
1 4 - _ 
5. 


zj me NonJynon 
Sir John. Fear not; Il be patient. © 
Tah W. Huſh! he come 


-and deſird to ſpeak with me. 
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Enter Doctor with a Book. e 
Dot. Your Woman told me, Madam, you were here alone, 


4 


"FED Lady W. I did, Sir; but that we may be {ure we are alone, pray 


hut the outward Door, and ſee that Paſſage too be clear; another 
.Surprize might ruin us Is all fafe? e 
Dog. I have taken care, Madam. Es 
Lady W. I am afraid I interrupt your Meditations. ' 
Doct. Say rather you improve them: You, Madam, were the 
Subject of my ſolitary Thoughts; I take in all the little Aids ! 


can, to guard my Frailty, and truly I have receiv'd great Conſo- 


lation from an unfortunate Example here before me. 


Lady W. Pray of what kind, Sir? _ * 
Doct. I had juſt dipt into poor Eloiſas Paſſion for Abelard: It 


is indeed a piteous Conflict. How terrible! how penitent a 


Senſe ſhe ſhews of guilry Pleaſures paſt, and fruitleſs Pains, to 
ſhut them from her Memory! ! 3 
Lady W. I have read her Story, Sir. 
Doct. Is it not pitiful? 1 
Lady W. A Heart of Stone might feel for her. 
Doct. O! think then what J endure for you, ſuch are my Pains! 
but ſuch is my Sincerity, though I fear my being reduc to feign 
a Paſſion for Maria, in my late Surprize, has done Diſhonour to 
the Vows I then prefer'd to you. 1 
Lady W. Twas on that Point I wanted now to talk with you, 
not knowing then how far you might miſtake my Silence: No had 
I closd with the Colonel in accuſing you; it would have been 


* I was your Enemy; as had I join d in your Defence againſt 
im, it had been as grofly evident I was his: but ſince J have 


Uſes for his Friendſhip, and, as I ſaw, your Credit with Sir John 
needed. no Support, I hope you'll think, betwixt the two Ex- 
tremes, I have acted but a 18 Part. th A 

Doct. Let me preſume to hope then, what J did, you judge 


was Self Defence, and pure Neceſſity. Tal 


— — 


t 
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Lady W. Twas wonderful! Surprizing to Perfection! The Wit 

of it gut I won't tell you what Effect it had upon me. 
Doct. Why, Madam ! let me beſeech yo. . 

Lady W. No, twas nothing beſides hat need you 
ask me? | E140: | ES ; 
Doct. Why do you thus decoy my fooliſh Heart, and feed it 
with ſue Hybla Drops of Flattery? You cannot ſure think kindly 
of me? OSD TY 

Lady W. O welkteignd Fear! You too, I find, can flatter, in 
your Turn ? You know how well the ſubtle Force of Modeſty 
prevails. O Men! Men! Men! 

Doct. Twere Arrogance to think I have deſery'd this Good- 
neſs; but treat me as you pleaſe, I'll be at leaſt ſincere to you, 
and frankly own, I {till ſuſpect that all this ſoftening Favour is but 
Artifice. 1 l 

Lady W. Well! well ! Td have you think ſo. 

Doct. What Tranſport would it give, to be aſſurd I wrong you! 
ut, O! I fear this Shadow of Compliance is only meant to lure 
me from aria, and then, as fond [xions were of old, to fill 
my Arms with Air. 

Lady W. Methinks this Doubt of me feems rather founded on 
your ſecond Thoughts of not reſigning her; tis ſhe, I find, is 
your ſubſtantial Happineſs. | 

Doct. O that you could but fear I thought ſo! how eaſy 'twere 
to prove my Coldneſs, or my Love. 

Lady W. O, Sir, you have convinc'd me now of both! 
Doct. Can all this pretty Anger then be real? take heed, fair 
Creature, it flatters more than Kindneſs. 5 

Lad) W. I can aſſure you, Sir, I ſhould have ſpar'd you this 
Trouble, had I known how deeply you were engaged to her. 

Do#. Nay, then I muſt believe you ; but indeed you wrong 
me : To prove my Innocence, tis not an Hour ſince I preſsd 
dir ohn to give Maria to young Heartley. 3 

Lady W. O! all Artifice ! you knew that modeſt Reſignation 
would make Sir John but warmer in your Intereſt, 
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Dock. Since you will rip the Secret from my Heart 


know then, I have actually ſold her, like a Bawble, to her childiſh 
Lover, for two thouſand times het Value. OL £6 008 


Lady W. Are you ſerious ? 
Doct. As this is true, or falſe, may I in you be bleſt, or mi- 
ſerable. 3 We” Pe TY" Fry 
Lady W. But how can you ſuppoſe Sir John will ever hear 


Doct. Alas! poor Man! he knows not his own. Weakneſs, he's 
moulded into any Shape, if you but gently ſtroke his Humour; 


I dare depend on his Conſent Beſides, J intend to-morrow 


to perſuade him tis tor the Intereſt of our Cauſe it ſhould-be ſo, 
and then I have him ſure. = 


Lady W. Fie! How is that poſſible ? He can't be ſo implicitely 


credulous ; you don't take him ſure for a Roman Catholick? 
Doct. Um —— not abſolutely— But, poor Soul! he little 
thinks how near he is one. Tis true, name to him but Rome, or 
Popery, he ſtarts, as at a Monſter : But gild its groſſeſt Doc- 
trines with-the Style of Engliſh Catholick, he ſwallows down' the 
Poiſon like a Cordial. _ . 
Lady W. Nay, if he's ſo far within your Power, it cannot fail, 


he muſt conſent: Well, Sir, now I give you leave to * the 


Reaſon why I too, at our laſt meeting, ſo warmly preſt you to 


reſign Maria. 


Doe. Is it poſſible ? Was I then ſo early your Concern? 


Lady W. You cannot blame me ſure, for having there opposd 


your Happineſs. | 
Dog. I die upon the Tranſporc [Taking her Hand. 
Lady W. Be ſure you are ſecret now; your leaft Imprudence 
makes theſe, like Fairy-Favours, vaniſh in a moment. 
Doct. How can you form ſo vain a Fear? | 
Lady W. Call it not vain, for let our Converſe end in what 
it may, you till ſhall find my Fame is dear to me as Life. 
Doct. Where can it find fo ſure a Guard? The grave Auſterity 


of my Life will ſtrike Suſpicion dumb, and youts may mock the 


Malice of Detraction : I am no giddy, looſe-liv'd Courtier, whoſe 
falſe Profeſſions end only in his Boaſt of Favours: No, fair ſpot- 


Oo 


* 
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leſs Miracle, the Myſteries of Love are only fit for Hearts re- 
cluſe and elevate as mine; my Happineſs, like yours, depending 
on my Secrecy. i | | 

Lady W. Tis you muſt anſwer for this Folly. En 

Dot. ] take it whole upon mylſelt, the Guilt be only mine, but 
be our Tranſports mutual Come, lovely Creature, let us 
withdraw to Privacy, where murmuring Love {hall huſh thy Fears, 
and loſe them in the burning Joy. | | 

[Sir John ſtepping ſoftly behind him, ſeizes him by the Throat. 

Sir John. Traitor! ; od OE 

Dott. Ah! TEES + 

Sir Fohn. Is this thy Sanctity ? This thy Doctrine? Theſe thy 

Meditations ? It, ſtung with my Abuſes, I now ſhould ſtab thee 
to the Heart, what Devil durſt murmur 'twere not an Act of Juſ- 
tice? But ſince thy vile Hypocriſy unmasł d, muſt make Mankind 
abhor thee, be thy own Shame, thy living Puniſnment. 
Doct. Do! Triumph, Sir—— your Artifice has well ſucceeded 
——— 1 ſee your Ends! you — not ſo deep a Plot to part 
with me. | [Trembling. 

Sir Fohn. Suppreſs thy weak Eyaſions—Ungrateful Wretch ! 
Have I for this redeem d thee from the Jaws of gaping Poverty, 
fed, clothed, loved, preferred thee to my Boſom, to my Family 
and Fortune? Wife, Children, Friends, Servants, all who were 
not Friends to thee, accounted as my Enemies; nay more, to 
crown my Faith in thee, I have relyd on thy Integrity even for 
my future Happineſs: And how. haſt thou, in one ſhort Day, re- 
quired me? Taking the advantage of my blinded Paſſion, thou 
haſt turn d the Duty of my Son to his Undoing ; ſordidly haſt 
{old the Truſt-I made thee of my Daughter, attempted, like a 
telonious Traitor, to ſeduce my Wife, and haſt, I fear, with poi- 
ſonous Doctrines too enſnar d my Soul. ia Ne 

Lady W. Now, Heay'n be prais'd ! his Heart ſeems conſcious 
of his Error. 2 Aſide. 


* 


Sir 7ohn. But why do I reproach. thee-? Had I not been the 
weakeſt of Mankind, thou never couldſt have provd ſo great a 
Villain Whether Heaven intends all this ro puniſh, or to 
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fave me, yet I know not; my Senſes ſtagger at the View, and my 


A SALE . ? 9 8 
. 8 ; 8 


Reflettion's loſt in wild Aſtoniſnment. | He ſtands muſing. 
Do#. This Snare was worthy of you, Madam, tis you have 
made this Villain of me. IaApart to Lady W. 


Lady W. You would have made me worſe, but I have only 
ſhewn him what you were before. eee 


Doct. I thank you. 8 
Lady W. Thank your own Ingratitude and Wickedneſs: but! 


muſt now purſue my Victory. [Exit Lady W. 


Dot. | Apart.) No: It ends not here. He was not brought to 


liſten to this Proof alone ! There's ſomething deeper yet deſign d 


againſt me ] muſt be ſpeedy——ſuppoſe I talk with Charles, 
alarm him with our common Danger, point out his Ruin as our 
only Means of Safety, and, like the Panther in che Toil, pro- 


voked, turn ſhort with Vengeance on my Hunters! 


Sir 7ohn. What! {till within my Sight! Of all my Follies, which 
is it tells thee, that I now ſhall keep my Temper? EX 
Doct. [Turning boldly to him.] Whom do you menace ? me, 


Sir ? Reflect upon your own Condition firſt, and where you are. 


Sir Fohn. What would the Villain drive at! I prithee leave 
me, I cannot look on thee, thy overbearing Inſolence confounds 
me: But fince thy Wickedneſs has turn d my Eyes upon myſelt, 
and to thy Crimes detected I hope to owe my future Innocence ; 
as the fore Wound the Viper "ny the Viper beſt can cure : For 
that one Good may Heaven, like me, forgive thee ; but ſeek thy 
Biding in ſome other Place——Our of my Houle this Inſtant ! 
hence! be gone! and ſee my ſhameful Face no more. | 

Doct. Nay then, tis time to be myſelf, and let you know, that 


I am Maſter here : Turn you our, Sir, this Houſe is mine; and 


now, Sir, at your Peril dare to inſult me. Wet” 
Sir John. O Heaven ! tis true, thou haſt diſarmd my Juſtice, 


and turn'd its Sword into my own weak Boſom I had forgot 
my Folly, tis fit it ſhould be fo, and Heaven is juſt, at once to 


let me ſee my Crime and Puniſhment—O my poor injurd 


Son !—— Whither ſhall I fly to hide me from the World? 


Enter 
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„„ Enter Lady Woodvil. 1 
Lady W. Whither are you going, Sir? 


Sir ohn. I know not — but here, it ſeems, I am a Treſpaſſer 
_ — the Maſter of this Houſe has warn'd me hence; and ſince the 
Right is now in him, tis juſt I ſhould reſign it. ro 

Lady W. You ſhall not ſtir! he dares not act with ſuch aban- 
don'd Inſolence: No, Sir, Poffefſion {till is yours; if he pre- 
tends a Right, let him by open Courſe of Law maintain it. 
Doct. Are theſe the Shifts you are reduc'd to? No, Madam, I 
ſhall not wait ſo ſlow a Vengeance; you'll find I have a ſhorter | 
way to rout you——here ! Charles ! r 
Sir ohn. Nay, then there is an end of all I have pro- 
1 a Serpent my Lite, I ſee, muſt pay the Forfeit of my 
Folly. | | AT f 
Lach W. Come, Sir, take heart; your Life, in ſpite of him, 
is free, and, I hope, your Actions too: However, tell me free- 
ly, have 310 raſhly done any thing for which the Law may queſ- 
tion you? FTE 5 
Sir ohn. I think not, ſtrictly; "ris true, I have lately truſted 
him with Sums of Money, which he pretended, if accounted for, 
might endanger both of us. 


* 


* - 


Lady W. O the ſubtle Villain! choſe Sums are innocent, I dare 
anſwer for them: Bur is there nothing more? 
Sir Fohn. Not, that I can call to mind, more criminal. 
Lady W. Pray tell me the worſt, that we may arm againſt him. 
Sir Job Sometimes, with my own Hand, I have relieyd the 
Wants of wretched Priſoners to the State. 
Lady W. We have no Laws that frown on Acts of Charity; if 
that were criminal, the Government itſelf is guilty” 
Sir ohn. How far our private Converſe: may affect me that. 
I know. not: If Charles betrays me not, I think his Malice cannot 
reach me. = 
Lady W. Then, Sir, be eafy, for he has loſt his Influence: 
there: Charles has long ſince perceiv'd his Villany, and grew. 
from thence a ſecret Convert to the Cauſe of Truth: and: 
Loyalty; of which he has given ſuch meritorious Proof, oy: 


5 
35 


Diſcourſe with Charles; and upon their naming you, I ſtopt a 
while to liſten; where Iheard the Doctor urge to him, that you 
were falſe at Heart; that from your late frivolous Pretence to 


break with him, he was convinced your Malice now would ftop at 


nothing to undo him; that Charles himſelf was equally in dan- 
ger, and that, to ſave your own Life, you certainly deſign d to fa- 
- Crifice theirs to the Government; which there was no poſſibility 
_ of preventing, but by their immediate joining in a Charge of 

Treaſon againſt you. 1 6 

Lady W. O the Villain ! 'tis well we are ſecure in Charles. 

Sir John. If we are not, why be it, as it may — I will nor 
ſtir I ſtand upon my Innocence; or it that's betray'd, will 
throw me on the Mercy of that Royal Breaſt, whoſe Vertues my 


Credulity has injur'd. 


Lady W. and Mar. Ah! . | UA Piſtol is heard from within. 


Sir John. What means that Piſtol ? 

Lady W. Don't ſtir, I beg you, Sir. | 

Mar. What Terrors has this Monſter brought into our Fa— 
mily * 

= ; BA W. What will it end in? 

Sir ohn. How wretched has my Folly made me? 
Lady W. How now? what's the Matter? 


- 


+. As I was paſſing by the Hall, I heard him earneſt in 


C þ 
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37161 3-3 94 Ly Enter Betty. N | 

; Betty: O dear, Madam! I ſhall faint away, there's Murder 
Olin 3 | ; | | | 

Sie 7ohn. Who! where! what is it 

Betty. The Doctor, Sir, and Mr. Charles were at high words 
juſt now in the Hall, and, upon a ſudden, there was a Piſtol fird 
derben them: Oh ! I am afraid poor Mr. Charles is killed. 
Sir ohn How! eZ 5 
Betty: Oh! here he comes himſelf, Sir, he will tell you more. 


Enter Heartley, Charles, and the Doctor held by Servants... 
6 og Here, bring in this Ruthan, this is Villany beyond Ex- 
ample. 
& John. What means this Outrage? 
Lady W. I tremble. 1 
Charles: Don't be alarm'd, Madam, there's no Miſchief done; 
what was intended, the Doctor here can beſt inform you. 
Doct. [To Heartley.] You, Sir, ſhall anſwer. for this Inſult ?. 
What am I held for? Who's here that dares aſſume a Right to 
queſtion me? . 5 . 
Heart. Keep your Temper, Sir; well releaſe you preſently: 
but Sir John muſt firſt know the bottom of his Obligations to you... | 
Sir John. Mr. Heartley, Jam aſham'd to look on you. : 
Doct. What, Sir, ſhall my own Servant abuſe me, brave me, lift 
his Hand againſt me, and I not dare to puniſh him? 
Heart. Your Servant, Sir, we know him better. 5 
Dock. Then, Sir, I demand. my Liberty, that the Government 
too may know him. 5 5 5 
Charles. Yes, and let it too be known, you firſt ſeduc'd me to 
rebel, and now would have me expiate my Offence with Perjury. 
Doct. How, Sir? 5 | 
Charles. Yes, Perjury | for ſuch it muſt have been, ſhould I have 
charg d, as you'd have had me, this Gentleman with Treaſon ; waar 
Facts have I been privy to that reach that Name? The worſe I 
know of him, is, that all the factious Falſhoods you have -raisd : Il 
againſt the. beſt of Princes, he, blinded.. with your Hypocriſy, be- - | 9 
liey'd. Doct. iN 
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Doct. Tis well, Sir, you are protected now. > wk 
Charles. This, Sir, in ſhort, Has been our Cauſe of Quarrel . 


The Doctor finding I receiv'd with Coldneſs his vile Deſigns a-. 


gainſt your Life, began to offer Menaces on mine, if I complyd 
not; at which I ſmiling told him, the Diſappointments of his 
Love had made him deſperate. This ſtung him into Rage, and, 


faſtning at my Throat, he anſwer d, Villain! yon zuill be humbler 


when you groan in Chains for this. Here indeed all Temper left 
me, when, diſengaging from his Hold, with one Home-Blow ! 
tell'd him reeling to the Pavement. At this, grown deſperate, he 
ran with Fury to ſome Piſtols, that hung above the Chimney, to 


revenge him; I, in the Inſtant, as he reach'd one, ſeiz d upon 


his Wriſt, and as we grappled, Sir, the Piſtol firing to the Ciel-- 
ing, alarm'd the Family; when Mr. Heartle), and your Seryants, 


ralkd in to part ins ð HE 311 
Sir John. Inſatiate Villain! O my ame!!! | 
Doct. Well, Sir, now you have heard this mighty Charge, what 

have you more againſt me? = 5 


Heart. More, Sir, I hope is needlefs; but if Sir John is yet 
unſatisfied— 4 N 
Sir John. O! I have ſeen too much! Every new Inſtance of 


his Wickedneſs but adds afreſn ro my Contuſion. 
Lady W. Nou, Sir, is your Time. | 1 
Fart. I go this Witte, Madam. 2 2 
Dog. I value not your whiſperd Menaces; for know, to your 
Confuſion, my Vengeance is not yet defeated : You'll find, Sir, 
that to rebel, or to conceal a Rebel, are, in the Eye of Law, both 
equal Acts of Treaſon : That Fact, I am ſure, is evident againſt 
ou. There! there ſtands in proof the ſtrippling Traitor you 
1 75 ſhelterd! This, Sir, your whole Family can charge you 
with, and ſwear it home they ſhall, or load their Souls with Per- 
jury. But then, to daſh your few remaining Days with Bitterneſs 


of Miſery, remember IJ, Sir, whom mortally you hate, - ſucceed 
the inſtant Heir to 75 Poſſeſſions. Now, farewell, and let Dil- 


grace and Beggary 


e your Childrens Portion. 
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As he is going out, the Colonel ſtops him. 


* 


Gul. Held, sin not Jo faſt, you cannot paſs 
Doch Who, Sir, ſhall dare to ſtop me ? 
Enter a Mieſſenger with a File of Muſqueteers. 
Auel. Is your Name Wolf, Sir. BT. 
Doct. What if it be, Sir? * 
Me. Then, Sir, I have a Warrant againſt you for High- Treaſon. 
Dot. Me, Sir! Wie [ Startled. 


SY 


Meſſ. Do you know one Colonel Perth, Sir? 
Doct. Ha! then I am betray'd indeed. 55 
Heart. This Perth, it ſeems, Sir, has manag'd his Correſpon- 
dence at Avignon, from whence he came laſt Night Expreſs ; but 
the Goyernment having immediate Notice of his Arrival, he was 
this Morning ſeiz d, and examin d before the Council, where, a- 
mong other Facts, he has confeſsd he knew the Doctor * 
in Arms at the firſt rebellious Riſing in Northumberland, whic 
has been ſince by other Witneſſes confirm d. oy 
Col. And, Sir, to convince you, that ev'n the Doctrine he has 
broach'd cou'd never flow from the pure Fountain of our eſta- 
bliſh'd Faith; here are Affidavits in my Hand, that prove him, 
under his Diſguiſe, a lurking Emiſſary of Rome, that he is actual- 
ly a Prieſt in Popiſh Orders, and has ſeveral times been ſeen, as 
ſuch, to officiate Publick Maſs in the Church of Noſtre Dame at 


Mar. Hear. and L. W. HOW! | | 
| Sir 7ohn. J ſtart with Horror, evn at the Danger I am free 
rom. FR ; 
Col. And now, Sir, had not your infatiate Villanies to this Fa- 
mily forc'd me to this cloſe Inquiry into your private Life, per- 
haps you might have paſsd unqueſtion'd among the Rout of Ene- 
mies, whom our Goyernment deſpites. 


V ol. © ths Aaa Doct. 
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4 Ter Novwfuton 1 
Doct. Well, Sir! now then you know your worſt of me: But 
know, what yo call criminal, may yer before your Triumph is ſe- 
cure, not only find its Pardon, but Reyard. T8 may live, Sir, to 
retort your Inſult; at leaſt the Pays that are alforred mie, will want 
for no Supports of Life, white this Conveyance calls me Maſter. 
Sir John. There! there indeed he ſtings me ro the Heart! for 
that raſh Act, Reproach and endleſs Shame will haunt me. 
Mar. No, Sit be comforted ! for evi there too his aban- 
don d Hope muſt leave him. Si Je 


Sir John. Why doſt thou torture me? Did I not fign that 
Mar. Yes, Sir, but in that Deed you'll find my Brother, not 
that Traytor, is your Heir: For know the fatal Deed which you 
intended, Sir, to ſign, is here ey'n yet unſeal'd and innocent. 

Omnes. Ha! [The Doctor haſtily opens the Deed to examine it, 

mm l [ and all the Company ſeem ſurprix d. 

Sir John. What means ſhe? . | 
ear. I mean, Sir, that this Deed, by Accident, falling into 
this Gentleman's Hands, his generous Concern for our Family diſ- 
cover'd it to me; when I, reducd to this Extremity, inftantly 
procurd that other to be drawn exactly like it; which, in your 
Impatience, Sir, to execute, paſsd unſuſpected for the Original: 
Their only Difference is, that wherever here you read the Doc- 
ror's Name, there you'll find my Brother's only, throughout, and 
wholly, Sir, in every Article inveſting him in all that Right and 
Title, which you intended for your mortal Enemy. 


Doct. Diſtraction! outwitted by a brainleſs Girl! 
, [Throws down the Writing in Rage. 
All the Servants having attended to the Diſcovery, break out 
into Huz&ahs of Toy, &c. while Sir John, the Col. Charles, 
and Maria ſeverally embrace: Heartley and Lady Woodvil 
ſilently join in their Congratulations. 
Doc. I cannot bear their irkſome Joy Come, Sir, lead me 
where you pleaſe a Dungeon would relieve me now. 
Col. Secure your Priſoner. —— 2 
Serv. Huzzah ! a Traytor! a Traytor f | 
Exit Meſſ. Soldiers, Doctor, and N 
- Aar. 
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2 Now, Heartley, I hope I have made Atonement for your 
J EDA. Go ET FS, G 
Heart. You have baniſh'd it for ever: This was beyond your- 
rr . 

Col. Siſter ——— 


Mar. Come, no ſet Speeches; if I deſerve your Thanks, re- 
turn them an a Friendſhip here. Pointing to Charles. 
Col. The Buſmeſs of my Life ſhall be to merit it. 
Charles. And mine to ſpeak my Senſe of Obligations. 

Sir 7ohn. O my Child! for chis Deliverance || only can reward 
thee here. [Gzves Maria 40 Heartley.] For thee, my Son, whoſe 
filial Vertues I have injur d, this honeſt Deed in every Article 
ſhall be ratify'd. I ſee your yes are all upon me, expecting from 
that vile Trayrtor's Practices ſome voluntary Inſtance of my Heart's 
Converſion : I muſt be blind indeed, were I not now conyinc'd 
he muſt in all things have alike:deceiv'd me, as the Dial, that 
miſs- tels one Hour, of conſequence is falſe through the whole 
Round of Day. Let it ſuffice, I ſee my Errors with a conſcious 
Shame ; but hope, when J am juſtly weig hd, you'll find thoſe 
Errors roſe but from a ductile Heart, not diſinclind to Truth, but 
fatally miſled by falſe Appearances. 

Col. Whoever knows your private Life, muſt think you, Sir, in 
this ſincere. 3 
Heart. And now, Sir, ſince Iam ſure, it will no more offend 
you, give me leave to obſerve, that of all the Arts our Enemies 
make uſe of to embroil us, none ſeem ſo audaciouſſy prepoſte- 
rous, as their inſiſting, That a Nation's beſt Security is the Word of 
a Prince, whoſe Religion indulges him to give it, and at the ſame 
time obliges him to teak ik; Ig tho perhaps, in leſſer Points, 
our politick Diſputes won't ſuddenly be ended, methinks there's 
one Principle that all Parties might eaſily come into, that no 


Change of Government can give us a Bleſſing equal to our Li- 
berty. 5 | 


Grant us but this, and then of courſe youll own, 
To guard that Freedom, GEORGE muſt jill the Throne. 
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8 H S Methinks to write at all is bold enough, 
4 FF But in a Play, to 
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EPILOGUE ſpoken by Mrs. Oldfield. 


OW wild, how frantich is the oain Bay: 
That builds om modern Politicks a Play] 


ftand a Faction, Buff ! © 


15 
N Not Rome's old Stage preſum d (or Fame's a Fibber) 


And Moderns to attempt it! well ſaid CIBBER1! 
W: 4 7207 enough the Criticks might purſue him | 17 Cierds 
But muſt he rouſe a Party to undo him! © 


T heſe Blows I told him on his Play would fall, | 
But he, unmov'd, cr d ——— Blood ! well ftand it all. 


When PRIESTSturn TRAITORS, where's the mighty Matter? 


Since when has Treaſon been exempt from Satire ? 


And ſhould from Guilt a factious Clamonr riſe, 


Such Spite muſt {Peg them England's Enemies. 
But if Old England's Friends allow *tis right, 


We're ſure their Power can chace the Facobite, 
And put their Malice, like their Troops to flight. 
4s for the Criticks, thoſe, he owns, may teize him, 


Becauſe he never took ſuch Pains to pleaſe them; 


Tn Time, Place, Action, Rules, by which old fits 


Made Plays, as 


Dames do Puddings, by Receipts : 


But hopes again ev'n Rebels cannot ſay, 


Tho vanquifſd, theyre inſulted in his Play: 


Nay more————To ſet their Cauſe in faireſt Light, : 


F'has made a Man of Senſe—— waere . 
(Tho? by our Bard's good leave, to take it rigbt, 

His Senſe was ſhewn, when turn'd from Facobite) 

Thus too the Fair, that may be wrong inclin d, 

He hopes to CHARLES's Paſllion will be kind; 

And own, at worſt, on their refletting Pillow, 

The Rebel, after all, s a pretty Fellow ! ! 

But why, youll ſay, was Imade HEAR TLEY's Mie? 
Conſider, Fair-Ones, HEARTLEY ſav'd bis Life: 

So that you ſee the Boy ham't quite miſcarry'd 


| Be ſide N N 


Are all thoſe Dears ſo happy you have marryd . 


How often, in that State, has Love ſeen Elves 
So cramm'd with Compart, they could We themſelves ? 
i | 


The worſt you can againſt his Satire plea 

Is that my Lord of YHETFORD”s hang'd indeed : 
If that ſeems hard, why grant him your Reprieve, _ 
And, by an Att of Grace, let this NONJUROR ive. 
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ALAN! behold before your Eyes the Wight, * 
Nl Whoſe Actions ſtand accountable To-night, f 
Fr all your Dividends of Profit or Detiche a. 
We Plays reſemble Bubbles, we muſt own ; 


But their intrinſick Value ſoon is known : 

There's no impoſing Pleaſure on a Town. 

And when they fail, count der his Pains and Trouble, 
His Doubts, 2 Fears, the Poet is the Bubble. 
As Heroes by the Tragick Muſe are ſung ; 

Ho to the Comick, Nuaves and Fools belong: 

Follies, To-night, of various kinds we paint, 

One, in a Female Philoſophich Saint, . 
That wou'd by Learning Nature's Laws repeal, 
Warm all her Sex's Bojoms to rebel, 
And only, with pot Raptures, ſwell. 

Long (he re ſiſts the proper Vſe of Beauty, 

80 1 2 Wo B bot lace 15 Fg to Duty. 
A Coxcomb tco of modern Stamp we ſhow, 

Mit- but impudent—a South-Sea Beau. 

Nay more— our Muſes Fire (but pray protect her) 
Roaſts, to your Taſte, a whole Sourh-Sea Director. 
Fut let none think we bring him here in ſpite, 

Hr all their Actions, ſure, will bear the Light; 
Beſides, he's painted here in Height of Power 
Long Cer we laid ſuch Ruin at his Door: 


Om — 
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368 PROLOGUE, _ 
When he was Levee'd, like a Stateſman, by the Town, 
And thought his heap d up Millions all his own. 
No, no; Stock's always at a Thouſand here, 
He'll almoſt honeſt on the Stage appear. 
Such is our Fare, to feed the Mind our Aim, 
But Poets ſtand, like Warriors, in their Fame ; 
One ill Day's Vork brings all their paſt to Shame. e 
Thus having taſted of your 1 = oY - 


F 


5 But be it as it mathe Dye is thrown, . . 
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HE Time is come the Roman Bard foretold, 
A brazen Tear ſucceeds an Age of Cold; 

An Ape 1 55 9 
When ſpecious Books were open'd for undoing, 

And Engliſh Hands, in Crouds, ſubſcribd their Ruin. 

Some Months ago, who ever could bol 

A Gooſequill Race of Rulers ſhould hade roſe, 

T have made the VWarlike Britons groan beneath their Blows. 
Evils, that never yet beheld the Sun, 

To foreign eArms, or Civil fars, unknown, 


Theſe trembling Miſcreants, by their Wiles, have done. | 
TE inks Thus 
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EpfILOGUE. 369 
Thus the fierce Lion, whom no Force could foil, | 

By Village-Curs is baited in the Toll. 

Forgive the Muſe then, if her Scenes were laid 

Before Jour fair Poſſeſſions were betray ; 

She took the flitting Form, as Fame then ran, 

While a Director ſeem d an honeſt Man: 

But were ſhe from his preſent Form to take him, 

What a ge Gorging Monſter muſt ſhe make him? 
How would his Paunch with Golden Ruin ſwell ? 
Whole Families devouring at a Meal ? 
What motley Humour in a Scene might flow, 
Mere we theſe Upſtarts in their Airs to ſhow ? 


When their high Betters, at their Gates have waited, 
And all to beg the Favour, to be Cheated ; 
Even that Favour (or theyre by Fame bely'd) 
To raiſe the Value of the Cheat, deny d. 
And while Sir John was airing on bis Prancers, © 
He as left his Cookmaid, to give Peers their Anſwers. 
Then Clerks in Berlins, purchas d by their Cheats, 
That ſplaſh their walking Betters in the Streets; 
And while, by Fraud, their native Country's ſold, 
Cry, Drive you Dog, and give your Horſes Gold: 
Even Jews no Bounds of Luxury refrain, : 
But boil their Chriſtian Hams in pure Champaign. 
Till then the Guilty, that have caus d theſe Times, 
Fel a ſuperior Cenſure for their Crimes; 
Let all, whoſe Wrongs the Face of Mirth can bear, 
Enjoy the Muſes Vengeance on them here. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


e MEN. 


Sir Gilbert Mrangle. ; 

Granger. Mr. Booth. 

Frankley. r. Wilks. 
Mitling. Mir. Cibber. 


Mr. Penlethman 


= 


WOME 


ady Mrangle. s. Bicknell. 
ophronta. 8 s. Oldfield. 
Charlotte. Ars. Booth. 


Servants, c. 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 
FCC 
F 
The SCENE, Weltnunſter-Hall. 


Frankley and Granger meeting. 


S it poſſible 
Gran. Frankly ! oY 
Fran. Dear Cranger] I did not expect 

you theſe ten days: how came you to be 

ſo much better than your Word? 
Gran. Why, to tell you the Truth, be- 
= cauſe I began to think London better than 
5 Paris. 
Fran. That's ſtrange: But you never think like other People. 
991 Cran. 


The REF USAL; or, 5 
Gran. I am more apt to ſpeak what I think, than other Peg. 
ple: Though, I confeſs, Paris has irs Charms; but to me they .. 
3 are like thoſe of a Coquette, gay and gawdy ; they ſerve to amuſe 
4 with, but a Man would not chuſe to be marry'd to them. In ſhort, 
| I am to paſs my Days in Old England, and am therefore reſolyd 
not to have an itt Opinagn'of K& 8 nh 
Fran. Theſe ſettled Thoughts, Ned, make me hope, that if 
ever you ſhould marry, you will be as partial to the Woman you in- 
tend to paſs your Days with R 8 
Gran. Faith! I think every Man's a Fool that is not: But it's 
very odd; you ſee, the groſſeſt Fools have generally Senſe 
enough to be fond of a fine Houſe, or a good Horſe, when they 
have bought them: They can ſee the Value of them, at leaſt ; and 
why a poor Wife ſhould not have as fair play for one's Inclina- 
tion, I can ſee no Reaſon, but downright” III nature or Stupidity. 
Fran. What do you think of Avarice? when People purchaſe 
Wives, as they do other Goods, only becauſe they are a Penny- | 
worth: Then too a Woman has a fine time on't! 3 
ran. Ay, but that will never be the Caſe of my Wife: When 
J marry, TII do it with the fame convenient Views as a Man would 
ſet up his Coach, becauſe his Eſtate will bear it, its eaſy, and 
keeps him out of dirty Company. » = 
Fan. But what! would you hve a Wife have no more Charms 
than a Chariot? : 18 
Gran. Ah! Friend, if I can but paſs as many eafy Hours at 
home with one, as abroad in rother, I will take my chance, for 
her Works of Supererogation ; and I believe at worft, ſhould be 
upon a Par with the Happineſs of moſt Husbands about Town. 
3 Fran. But, at this rate, you would marry before you are in love. 
- Gran. Why not? Do you think Happineſs is entail'd upon mar- 
rying the Woman you love? No more than Reward is upon pub- 
lick Merit: it may give you a Title to it indeed; but you muſt 
depend upon other People's Virtue to find your Account in ei- 
ther. For my part, I am not for building Caſtles in the Air; 
when I marry, I expect no great matters; none of your Angels, a 
mortal Woman will do my Buſineſs, as you'll find, when I tell 


— 
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1 N Choice. : All I deſire of a Wife, IS, that ſhe will do as "OS 

te is bid, and keep herſelf clean. wes  - 

Han. Would you not have her a Companion tho', as well as a 

Bedfellow | Bo VU 
Gran. You mean, I ſuppoſe, a Woman of Senſe? 

Fan. I ſhould not think it amiſs for a Man of Senſe. 

_ Gran. Nor I; but 'Sdeath where ſhall I get her? In ſhort, I 
am tired with the Search, and will ey'n take up with one, as Nature 
has made her, handſome, and only a Fool of her own making. 

Fran. Was ever fo deſperate an Indifference? I am impatient 
till I know her. f 5 | 

Gran. Even the ſage and haughty Prude, Sophronia. 

Fran. Sophroma ! J hope you don't take her tor a Fool, Sir; why, 
the thinks the has more Senle than all her Sex together. | 

Gran. You dont tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, I preſume, 

Sir. fo 5 
Fan. No: but I think your Humour's a little extraordinary, that 
can reſolye to marry the Woman you laugh at. : 

Cran. It's, at leaſt, a ſign I am in no great danger of her 
| a je, at me, Tom; the Caſe of many a prettier Fellow. But 
1 take Sophronia to be only a Fool of Parts, thats however capa- 

ble of thinking right ; _ a Man muſt be nice indeed, that. turns 

up his Noſe at a Woman, who has no worſe Imperfection, than 
ſetting too great a Value upon her Underſtanding.. I grant it, 
| the is half mad with her Learning and Philoſophy : What then? 
ſo are moſt of our Great Men, when they get. a little too much 
ont. Nay, ſhe is ſo rapt in the Pride of her imaginary Know- 
ledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets ſhe is a Woman, and thinks all Of- 
ters of Love to her Perſon a Diſkonour to the Dignity of her Soul; 
but all this does not diſcourage me: She may fancy herſelf as wiſe 

as ſhe pleaſes; but unleſs I fail in my Meaſures, I ſhall think I 

have hard luck, if I don't make that fine Fleſh and Blood ot hers, 

as troubleſome as my own in a Fortnight. 


” 


Han. You muſt have better luck than I had then! I was her Fool 
for above five Months together, and did not come ill recom- 
mended to the Family; but could make no more Impreſſion than 
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upon a Veſtal Virgin: And how a Man, of your cool Reflection 
can think of Ar Feeng J have no Notion. 6 aria 


| Inſenſibility, is only one that has never been rightly attack 
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Gran. Pſhah ! I laugh at all her Airs ; a Woman of a | general 
d. 
Fran. Are you then really reſolv'd to purſue her? th 


Gran. Why not? Is not ſhe a fine Creature? Has not ſhe 
Parts? Would not half her Knowledge, equally divided, make 


fifty Coquettes all Women of Senſe ? Is not her Beauty natural, 


her Perſon lovely, her Mein majeſtick—— Then ſuch a Conſti- 


tution . n 15 | 
Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſome Look, I grant you: But then 


her Prudery, and Platonick Principles, are inſupportable. 


Gran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all the Levity 


of a Coquette : O! the noble Conflicts between Nature and a 


proud Underſtanding, make our Triumphs ſo infinitely above thoſe 
petty Conqueſts—— Belides, are not you Philoſopher enough to 
know, my Friend, that a Body continent holds moſt of the thing 
contain'd ? 'Tis not your waſting Currents, but Reſervoirs, that 
make the Fountain play; not the Prodigal's, but the Miſer's Cheſt, 
that holds the Treaſure : No, no, take my word, your Prude has 


thrice the latent Fire of a Coquette. Your Prude's-a Flask hermeti- 


cally feal'd, all's right within, depend upon't ; but your Coquette's 
a mere Bottle of oh ns thats open to every body. 

Fran. Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem ſo heartily in earneſt, and, I 
ſee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Female Frailty; I think ] 
ought in Honour to let you into a little more of her: You muſt 
know then, this marble-hearted Lady, who could not bear my Ad- 


drefles to herſelf, has notwithſtanding Fleſh and Blood enough to 


be ten times more uneaſy, that I now pay them to her Siſter. 
Gran. I am glad to hear it: Prithee ! let me know all; for tis 

upon theſe ſort of Weakneſſes, that I am to ſtrengthen my Hopes. 
Fran. You know I writ you word, that I thought the ſafeſt way 


to cover my real Paſſion for her Siſter Charlotte, would be, to drop 


my cold Pretenſions to Sophronta, inſenſibly; upon which account 


I rather heighten'd my Reſpect to her: But as, you know, tis 


harder to diſguiſe a real Inclination, than to diſſemble one we 
have not; Sophronia, it ſeems, has ſo tar ſuſpected the * 
that, 
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that, ſince your Abſence, ſhe has broke into a thouſand litt 
patiences at my new Happineſs with Charlotte. 
| Gran. Good. V 

Fran. But the Jeſt is, ſhe can't yet bring down her Vanity to 
believe, I am in earneſt with Charlotte 5 ; but really fancies 
my Addrefles, there, are all Grimace, the mere Malice of a rejec- 
ted Lover, to give her Scorn a Jealouſy. 

Gran. Admirable ! but I hope you are ſure of this. 

Fran. 'T was * ſhe gave me a Proof of it. 

_ Gran. Pray, let's hear. © : : 

Fran. Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at one end of. 
a Room, while we thought her wrapt up in one of Horace's Odes 
at the other, of a ſudden, I obſery'd her come failing up to me, 
with an inſulting Smile, as who ſhould ſay— laugh at all theſe 
ſhallow Arts then turn d ſhort, and, looking over her Shoulder, 
cryd aloud — — 4h ! Miler ! 
Quanta laboras in Charybdi ? 5 

Grang. Digne Puer meliore Flamm — Ah! methinks, I ſee the 
imperious Huſſy, in Profile, waving her ſnowy Neck into a thou- 
fand lovely Attitudes of Scorn and Triumph! O the dear Vanity! 
Well, when all's ſaid, the Coxcomb's vaſtly handſome! 

Fan. Tgad! thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the World ! to be 
thus capable of diverting yourſelf with your Miſtrefs's- Jealouly of 
another Man. ; 

Gran. Pſhah ! Thou'rt too refin'd a Lover; I am glad of any 
Occaſion that proves her more a Woman, than ſhe imagines. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what foot did you ſtand with her be- 
fore you went to Fance? e 
Cran. O! 1 never pretended to more, than a Platonick Paſſion; 
I ſaw, at firſt View, ſhe was inacceſſible by Love. 

Fran. Let ſince you were refoly'd to purſue her, how came you 
to think of rambling to Paris? | | | 

Gran. Why, the laft time I ſaw her, ſhe grew fo. fantaſtically 
jealous of my regarding her more, as a Woman, than an intellec- 
tual Being, that my Patience was half tir d; and having, at that 
time, an Appointment, with ſome idle Company, to make a Trip 
to Paris, 1 ſlily took that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw. = 
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ſelf into a voluntary Baniſhment from her Perſon, I hoped ſhe 
would then be convinc'd, I had no other Views. of - Happineſ;, 
than what her Letters might, evi in Abſence, as well gratify, from 
che Charms of her Underſtanding. 19 e 
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Fan. Moſt ſolemnly impudent! 1 oh 


Gran. In ſhort, her Vanity was ſo blind to the Banter, that ſhe 


inſiſted upon my going, and made me conditional Promiſes of 
anſwering all my Letters; in which I have flatter d her romantick 
Folly to that degree, that, in her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an entire Satiſ- 
faction in the Innocent Dignity of my Inclinations (as ſhe tiles it) 


and therefore thinks herſelt bound, in Gratitude, to recall me from 


Exile: which gracious Boon (being heartily tired at Paris) I hm 
now arriv d to accept of. "gt. 1-7 
Fran. The merrieſt Amour that ever was! Well! and why 
don't you viſit her? 1 353 
Gran. O! I do all things by Rule — not till ſhe has din d; 
for our Great Engliſh Philoſopher, my Lord Bacen, tells you, that 
then the Mind is generally moſt ductile. N 
Fran. Wiſely conſider d. 5 
Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little Talk firſt with the old 
Gentleman her Farther. 535 5 
Fran. Sir Gilbert ! If I dont miſtake, yonder he comes 
Gran. Where, prithee ! J 
Fran. There, by the Bookſellers ; don't you ſee him, with an 
odd Crowd after him. rs 


Gran. O! now I have him he's loaded with Papers like a 


Sollicitor. | . 
Fran. Sir, he is at this time a Man of the firſt Conſequence, 


and receives more Petitions every Hour, than the Court of Chan- 


cer) in a whole Term. . 

Gran. What! Is he Lord Treaſurer? 

Fran. A much more conſiderable Perſon, I can aſſure you; he 
is a South-Sea Director, Sir. 


Gran. O! I cry your mercy! and thoſe abour him, I preſume, 


are bowing for Subſcriptions. 


Fran. That's their Buſineſs, you may be ſure ; bur ſee, at laſh 


he has broke from them. 


Gran. 
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oy The Ladies Philoſophy.. = 
"*Gran." No ! there's one has got him by the Sleeve again. 
Fan. What if we ſhould ſtand off, and obſerve a little. 
ran. With all my Heart. Fe 
Sir Gilb. [To a Man at the Door.) Prithee be quiet, Fellow! I 
tell you Fll ſend the Duke an Anſwer to-morrow Morning. 


A 


Within.] Its very well, Sir—— 


Sir Gilbert ſpeaks entering, with a great Parcel of open Letters in 
huis Hand, and others Puffng his Pockets. ; 

Sir Cilb. Very well! ay, fo it is, if he gets it then——Why ? 
what! theſe People of Quality, ſure, think they do you a Favour, 
when they ask one Huh! let him come for it himſelf ! I am 
ſure I was forcd to do fo, at his Houſe, when I came for my own, 
and could not get it neither and he expects I ſhould give him 
2000 l. only for ſending a Footman to me. Why? what! Does 
his Grace think I don't know which fide my Bread's butter d on? 
Let's ſee! who are theſe from © [ Reads to himſelf... 
Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Admirer of a Man of 
= Qualiy; 1 fe& © | Po. 
= Far. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Averſion to any 
Man that has a better Title than himſelf. 

Graz. How fo, pry 5 4 LEST 

Fran. As he grows rich, he grows proud ; and, among Friends, 
had lately a-mind to be made a Lord himſelf: bur applying to 
the wrong Perſon, it ſeems, he was diſappointed ; and ever Ber 
piques hirnſelf upon deſpiſing any Nobleman, who is not as rich 
as himſelf. 1 100 

Gran. Hah ! the right Plebeian Spirit of Old-England : But I 
think he's counted an Aoi Man. 3 

Fran. Umh ! yes! well enough a good ſort of a mercantile 
Conſcience ; he is punctual in Bargains, and expects the ſame 
from others; he will neither ſteal, nor cheat, unleſs he thinks he 
has the Protection of the Law: then indeed, as moſt thriving 
Men do, he thinks Honour and Equity are chimerical Notions. | 

Gran. That is, he bluntly profeſſes what other People practiſe - 
with more Breeding——PBut let's accoſt him. | 

Gran. Stay a little. | 

1 Re” Sir 


S BM 


5 MN 

What will they never have done? J 

 _ - Footm. Sir, my Lady Double-Chin preſents her Service, and ſays 

| ſhe'll call. for your Honour's Anſwet to-morrow morning. 
Sir Gilb. Very well; tell my Lady I'll take care to 

Be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. 


a 


o 


Exit Footman. 


Gran. Hali! he'll keep that part of his word, I warrant him. 

Sir Cilb. Lets ſee ! the old Story, I ſuppoſe ¶ Raad] Um 
Um yes, yes—— only Two Thouſand Huh! Does the 
Woman take me for a Fool? Does ſhe think I don't know that a 
Two Thouſand Subſcription is worth Two Thouſand Guineas; and 
becauſe ſhe is not worth above Fourſcore Thouſand already, ſhe 


would have me give them to her for nothing To a, poor Re- 


lation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if ſhe loved any body better than 
herfelf! A Drum ! and a Fiddle! Ill greaſe none of your fat 
Sows, not a mo, NO, get you. into re negative P ocket 
Bleſs my Eyes! Mr.. Granger. 4 
Gran. Sir Gilbert, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Sir Cilb. In troth, I am glad. to fee you in England again 
Mr. Frankly, your humble Servant. 
Fran. Sir, your moſt obedient. | CN 
Sir Cilb. Well, how goes Miffeppt, Man? What! do they 
bring their Money by Waggon-Loads to Market ſtill ? Hay! Hah! 
hah ! hah! 16 | 
Gran. O! all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your South-Sea has 
brought it to waſte Paper. 
Sir Cilb. Why, ay, han't we done glorious things here? ha! 
we have found Work for the Coachmakers as well as they, Boy. 
Gran. Ah, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce choſe, who kept 
them there, to their Original of riding behind them here. 
Sir Gilb. Huh! huh ! you will have your Joke ſtill, I ſee— 
Well! you have not fold out, I hope. 
Gran. Not I, faith, Sir; the old Five Thouſand lies ſnug as it 
was: I dont ſee where one can move it, and mend it; ſo even 
let it lie, and breed by itſelf. 25 * 


7 
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the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Sran. Sir, I am ſure it's in hands, that can make it do any 
thing. . | 5 2 
Sir Cill. Have you got any new Subſcription? 


Sir Gilb. You're right youre right—lark you keep it — 


N 


Gran. You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and its really now 

grown ſo valuable a Fayour, I have not.the-Confidence to ask it, 
Sir Cilb. Pſhah ! prithee never talk of that, Man — 
Gran. It I thought you were not full, Si—— 


Sir Gilb. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, TIl put my 


Friends. in, let who will run over fort. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his manner of 
doing them. 5 | | 
Sir Gilb. «Frankly, you are down for 5000.1. already, and you 
may. depend: upon every Shilling of it let me ſee, what have 
I done with my Liſt ?: Granger has a good Eſtate, and had an eye 
upon my eldeſt Daughter before he went to France ; I muſt have 
him in, it may chance to bring the matter to bear. [ Aſide. 

Gran. Where did you. get all theſe Letters, Sir Gilbert ? 


1 Sir G1lb. Why, ay, this is the Trade every Morning, all for Sub- 


One” nay, they are ſpecial Stuff———here, prithee, read 
that. 


Fran. Who is it from, Sir ? 


Sir Gilb.-O ! a North Briton, a bloody ſquabbling Fellow, 


who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, and thats his way 
of paying me: read it. - 


Grang.. | Reading.) Wins, Sir, dee ye no tack me for a Man of 


Honor ? ye need no ſend to my Ludging ſo often for year pimping 


Thouſand Pound: An ell be but civil a 
x ſ ell the Trouble to. put his. Name intull year own. Liſt for: a. Thouſand 


Subſcription, he ſe. pay ye aw. down. upo the Nail: But an je wono 


doe this ſmato Jub, the Drel dommee, an ye e er ſe a Grote from me, 
as long as q Name is 


Seen | | Frank. 
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44 | it, Iſe order the Bearer, 
my. Brocker, . to mack up year Ballance: an if ye vull but gea year- 


George Blunderbuls. 
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Han. What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sir? 


Sir Gilb. Do with him! why, III let him have it, and get my 
Money: I had better do that, than be obliged to fight fort, or 
give it the Lawyers. n ee 
Fran. Nay, that's true too. „VVV 
Sir Cilb. Here's another now, from one of my Wife s hopeful 
Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that has rattled a gilt Chariot 
to pieces before it was paid for but he'll die in Jail. 
SB „„ ( 
I ſee. he's: familiar. f. 


Sir Gill. Nay, it's all of a piece, hs ” 


Fran. Not to mince the matter ; 94 at Marybone, they 
had me all Bob as a Robin: In ſhort, being out of my Money, I was 
forced to come the Ca ſter, and tumbled for Five hundred dead: Be- 
ſides which, T owe Crop the Lender a Brace, and if I have 4 fer 
Simon to pay him, rot me: But the queer Coll promiſes to advance 
me Fother three, and bring me home, provided you will let him ſneak | 
into your Lift for a cool Thouſand. Jou know it's a Debt of Honour 


in ine, and will coſt you nothing. Tours in haſte, es 
Robert Rattle. 


Fran. The Style 1s extraordinary. 

Gran. And his Motives irreſiſtible. 7 

Sir Gilb. Nay, T have them trom all Nations, here's one now 
from an Jriſh Relation of my own. 5 7 

Fran. O ! pray lets ſee. 

Sir Gilb.” There, | 

* [Frankly reads. 

Loving Couſin, and my dear Life, FOE: 

| There is.only my Brother Patrick, and tat is two of us: And be- 
cauſe we would have a graate Reſpect for our Relations, we are come 
poſht from Tipperary, with a loving De ſign to put both our Families 
upon one anoder. And though we have no Acquaintance with your 
braave Daughters, toe ſaw them yeſterday at the Cathedral-Church, 
and find they vil ſharave us vel enough. And to ſhew our ſhincere 
Affections, we. vil taake dem vidout never a Peny of Money; only 

8 as 
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as a ſmaal Token of Shivility upon 27 Side, we deſeer the Faavour 
of both' of us each Ten Touſand in dis ſaame new Subſcription : And 
becauſe in our haſte ſome of our Cloaths and Bills of Exchange were 
forgot, pridee be ſo graateful as to ſend us two Score Pounds, to put 


us into ſome Worſhip for the mean time. So dis was all from, my 


* 


Tour humble Sarwvant, 
Ad loving Relation, 
790 8 Owen Mac- Ogle. 


Fran. A very modeſt Epiſtle, truly . 
Sir Gib. O! here's my Liſt——now Mr. Granger well ſee 
What we can do for you———hold! here are ſome People that 
have no Buſineſs here, I am ſure — ay, here ! here's Dr. Bullanbear 
— One Thouſand —why ay——I was forced to put him down 
to get rid of him. The Man has no Conſcience : Don't I know 
he is in every Court-Lift under a ſham Name——indeed, Domine 
Doctor, you can't be here. V ᷣ VIDY Ot. 
Then here's another Favourite of my Wite's too Signior 
Caponi da Capo Two Thouſand What! becauſe he can 
get as much for a Song, does he think to have it for whiſtling too 
Huh! huh: huh! not I troth! Þ am not for ſending our 
Money into Popiſh Countries. [ Blots him ont. 
Fran. Rightly conſider d, Sir. 5 
Sir Gill. Lets ſee, who's next Sir pames Baker Knight, One 
Thouſand. 5 | 2 
Gran. Who's he, Sir? . 
Sir Gitb. O! a very ingenious Perſon, he's well known at Court, 
he muſt ſtand ; beſides, I believe we ſhall employ him in our 
Spaniſh Trade O! here we can ſpare you one, I believe 


Sir Jſaac Bickerſtaff Knight, One Thoutand. 

Fran. What! the fanrd Cenſor of Great Britain? | 

Sir Cilb. No, no; he was a very honeſt pleaſant Fellow, this 
is only a Relation a mere Whimſical, that will draw Nobo- 
dy's way but his own, and is always wiſer than his Betters : I don't 


underſtand that ſort of Wiſdom, that's for doing good to every 


body 
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quit the Stage upon it: No, no, keep him poor, and let him mind 


with a wet Finger. 


n „„ ot £0 
Gran. Sir, I ſhall ever be in your Debt. 
Sir Cilb. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 


- = , * 0 


Han. You have the Happineſs of this Life, Sir Cilbert, the 


Power t obliging all abour you. 


Sir Cill. O | Mr. Frankly ! Money won't do every thing, Jam 


uneaſy at home for all this. 


"= > + «at 2 - \ 


Haun ls that poſſible, Sir, while you have ſo fine a Lady? 
. Sir, Gilb. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and! have| Learning 


enough to underſtand her; but ſhe is too wiſe, and too will- 
ful for me. — x 


Han. O! Sir, Learning's a fine Accompliſhment in a fine 


"Lad Y. 


Sir Cilb. Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great Plague to me: 
Not but my Lord weg her Uncle was a mighty good Man; 
im; I took her upon his word: twas he 


4% 


her, I usd to go and hear her talk Latin with him an Hour to- 
gether; and there II =I playd the Fool—— 1 was wrong, I 
was wrong — I ſhould not have marryd-again=———and yet! 
was ſo fond of her Parts, I begg d him to give my eldeſt Daugb- 


ter the ſame fine Education; and ſo he did but to tell you 


the truth, I believe both their Heads are turn d. 1 5 
Oran. 


ze Ladies Philoſophy: 38 ; 
D Gra Me A. good Hus b nd, 8 ir, woul d ſet You. Daughter ; right, 


warrant you. 8 


Sir Cill. He muſt come out of the Clouds then; for ſhe thinks 
no mortal Man can deſerve her: what think You, Ml. Frankly, | 
you kad on enough ee eee 
Han. 1 think ſtill, ſhe m ſat = 
Gran. I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gilbert; but 1 wiſh you : 
would give me leave to take my Chance with FT 7 AND 002. 
Sir Gil, Will you dine with me?: 
Gran. Sir, you ſhall not ask me twice. 
Sir Cill. And you, Mr. Frankly ? 85 5 
Fran. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of -my. Lady's - 
Ae non of hy. Li 
Sir Gill. O! then pray don't fail; for when you are there, ſhe's - 
es T_T 
Gran: 1 hope, Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of the young 
Lady's Company too. F 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay after Dinner III talk with you. 
Fran. Not forgetting your fair Favourite, Charlotte, Sir! 
Sir Gilb. Look you, Mr. Frankly, I underſtand you; you have a 
mind to my Daughter Charlotte; and I have often told you, 1 
have no- Exceptions to you: and therefore you may well wonder 7 


- 


why I yet ſcruple my Conſent. 
Fran. Jou have a Right to refuſe it, no doubt, Sir; but, I hope, 
JJ. — 
Sir Cill. In troth I don't ; and I wiſh you had it with all my 
Heart: But fo it is—there's no Comfort ſure in this Life: for 
though by this glorious State of our Stocks, I have rais d my poor 
ſingle Plumb: to a Pomgranet ; yet, if they had not riſen quite ſo 
1 you and J, Mr. Frankly, might poſſibly have been both hap- 
pier Men than we are. 85 ar 
Fran. How ſo, Sir??? 


% : * 


Sir Cill. Why at the Price it now is, I am under Contract to 
give one of the greateſt Coxcombs upon Earth the Refuſal of - 
marrying which of my Daughters he pleaſes. OS = 
e h e e L. 
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Sir Cill. Nay, and am bound in Honour even to ſpeak à go,t 


word for him: You know young Mitling. 


= 


Fran. I could have gueſsd your Coxcomb, Sir; but, J hope, 


4 
i 


Sir. Cilb. Not directly: but I gueſs his Inclinations . and ex. 
pect, every hour, to have him make his Call upon my Conſent, 


according to Form. 


Fran. Is this poſſible? CCC 

Gran. Sir, if he ſhould happen to name Sophronia, will you 
give me leave to drub him out of his Contract? / | 
Sir Gilb. By no means : Credit's a nice Point; and People 
won't ſuppoſe that would be done without my Connivance : be- 
ſide, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. But becauſe one can 
be ſure of nothing, Gentlemen, I demand both your Words of 
Honour, that for my ſake, you will neither of you uſe any Acts 
„„ ööʒñ;ñ;̃; OT TY RY MO en On, 

Fran. Sir, In this Caſe you have a Right to command us. 

Sir Cill. Your Hands upon't. en ONS 

Both. And our Words of Honour. CID 

Sir Gilb. I am ſatisfyd Af we can find a Way to out- wit him 
ſo—if not--—Odſb! here he comes: I beg your pardon, Gen- 
tlemen; but I won't be in his way, till I cannot. help it. Hum 
hum! EE [Exit Sir Gilb. 
Gran. A very odd Circumſtance. 8 

Han. I am afraid there is ſomething in it; and begin to think 
now, my Friend Witling (in his Raillery yeſterday with Charlotte) 
N _— he ſaid himſelf, tho he did not care whether any body 

Gran. Sure! it cannot be real; I always took Witling for a 
Beggar. | = 

Fran. So he was, or very near it, ſome Months ago; but ſince 


Fortune has been playing her Tricks here, ſhe has rewarded his 
Merit, it ſeems, with about an Hundred Thouſand Pound out of 
Change- Alley. | 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran. I long to know the bottom of it. 


Cran. 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 
Gran; That you can't fail of, for you know. he's vain and fami- 


liar; and here he comes. 


I Enter Witling. © 

Where the Devil haſt thou been this Age ? Whar's the reaſon you 

neyer come among us Frankly ! give me thy little Finger, my 

Dear. | 8 188 POS 
Gran. Thou art a very impudent Fellow, Mitling. 


Wit. Ay, it's no matter for that ; thou art a pleaſant one, I am 


ſure : for thou always make'ſt us laugh? 


Fran. Us! who the Devil doſt thou mean by Us, now 8 


- 


your Men of Wit and Taſte, Child. 
Gran. I know very few of thoſe ; but I come from a Country, 
Sir, where half the Nation are juſt ſuch pretty Fellows as thou art. 
Wit. Hah! that muſt be a pleaſant Place indeed ! What doft 
thou come from Paradiſe, Child? Ha! ha! ha! 
Fran. Don't you know he's juſt come from France, Sir! 
ORR. " . 
Gran. Why ay Now you ſee, Mitling, your Vanity has 
DIGHSS YOU RO ß 
Mit. O you pleaſant Cur ! what Paris, quaſi par Diis, or Pa- 
radiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you; 1 am ſure you would 
have thought it Paradiſe then. 1 
Gran. Nay, now he's fairly in. „ 
Mit. Tis impoſſible to be out on't, Sir, in your Company; 


Mit. Why, your pretty Fellows, my Dear; your Bons Vivants, 


wherever you are, it's always Paradiſe to me, depend upont. 


Ha! ha! 33 | Re a 
Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up with you. 
Gran. Nay, ſince the Rogue has Money, we muſt of courſe al- 

low him Wit: but I think he's one of your good-natur'd'ones ; 

he does not only find the Jeſt, but the Laugh roo. 
Mit. Ay! and to hear thee talk, Child, how is it poſſible to 

want either? Ha! ha! 5 „ 85 


— Tron Good again! Well faid Witling ! Why thou art as ſharp 
to- day * 8 
eon Fed — 


385 


M.. Hah | my little Granger ! How doſt thou do, Child ? 
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Leather-heads with three Edges : Ha ! ha! 
Gran. Prithee, Withng, does not thy Aſſurance ſometimes meet 


Mit. As a Gloyer's Needle, my Dear, I always dart i into y our 


with a Repartee, that only lights upon the Outſide of thy Head. 


Mit. O! your Servant, Sir : What ! now your Fires gone, you 
would knock me down with the But-end, would you? Ha! ir's 
very well, Sir; I ha done, Sir, I ha done: I ſee its a Folly to 
draw Bills upon a Man that has no Aſſets. 8 

Gran. And to do it upon a Man, that has no Caſh of thine in 
his hands, is the Impudence of a Bankru t. 

Mit. Pſhah! a meer Flaſh in the Pan — Well! well! irs 
all over—— Come, come, a Truce, a Truce! I ha done; 1 
beg pardon. . „„ 

Gran. Why, thou vain Rogue ! thy Good nature has more Im- 
pudence than thy Wit: Doft thou ſuppoſe I can ever take any 
thing ill of thee ? 5 ne = . 
Mit. Pſhah ! fy ! What doſt thou talk, Man; Why I know thou 


cCanſt not live without me: Doſt think I don't know how to make 


Allowances ? Tho, if I have too much Wit, and thou haſt too 
little, how the Devil can either of us help it, you know? Ha! ha! 
Fran. Ha ! ha! honeſt Mitling is not to be put out of hu- 
mour, I ſee. ä 8 „ 5 
Gran, No, Faith, nor out of countenance— __ 3 
Mit. Not I, Faith, my Friend; and a Man of Turn may fay 
any thing to me Not but I ſee, by his Humour, ſ6mething has 
gone wrong -I hold fix to four now, thou haſt been crabb'd 


at Paris in the M1 ſippi. 


Gran. Not 1, Faith, Sir; I would no more put my Money into 


the Stocks there, than my Legs into the Stocks here : There's no 
getting home again, when you have a mind to it. 


* 


Mit. Hah! very good! but prithee tell us: What is the 
Nuinquinpois as plealant as our Change-Alley here: 
Gran. Much the fame Comedy, Sir; where poor wife Men are 


only Spectators, and laugh to ſee Fools make their Fortune. 


Wit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for there are Men of Wit 
too, that have made their Fortunes among us, to my knowledge: 


Cran. 
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Can, Very likely, Sir; when Fools are fluſh of Money, Men 
of Wit won't be long without it: J hear you have been fortunate, 
Mi. Humh! I- gad, I don't know whether he calls me a Wit 
or a Fool. Wed oo: 
Gran. O 7. every body knows you have a great deal of Money. 
Fran. And I dont know any Man pretends to more Wit. 
Mit. Nay, chats true too: but—]-gad J believe he has me. 
Gran. But, prithee,. Mitling, how came a Man of thy Parts ever 
ro think of railing thy Fortune in Change-Alley ? How didſt thou 
make all this Money thou art maſter of? 
Mit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often do; by hay- 
ing little or pong to loſe: I raisd my Fortune, Sir, as Milo 
lifted the Bull, by ſticking to it every day, when twas but a Calf. 
I ſousd them with Premiums, Child, and laid them on thick when 
the Stock was low; and did it all from a Brafs Nail, Boy. In 
ſhort, by being dirty once a day for a few Months, taking a 
Lodging at my Broker's, and rifing at the ſame Hour I uſed to 
go to bed at this end of the Town; I have at laſt made up my 
Accounts: and. now wake every Morning Maſter of Five-and- 
Twenty Hundred a Year, Terra Firma, and Pelt in my Pocket, 
Boy: I have Fun in my Fob beſide, Child. C 
Gran. And all this out of Change- Alley? 5 
Mi. Every Shilling, Sir; all out of Stocks, Putts, Bulls, Rams, 
Bears, and Bubbles. leans | | 
_ Gran. Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice at leaſt ; they 
ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious, that have not been 


* 


the better for them. 5 | | 
Han. O! I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the Good- 
Fortune of their own Relations. 


— 4 


Mit. I-gad, and fo do I; there's that furly Put, my Uncle the 
Counſellor, won't pull off his Hat to me now— A poor ſlaying 
Cur, that is not worth aboye a Thouſand a Year, and minds no- 
thing but his Buſineſs | 


Fran. And ſo is out of humour with ous becauſe you have 
done That in a Twelyemonth, that he has 
theſe twenty Tears? 


been drudging for 
Dddz — * 
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Mit. But 1 intend to ſend him word, if he does not mend his 
Manners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. 
 _ Gran. What are we to think of 5 Frankly ? Is Fortune © really 
in her Wits, or is the World out of them? 

Fran. Much as it uſed to be ; ſhe has only Sans a new Chan- 
nel for her Tides of Favour. 

Mit. Prithee oy doſt not come into the Ally; odd ſee us 
{ſcramble for them ? If you have a mind to philoſophize, there. 
there's Work for your Speculations! Egad! I never go there, but 
it puts me in mind of the Poetical Regions of Death, where all 
Mankind are upon a level: There you'll ſee a Duke dangling af- 
ter a Director; here a Peer and a Prentice haggling for an Eighth; 
there a Jew and a Parſon making up Differences; here! a young 
Woman of Quality buying Bears of a Quaker; and there an old 
one ſelling Refuſals ro a Lieutenant of Grenadiers. 

Fran. What a Medley of Mortals has he Jumbled together? 
Mi. O! there's no fach Fun in the Univerſe ! I-gad ! there's 
1 away : Periſh me ! if I have had time to ſee ay Mif- 
eſs, but of a Sunday, theſe three Months. 

Gran. Thy Miſtreſs ! What doſt thou mean! ? Thou ſpealſt « as 
if chou hadſt but one. 

Mit. Why no more J have not, that I: care a Farthing for: 
may, perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, to mount my 3 
when I rattle into Town, or ſo; but this is a choice Pad, Child, 
that I deſign for my own Riding, . 
tran. Prithee, 0 is ſhe? i 

Mit. Il ſhew you, my Dear =I think I have her here in 
my Pocket. 2 ea Na a 

Gran. What doſt thou mean ? 

Mit. Look you, I know you are my Friends ; aa n 
8 I am ſure it's in nobody's power to hurt me, III venture to 
truſt you——There ! thats Whoo, — [Shes a La ach 
Fan. What's here? 


[Reads 
To Sir Gilbert Mrangle: 


Sir, according to your Contract of the 1 ith of W la, I 
now make my Election 4 yr Jug Daughter, Mrs. Charlotte 
Wrangle ; » 


4 
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Wrangle ; and do hereby demand your Conſent, to be forthwith join'd 
to the ſaid Charlotte in the ſober State of Matrimony. Witneſs my 

Hand, &c. | | William Witling. 
Fran. What a merry World do we live in? 
Oran. This indeed is extraordinary. | a 
Mit. I think ſo: III aſſure you, Gentlemen, I take this to be 
the Coup de Maitre of the whole Alley: This is a Call now, that 
none of your thick-skull'd Calculators could ever have thought on. 
Gran. Well, Sir, and does this Contract ſecure the Ladys For- 
tune to you too? 5 e fi SK 
Mit. O! Pox ! Iknew that was all Rug before: He had ſet- 
tled Three Thouſand a-piece upon them in the South-Sea, when it 
was only about Par, provided they married with his Conſent, 
which by this Contract you know I have a Right too theres 
another Thirty Thouſand dead, my Dear. | RD 
Fan. But pray, Sir, has not the Lady herſelf a Right of Re- 
fuſal, as well as you, all this while? 3 
Wit. A Right! ay, who doubts it? Every Woman has a Right 
to be a Fool, if the has a mind to it, thats certain: But Charlotte 
happens to be a Girl of Taſte, my Dear; ſhe is none of thoſe 


Fools, that will ſtand in her own light, I can tell you. 


Fran. Well, but do you expect the ſhould blindly Conſent to 
your Bargain? ( e Qb4T E 
Mit. Blindly! No, Child: Bur doſt thou imagine any Citi- 
zen's Daughter can retuſe a Man of my Figure and Fortune, with 
her Eyes open? Wc TERA 
Gran. Impudent Rogue! Aſide. 
Fran. Nay, I grant your Security's good, Sir: But, I mean, 
you have {till left her Conſent at large in the Writing? 

Mit. Her Conſent ! didſt thou think I minded that, Man? 1 
knew, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould make no more of 
her, than a poach'd Egg hut to let you into the Secret, my 
Dear, I am ſecure of that already; for the Sluts in love with me, 
and does not know it: Ha! ha ! ha! 


Fran. How came you to know it then? 


i | | Mit. 
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Mit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, Child: for we 
never meet, but its a mortal War; and never part, till one of 
us is rallied to death: Ha' tat by LY 
Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match; for I ſee you ate re- 
ſolv'd to take no Anſwer. ; 

NMit. Not I, Faith! I know her Play too well for that! In ſhort, 
I am this very Evening to attack her in form ; and to ſhew you 
I am a Man of Skill, I intend to make my firſt Breach from a Bat- 
tery of Italian Muſick, in which I deſign to ſing my own V- Pæan, 
and enter the Town in Triumph. 5 

Fran. You are not going to her now? 3 ; 
Mit. No, no, I muſt fit go and give the Governor my Sum- 
mons here: I muſt find out Sir Gilbert; he's hereabouts: I 
long to make him growl a little ; for I know he'll fire, when he 
reads it, as if it were a Scire Facias againſt the Company's Char- 
ter. Ha! ha! [Exit Wit. 


1 


Fran. When all's ſaid, this Fellow ſeems to feel his Fortune 


more than moſt of the Fools that have been lately taken into her 
Fayour. 3 To 
Gran. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conſtitution, than 
his Money: Prithee lets follow, and ſee how the old Gentleman 
receives him. PE TT | 
Fran. No———excuſe me; I can't reſt till I ſee Charlotte 
You know my Affairs now require Attendance. - | \ 
Gran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to Sophronza of 0 
my being in Toun: I have my Reaſons for it. 8 — 
Fran. Very well; we ſhall meet at Dinner Adieu. ” 1 
$ | | | [ E xeunt ſe mera ly. 2 
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ACT IL 
The SC E NE, Fir Gilbert's Houſe. 


Sophronia and Charlotte. 
aA ha! ha . 
HB Soph. Dear Siſter! don't be ſo boiſterous in your 
Sz Mirth : You really overpower me! So much Voci- 
- feration is inſupportable. 
Char. Well! well! I beg your Pardon—— But you know 
Laughing is the wholeſomeſt thing in the World; and when one 


has a hearty Occaſion — 
Soph. To be vulgar you are reſoly'd to appear ſo. 
Char. O! I cannot help it, I love it dearly ; and pray, where's. 
the harm of it? Ha 


Soph. Look you, Siſter, I grant you, that Riſibility is only gi- 
ven to the Animal Rationale; but you really indulge it, as if you. 
could give no other Proof of your Species. 

Char. And if I were to come into your Sentiments, dear Sifter, 
I am afraid the World would think I were of no Species at all. 
Soph. The World, Siſter, is a Generation of Ignorants: And, 


for my part, I am reſoly'd to do what in me lies to put an end. 


to Poſterity. 
Char. Why you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 
Soph. No; but I will have all Mankind deſpair of me. 
Char. You'll poſitively die a Maid? 


* 


Soph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a Martyr; but I. 
ſhall not die a Brute, depend upon. 


% l 


Char. Nay, I dont think you'll die either, if you can help it. 
Soph. What do you mean, Madam ? * 


= 
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Char. Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, and may happen 
to change your Mind; that's all. 35 2 Ws, 34 | 
" "Soph. A Woman! that's ſo like your ordinary way of thinking ; 
as if Souls had any Sexes No- when I die, Madam, -] 
ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch Sentiments behind me, that —— 
(non omnis moriar) the World will be convinced my purer Part 
had no Sex at all. 5 
Char. Why, truly, it will be hard to imagine, that any one of 
our Sex could make ſuch a Refolution : though I hope we are 
not bound to keep all we make neither. win 
Soph. You'll find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may be al- 
ways maſter of its periſhable Parr. TIL ST 
Char. But, dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our Souls are cramm'd 
into our Bodies metely to ſpoil ſport, that a virtuous Woman is 
only ſent hither of a Fool's Errand? What's the Uſe of our com- 
ing into the World, if we are to go out of it, and leave nobody 
ES - cf re, 10 fo Tr 
Soph. If our Species can be only ſupported by thoſe groſs Mix- 
tures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen are capable, People of 
| Rank and Erudition ought certainly to deteſt them. O!] what 
pity "tis the Divine Secret ſhould be loſt ! I have ſomewhere read 
of an antient Naturaliſt, whoſe laborious Studies had diſcoverd a 
more innocent way of Propagation ; but, it ſeems, his Tablets un- 
fortunately falling into his Wite's Hands, the groſs Creature threw 
them into the Fire. 3 
Char. Indeed, my dear Siſter, if you talk thus in Company, 
People will take you for a Mad- woman. — 
Soph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad, that dif- 
ter from my Opinion. . 1 
Char. But I rather hope the World will be fo charitable, as to 
think this is not your real Opinion. 
Soph. I ſhall wonder at nothing thats ſaid or thought by People 
of your ſullied Imagination. 5 | 
Char. Sullied ! I would have you to know, Madam, I think of 
nothing but what's decent and natural. 
Soph. Don't be too poſitive, Nature has its Indecencies. 
Char. That may be; but I don't think of them. 
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Soph. No! Did not 


7 


min d tO Mar 7 1 07 ee 

Char. Well ! and where's the Crime, pray f 315 

Soph. What! you want to have me explain ? But I ſhall not 
defile my ap AG with ſuch: groſs Ideas. | 


393 


you own to me juſt now, you were deter- 


* 


Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an abominable 
Buſineſs, how comes it that all the World allows it to be honou- 
rable ? And I hope you won't' expect me to be wiſer than any of 
my Anceſtors, by thinking the contrary? 5 
Soph. No; but if you will read Hiſtory, Siſter, you will find, 
that the Subjects of the greateſt Empire upon Earth were only 
propagated from violated Chaſtity: The Sabine Ladies were Wives, 


7 


tis true, but glorious, raviſh'd, Wives. Vanquiſh'd they were in- 
deed, but they ſurrender d not: They ſcreamd, and cryd, and 
tore, and as far as their weak Limbs would give them leave, re- 
ſiſted, and abhor d the odious Joy— 5 1 
Char. And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they brought a chopping 
Race of Rakes, that bullyd the whole World about them. 
Soph. The greater ſtill their Glory, that though they were na- 
turally prolifick, their Reſiſtance proved they were not Slaves to 


Appetite. 


Char. Ah ! Siſter! if the Romans had not been ſo ſharp ſet, 
the glorious Reſiſtance of thoſe fine Ladies might have been all 
turn d into Coquettry. 8 . 5 

Soph. There's the Secret, Siſter: Had our modern Dames but 
the true Sabine Spirit of Diſdain, Mankind might. be again re- 

duced to thoſe old Roman Extremities; and our ſhameleſs Brides 
would not tlien be led, but dragg d to the Altar; their Hponſalia 
not call'd a Marriage, but a Sacrifice: And the conquer d Beauty, 
not the bridal Virgin, but the Victim. 2 

Char. O ridiculous | And ſo you would have no Woman mar- 
ry d, that were not firſt rayiſh'd, according to Law? 5 

Soph. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of us rather 
to the Weakneſs of our Limbs, than of our Souls. And it de- 
fenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, the Brutality at leaſt ſhould 
lie all at their door. 
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Char. Have a cate of this'Over-Nicenels, deat Siſter, leſt ſotne 
agreeable young Fellow ſhould ſeduce you to the Confuſion of 
parting with it. You'd make a moſt rueful Figure in Love ! _ 

FSoph. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at your Freedom! I in love! 

I admit a Man! What! become the yo mn the lawful Object 
of a corporeal Senfuality ! Like you to chuſe myſelf a Tyrant! 
a Deſpoiler ! a Husband ! Ugh! oo WHO. : 
Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your Thoughts, dear 

5 Siſter, you have got one in your Head, that you don't know how- 

[ to get rid of, pron FL Da ö DT 

Soph. J have, indeed; but its only the Male- Creature that you 

have a mind co e MINE 

Char. Why, that's poſſible too; for J have often obſery'd you 

uneaſy at Mr. Frankl) 's being particular to me. FE. 

Soph. If I am, tis upon your account, becauſe I know he im- 
poſes upon you. 7 Dn 
Char. You know it ? | LT 

Soph. I know his Heart, and that another is Miſtreſs of it. 

Char. Another! * „ 
Soph. Another, but one that to my knowledge will never hear 
of him; ſo don't be uneaſy, dear Siſter, all in my power you 
may be aſſur d of. | | | e 
Char. Surprizingly kind indeed! 

Soph. And you know too I have a great deal in my Inclina- 
ion 

Char. For me? or him, dear Siſter? | 

Soph. Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you. I tell you, 
L hate the Animal, and, for half a good word, would give him 
away. 1 

Char What! before you have him? io 
- Soph. This affected Ignorance is ſo vain, dear Siſter, that I now 
think it high time to explain to you. | 
Char. Then we ſhall underſtand one another. wy 
Soph. You don't know, perhaps, that Mt. Frankly is paſſionately 
in love with me? 15 

Char. I know, upon his treating with my Father, his Lawyer 
once made you ſome Offers . 


I es 


- 


Soph. 
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Soph. Why then you may know roo, that upon my lighting | 


thoſe Offers, he fell immediately into a violent Deſpair. 
Char. I did not hear of its Violence.  _ N. 


Soph. So violent, that he has never ſince dard to open his Lips 


to me about it; but to revenge the ſecret Pains I gave him, has 

made his publick Addreſſes ro you. n 
Char. Indeed, Siſter, you ſurprize me; and tis hard to ſay 

that Men impoſe more upon us, than we upon ourſelves. 


Soph. Therefore, by what I have told you, you may now be 


convincd he is falſe to you. 


Char. But is there a neceſſity, ray dear Sophrania, that I muſt 
1 4 


rather believe you than him? Ha! hal ha! 

Soph. How, Madam? Have you the Confidence to queſtion 
my Verackey, by ſuppoſing me capable of an Endeavour to de- 
ceive-you f RE 

Char. No hard Words, dear Siſter; I only ſuppoſe you as ca- 
pable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. „ 

Soph. Oh! mighty probable indeed! You are a Perſon of in- 
finite Penetration ! Your Studies haye open d to you the utmoſt 
Receſſes of Human Nature: But let me tell you, Siſter, that Va- 
nity is the only Fruit of Toilet-Lucubrations. I deceive myſelf: 
Ha ! ha! ha! 2 5 

Char. One of us certainly does! Ha! ha 

45 There I agree with you. Ha ! ha 

C 


ar. Till I am better convinced then on which ſide the Vani- 


ty lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear Siſter. 
Soph. O! by all means, ſweet Madam! Ha! ha! 
Both. Ha! ha! ha! 3 
Char. O! here's Mamma, ſhe perhaps may decide the Queſ- 


tion. Ha! ha 


Enter Lady Wrangle. 


L. Mr. So, Mrs. Charlotte! what wonderful Nothing, pray, may 
be the Subject of this mighty Merriment? E 

Soph. Nothing indeed, Madam, or what's next to nothing; a 
Man, it ſeems. Ha ! ha! | : 


L. Vr. Charlotte, wilt thou never have any thing elſe in thy Head? 
Eee 2 Char. 


1 
1 
g 

1 


a 
12 
i 114; 
ö > 
Fl 1 4 4 
4 1 q | wil 3 " 
11 7 4 
j ; 6 Z 
$ > : \ "7 * 
» SS 2 - C1 . 
# } \ 1 g #Y 
g 1 9 ' 
L 4 15 
FL 1 $74 1 G 
| 14 8 
N 1 N 
17 l 
4 L * 
. 0 
A 
* | ' " , 
G p] i Fi 
31 f 
| | 10 
14 g 4-81 
I & 'T 1 
\ 
| ö 
"'S \ 
7 1 ! l 
i | N 14 
Ian 
d : { 4 
| I 
\ I. 
1 ; 
n 
n i 
3 1123 : 4 
1 . | +. 
z oy | 
. i | 
G 4 : 
: p 
1 : 14 
11 
; : 
4 | a l F 
y F 11 5 
Y d 
J : : 
ey | ; 
Wok! 
| 1 1F% g 
7 11 
1 4 
+ * Ti 1 5 
423 1851481 ly 
I ; [ 
Wen 
Hy 1861 , 
17 13 
119 
111 {HF 114 7 
ii 1 {4 G 
11 1 
| HY 
4188 1 
in 141 
1 * 
* 1 0 q 
Fang 
IT * 3 7 
4s * 1 ' 
54 0 - 7 
19 5 
4 133 
«az 11. 
1 
14 14 5 : 
þ | 
7 any! 
|} $i} Hh 
; ' | 1 
Finch 
23: 3% | 
1 14 7 
4 11 
PP L 
1 111 
1. 
innen 
1 
29 1 
Ut : 1 
7 'F;1 TEL 
MY 146 
: „ 1 4 
74 1 
enn 
9 
. e 
Ware 
14 
* 73 + A 
i {Þ ; 
| Th 134 i 
[| 
S $1 Rf G 1 
in N 
1 1 
Nahr 
| i TEE 
3, * 
l : , 1 
| 4101018 
bo : 1 3 
'S: 3; ; ** 
1 IF 
| | #3 
enn 
1 | 
i: 7 17 
1 14 + 
i | of " 
| þ 1 
T Un 
U 4 1 
In 
. 1 
1 I 7 
F331 :3135 2h 
F 1 AT 5 ; 
: $51 EF? 'S. 
: ++ 4 PA 
' 5 * 
' 4 1 
N 1 | 1 
17 \ : J 
111 1 
c 1 19 1 * 
1 11 11 
* 
ö " 1 
ö An 
as 15 114 
1 A 
| 4 f 
: : „ 4 G 
11195 | 
t 
i} | 
; U q 5 
TE: 1 
| 1 i 
: F 4 
"| q : 
| 
1 * 11 
'S: 14 | S 
FT: ' #$ * 4 
11 x 
0 4 
1 "23 # 
1 N £3 : 111 ö 
EF: | 1 
= l 1 | 
v - 
11 1 
4 
1 4) : 
I | 2 
14 
N i Til WF: 
' \ 


396 The REFUSAL; or, 

Char. I was in hopes nothing, that was in my Siſters Head, 
would be a Crime in mine, Madam. 
L. M. Your Siſter's! What? How ? Who is it you are laugh- 
ing at? I 4 Ke WET, * 

Cher. Only one another, Madam ; but perhaps your Ladyſhip 
may laugh at us both; for, it ſeems, my Siſter and I both inſiſt, 
that Mr. Frankly is poſitively in Iove but with one of us. 

I.. nsY. 7-H PP 

Soph. Mr. Frankly, Madam. FE De. 

L. Wr. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you! | Its 
= Soph. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him to ourſelyes. 
© - L. Vr. Then Charlotte was in the right in one Point. 

Soph. In what, dear Madam? 

L. Wr. Why, that for the ſame reaſon you have been laughing 
at one another, I muſt humbly beg leave to laugh at you both 
Ha! ha! 15 FLEE PET Fa OA 

Char. So! this is rare Sport. 


= 


„. 80 [ Afede. 
L. Vr. But pray, Ladies, how long has the Chimæra of this 
Gentleman's Paſſion for you been in either of your Heads? 
Soph. Nay, Madam, not that J value the Conqueſt, but your 
Tadyſhip knows he once treated with my Father upon my account. 
I. M. I know he made that his Pretence to ger acquainted in 
the Family. | 5 A Fa CT 20 
Soph. Perhaps, Madam, I have more coercive Reaſons, but am 
not concern d enough at preſent to infiſt upon their Validity. 
L. Vr. Sophronia, you have Prudence. Soph. walks by, and 
reads.) But what have you to urge, ſweet Lady? How came this 
Gentleman into your Head, pray * ; . 5 
Char. Really, Madam, I can't well {ay how he got in, but there 
he is, that's certain: What will be able to get him out again, Hea- 
ven knows. FEE ts 
L. Vr. Oh! Tl inform yowthen ; think no more of him than 
he thinks of you, and PII anſwer for your Cure. Ha! ha! ha! 
Char. I ſhall follow your Preſcription, Madam, when I am once 
ure how little he thinks of me. b Nr 
L. Mr. Then judge of that, when J aſſure you, that his Heart 
is utterly and ſolely given up to me. e 2 


8 oph. 
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Soph. Well! 1 did not think my Lady had been capable of fo 
much Weakneſs. 1 I [eAſpde. 

Char.. How! to you, Madam? How is that poſſible, unleſs he 
makes you diſhonourable Offers ? | 

I. Mr. There's no occaſion to {uppoſe that neither; there are 
Paſſions you have no Notion of: He knows my Virtue is im- 
pregnable ; but that preſerves him mine. | 
Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 
Soph. If you had ever read Plato, Siſter, you might have known, 
that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have not their Source from 
Veins and Arteries. mn. 

L. Vr. Sophronia, give me leave to judge of that; perhaps I 
don't inſiſt that he is utterly Platonick neither: The Manſion of 
the Soul may have its Attractions too; he is as yer but Vdum & 
Molle Lutum — and may take what Form ] pleaſe to give him. 

Char. Well, Madam, ſince I ſee he is fo utterly at your Lady- 
ſhip's Diſpoſal, and that tis impoſſible your Virtue can make any 
uſe of him in my vulgar way; ſhall I beg your good word to my 


4 


Father, only. ro make me Miſtreſs of his mortal Part? 5 
L. Wr. Heavens! what will this World come to? This Crea- 
ture has ſcarce been two Years from School, and yet is impatient 
for a Husband * No, Madam, you are too young ; as yet but— 
Cruda Marito. Your Education is not yet finiſhd ; firſt cultivate 
our Mind, correct and mortity theſe Sallies of your Blood; 
lah of your Siſter here, to live a bright Example of your Sex; 
refine your Soul, give your happier Hours up to Science, Arts, 
and Letters; enjoy the Raptures of Philoſophy, ſubdue your Paſ- 
ſions, and renounce the ſenſual Commerce of Mankind. —|8@- 
Char. O | dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous Philoſopher; 
indeed your Ladyſhip had much better put me out to the Buſineſs 
I am fit for: Here's my Siſter has Learning enough o'Conſcience 
for any one Family; and, of the two, I had much rather follow 
your Ladyſhip's Example, and uſe my humble Endeayours to en- 
creaſe it. : E ). 8 
L. Wr. My Example ! Do you ſuppoſe then, if I had been..ca- 
pable of grols Deſires, I would haye choſen. your Father. tor the 
Gratificator of them? e 


Gi har. 
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Char. Why not, Madam; my Papa's a hale Man, and though | 
he has twice your Ladyſhip's Age, he walks as ſtrait, and leads up 
a Country-Dance as brisk as a Beau at a Ball. 

I. Vr. Come, none of your ſenſual Inferences from thence ; 
I was govern'd by my Parents : I had other Views in marrying 
Mr. Mrangle. : 5 5 | 
Char. Yes, a ſwinging Jointure. Z 

L. Vr. When you have gone through my Studies, Madam, 
Philoſophy will tell you, 'tis poſſible a well-naturd Mind, tho 
fated to a Husband, may be at once a Wife and Virgin. 

Char. Prodigious! ; [Afide. 

I. Vr. What is it you (ſmile at, Madam? | 
| Char. Nothing, Madam, only I don't underſtand theſe Philoſo- 
phical Myſteries ; but if your Ladyſhip will indulge me, in mar- 
rying Mr. Frankly, as for dying a Maid afterwards, T'll take my 
Chance for it. | ; 

L. M. What a giddy Confidence! But thou art ſtrangely vain, 
Charlotte, to be ſo importunate for a Man, that, as I have told 
thee, has the Misfortune to be paſſionately in love with me. 

Char. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your Ladyſhip would but give 
him leave to open his Mind freely, he would certainly tell you 
another Story. Dp HOY 1 = 

L. Mr. I will ſend for him this minute, and convince you of 
your Error. | 


Fur a Servami. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Frankly. 1 
L. Nr. He never came more opportunely: Deſire him to 
walk in. 


Enter Mr. Frankly. 

L. Mr. O! Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt Man alive. 

Fran. Then I am the happieſt, I am ſure, Madam. 

: 2 O fy! Is there any one of this Company could make 

ou ſo? 

2 Fran. There's one in the Company, Madam, has a great deal 
more in her power, than I am afraid ſhe'll part with to me. 3 
8 Soph. 
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Soph. Are you this hard-hearted Lady, Siſter ? Does rhis De- 


ſcription reach you, pray e N 272 
Char. The Power does not deſcribe you, I'll anſwer for it. Aide. 
I. Wr. Nay, now you grow particular ou have ſome- 
thing to 1 to one of theſe Ladies, I'm ſure. [To Fran. 

an. | 


ave ſomething, Madam, to {ay to both of them. 
Soph. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter ? 


Char. Freely. SE, 
I.. Vr. Which of theſe two now, if you were free to chuſe, 
could you really give up your Heart to? 
Fran. O! Madam, as to that I dare only ſay, as Sir fohn 
Suckling did upon the ſame Occaſion. e 

Soph. Pray, what was that? EO: 

Fran. He ſure 1s happieſt, that has Hopes 7 either; 

Next Him, is He, that ſees you both together. 

I. FW. Perfectly fine: Nor is there more Wit in the Verſes 
themſelves, than in your polite „ ert of them Mr. Frank- 
iy, I muſt beg your pardon—— 1 know its rude to whiſper, but 
you have Good-Nature ; and to oblige a Woman 

Fran. Is the Buſineſs of my Lite, Madam What the Devil 
can all this mean? I have been oddly catechizd here———Sure 
they have not all agreed to bring me to a Declaration for one of 
them it looks a little like it But then, how comes Char- 
lotte into ſo vain a Project? nay, ſo hazardous? She can't but 
know, my holding the other two in play has been the only means 


of my getting Admittance to her — perhaps they may have 
piqued her into this Experiment — not unlikely but I muſt 
be cautious. IeAſide. 


L. Vr. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid you fairly in his 
way: [ Apart to Soph. and Char.] And yet you ſee from how pal- 
— a Regard to me, he has ingeniouſly avoided a Declaration. 
tor either of you, at leaſt. _ CF 

Soph. Your Ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a moment, we 
ſhould ſuſpend your Concluſion. | 
L. Vr. Not in the leaſt; it Suſpence can make you happy, live 
always in it. 
Char. But pray, Madam, let him go on a little. | 
I x. 
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I. M. Oh! you ſhall have enough * him. . Well, you, are 2 
horrid Tyrant, Mr. Frankly : Don't you plainly ſee 10 are two 
Ladies in this Company, that have a mind you ſhould declare in 
favour of one of them? 

Fran. Yes, Madam, but I plainly ſee, there are - three Ladies 
in the Company. 

L. W. What then? 

Han. Why then, Madam, I am more afraid of offending that 
third Perſon, than either of the other two. 
1 J 0 Soph. and Char.] Obſerve his FROG his Awe, 
he knows I love Reſpect. 
Soph. With Submiſſion, W never was familiar wah him. 

L. N. Come, now do you Boch ask the Queſtion, as I haye 
done, each excluſive of herſeltf. 3 

Char. Your Ladyſhip's in the 1 „ 
Sir, without any Apology then, I am oblig d to ask you, whether 
it he my Lady, or my Siſter, you really are in love with? 

Fran. So now it's plain, ¶ Aſide.] When either of them ask me, 
you'll be our of the Queſtion, I can aſſure you, Madam. 
I. Wr. Ha! ha! 

Soph. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter. 

Char. If I had put myſelf in, you would not have been Rr 
[11 anſwer for him. [ 4 de. 

Soph. Then TIl do you that Favour, Mam. 

Fran. So! Now the tother— but I am ready for her too. 

Soph. You ſee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Tho don't ſup- 
pole, if I ask you the fame Queſtion, tis from the ſame Motive; 
bur ſince theſe Ladies have oblig'd me to it which of them 
is it you ſincerely are a Slave to? . 

Fran. Since I find your Motive is only Complailance to them, 
Madam, I hope you will not think it needs an Anſwer. 
Soph. J am ſatisfy d i 
Your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to mention Reſpect—1 think theres 
Reſpect and Demonſtration too, Madam. [Aſide to L. W. 

L. W. grant it but both to me, Child But I will 
| {peak « once more for all of us Sir, that you may not be fe- 


duc d to farther Ambiguities —— ſuppoſe we are all agreed, you 
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ſhould have leave to declare which of us then your Heart is ut- 
terly in 7 Diſpoſal of. 
Han. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of you h 
mind I ſhould make hs two my Enemies. N Ns 

L. Vr. All your Friends, depend upon us. LIL 

Han. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Madam, till he 
preſum d to be particular, and raſhly gave the Apple to Venus: 
You know, Madam, funo was his immortal Enemy ever after. 


Manet alta mente Repoſtum 
udicium Paradis, ſpretæque Injuria Forma. 


L. Vr. Sir, you are excusd; the Modeſty and Elegance of 

your Reply has charmed me. . 
| Soph. Now, Siſter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte and Learning 
ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me, or you, think you? 

Char. O! I don't diſpute its recommending him to you. 

Soph. He thinks it does, depend upon. | 

Char. Tho I can hardly think that of him, yet I can't ſay in- 
_ deed he has taken much Pains to recommend himſelf to me all 
this while: I ſee no reaſon, becauſe they are to be reſpected for- 
ſooth, that I may not be pleas'd in my turn too. [To herſelf. 

Fran. And now, Ladies, give me leave to ask you a Queſtion. 

L. Wr. You may command us, Sir. 

Fran. Then whoſe cruel Propotal was it? to urge me to a Decla- 
ration of my Heart, when you all knew there was not one of you, 
trom the Diſpoſition of whoſe Mind or Circumſtances, I could 
hope the leaſt Fayour or Mercy. | 

L. Mr. Explain yourſelf. 

Fan. Why firſt, Madam, as to your Ladyſhip, you are honou- 
rably diſpos'd of from you my utmoſt Vanity could no more 
form a Hope, than could your Virtue give it And here [To 
Soph.] if poſlible, my Fate were harder ſtill here I muſt have 
to encounter Rivals numberleſs and invincible. 

Soph. Rivals ! 

Fran. Ay, Madam, is not every Volume in your Library a Ri- 
val? Do you not paſs whole Days, nay ſometimes happier Nights, 

1 F ff with 
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with them alone? The Living and the Dead promiſcuous in your 


Fayour ? Old venerable Sages, even in their Graves, can giye you. 


Raptures, from whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal Lover can 
erſuade you. . | 
Soph. [To Char.] Is this to pleaſe you, Siſter * 
_ Char. Truly, I chink not he has miſtaken the way at leaſt. 
Fran. [Turning to Char.] And here, Madam 
L. Nr. Hold, Sir——a Truce with your Negatives, leſt they 
grow too vehement in their Affirmation ou have hitherto my 
Eſteem- 
revoke the Freedom I have this day given you Sophronia, I 
have carried this Matter to the very utmoſt Limits of Diſcretion— 


I hope-you, and your Siſter, are now deliverd from your Error; 


if not, I'll inſtantly withdraw, and leave you to a full Conviction. 


[Exit Lady Wrangle. 


Fran. I am afraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me: 


Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own Deſire; and 


ſince I partly am the Occaſion, it is but juſt I ſtand engag'd for 
your Reconciliation. | ; 
Fran. Then give me leave to hope, Madam . 
Soph. From what Pretenſion, Sir? From any Weakneſs of my 
Behaviour? Hope ! do you conſider the licentious and extenſive 
Conſequences of that odious Word? Hope ! you make me trem- 
ble at the Thought. 
Fran. Madam, I only mean 
Soph. I know your Meaning, Sir ; and therefore muſt not hear it. 
Fran. This is new with a Vengeance. [ Aſzde. 
Soph. Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduced me to ſtand 
o outrageous an Inſtance of your Conviction ; but you may pro- 
fit from the Inſult : You now may learn to moderate your Vanity, 
and to know yourſelf. O! "tis a Heavenly Leſſon E Czlo 
deſcendit, Gnothe ſeauton. 
Fran. What a ſolid Happineſs now is crept into her Mind 
through the Crack of her Brain I hope you are not going too, 
Madam? 5 
Char. I don't know any Buſineſs I have here. . 
Fran. So —I-gad ! 1 have difoblig'd them all, I believe: 
Aſide.] You are not out of humour? — 5 Char. 


preſerve it by your Diſcretion, and force me not to 
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Char. I do not know whether I am or no. 3 
Fran. So cold Charlotte, after I have had my Wits upon the 
ſtretch, this half hour, to oblige you? 5 | 

Char. What, in blowing up other People's Vanity at my Expence. 

Fran. Would you have had me blown up their Jealouſy, at the 
Expence of my Well-being with you ? 

Char. You, that are fo dextrous in impoſing upon others, may 
impoſe upon me too, for ought I know. 

Fran. Come, come, dont impoſe upon yourſelf, Charlotte, by 
this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 7 

Char. She that has no Reſentment at all, may be under-treated 

as long as ſhe lives, I find. Gti 8 

HFuan. Pray think a little; is my having made them ridiculous 
by your own Conſent, expoſing you to them, or them to you? 

Char. I don't know how the Matters contriv d; but I certainly 
find myſelf uneaſy, and you can't perſuade me I am not ſo. 

Fran. Well, well; ſince you can't juſtify your being in an ill 
Humour, it's a fair Step at leaſt to your coming into a good one. 

Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 

Fran. Nay, but hear me. 


Sophronia enters unſeen, while Frankly ſeems to entertain Char- 
Ilotte apart. 


Soph. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone together? 1 
thought I left my Siſter in too ill a Humour to retire with him; 
but I ſee theſe Carnage-Lovers have fuch a Meanneſs in their Souls, 
they'll overlook the groſſeſt Uſage to accommodate their ſenſual 
Concorporation——'Tis ſo—her Eyes have loſt all Reſentment 
already: Bur I muſt nor be ſeen, left they miſtake my innocent 
Curioſity for Jealouly. 

Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil thing to me 


in my turn too. 
Fran. Alas! poor Lady! Pray what one civil thing did I mean 
to any body but yourſelf ? Beſides, was not you one of the three 
Goddeſſes, Miſs Charlotte? Which of the Company do you ſup- 
pole I meant by Venus, pray? | 5 
Char. How { 


ly you make me ? 
SR 2 Fan. 
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Lady had not ſtopt my Mouth. 


- Soph. Is it 
Char. Why then I beg your pardon ; for, in ſhort, I find Ihaye 


. only been Fool enough to be uneaſy, becauſe they had not Senſe 


poſhble : 


enough to be mortified. 


Fran. A pretty innocent Confeſſion tru 


Soph. Have I my Senſes? 


to me? 


Fran. Nothing to w 
Heart grows full of you ; the leaſt Lo 
to Folly : Indeed I love you. 

Soph. Son ! 

Char. And for what, after 


* 


1 


= 


ly. 


Fran. Nay I was going to ſay a great deal more to you, if my 


Ale 


har. Well! but tell me what was it you had a mind to ſay 


hat I now could lay— ——O Charlotte my 
ok of Kindneſs ſoftens me 


[ Smiling. 


Fran. For that, and for a thouſand Charms befide : [ Preſſing her 


Hand] There's ſomething in your Looks ſo ſoft, ſo u ſo 
reſign d, and plaintive; I loved before I knew it, and only thought 


I gave the Pity that I wanted. 


Char. 
mutual? 


Soph. O! the enormous Creature! But Pl be gone, left her 
Intoxication ſhould know no Bounds 
n This odious Object may be 
uſeful ; Vipers, it rightly taken, are Preſervatives: 
ght their Children to abhor In- 


During this 
Fr. and Char. 
ſtem in an aw- And as the Spartans tau 


rousDiſpute,til] 


he kiſſes her. 


What Tranſport's in the Paſſion, when the Tenderneſs is 


Thoughts III ſtay 


tons |— 


Char. 
Soph. 


She has certainly ſeen us. 


O 


No 


remperance, by ſhewing them their Slaves exposd, and 
| ſenſeleſs in their Wine; ſo I, in Contemplation of this 
Folly, may be fortified againſt it O! the abandon'd Wan- 
What a riotous Diſorder now muſt run through every 
Vein of her whole Syſtem * How can they thus deface the Dignity 
of Human Being? A Kiſs, nay then 'tis inſupportable. [ She goes 
to them.] Siſter, I am amaz d you can ſtand trifling here, when my 
Father's come home, and you know he wants you. 


on ſecond 


[Aſide to Fran. 
Fran. No matter, ſeem eaſy, and take no notice. Apart to Char. 
Shall I cell him you will not come, Madam © 


Char. 
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Char. Well, do not be in a Paſſion, dear Siſter. _ 5 
' Fran. O ty! why ſhould you think ſo? But is Sir Gilbert come 
in, Madam? I have a little Buſineſs with him: If you pleaſe, 
Madam, Ill wait upon you to him. 
Char. With all my heart. 
Fran. Amante Spoſa, &C. [Exit ſinging with Char. 
Soph. What means this Turbulence of Thought? Why am I 


thus diſorder d? It cannot —nay, I will not have it Jealouſy 
No! if I were capable of Folly, Granger might miſlead | 

me; yet ſtill I am diſturb'd— Yes, tis plain, I am incens'd. 

proyok'd at him; but can I not aſſign the Cauſe? O! I have found. 

ir having firſt offer'd up his Heart to me, his giving it to ano- 

ther, without my leave, is an Inſult on my Merit, and worthy: 

my Reſentment- that's all How then ſhall I puniſhhim? 


by ſecuring her to his Rival—Withng ſhall have her; III work 
it by my Lady, ſhe ſeems his Friend Yes, yes, that will en- 
tirely eaſe my Heart: How I rejoice to find tis only decent Pride 

that has diſturb'd me Jes, Il certainly reſent. it to their mu- 
tual Diſappointment; 1 


Thus both ſhall ſuffer, doom d to different Fates : 
His be Dejpair ; be hers, the Man ſhe hates. Exit. 
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Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 


Mpoſſible! You amaze me ! Kiſs her, ſay you ? What! 
as a Lover, amorouſly ? yoluptuoully ? 


Intamoully | with all the glowing Feryour of a Liber- 


I. Vr. 
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L. V.. Then I am deceivd indeed! I thought that Virtue, 


= 


Letters, and Philoſophy, had only Charms for him: I have 


known his Soul all Rapture in their Praiſes ; nay, and belieyd 
myſelf the ſecret Object of them all. But is he vulgar, brutal 
then at laſt? No Punick Faith fo falle——Tis well! he has de- 
ceiv'd me, and I hate him. O that forward Creature! 


Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. TH [Afede. 
L. Vr. But tell me, dear Sophronia, how did that nauſeous Girl 


behave to him? Was the Shame chiefly his? Did ſhe refiſt, or 


how was this odious Kiſs obtain d? Were his Perſuaſions melting, 


or her Allurements artful ? Was he enſnar d, or did his Wiles ſe- 
duce her? O tell me all his Baſeneſs! I burn to know, yet wiſh 
to be deceiv'd. 5 


Soph. ——Speratque miſerrima falli Directly jealous of him; 


but Tl make my Utes of it. Aſide.] Nay, Madam, I muſt own 
the guilty part was chiefly hers: Had you but ſeen the warm Ad- 
vances that ſhe made him, the Looks, the Smiles, the toyin 
Glances, O! ſuch wanton Blandiſhments to allure him; you 8 
think his Crime, compar to hers, but Frailty. 


I. W. O! the little Sorcereſs! bur I ſhall ſtop her in her looſe 
Career: ITIl have her know, forward as ſhe is, her Inclinations 


ſhall wait upon my Choice; and ſince ſhe will run riot, PII have 


her clogg'd immediately: I'll marry her, Sophronia ; but - where 


I think fit: NO! Mr. Mitling is her Man, or ſhe's a Maid for ever. 


Soph. That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be brought to; 


ſhe mortally hates him. 
L. Wr. So much the better; I do not deſign him therefore as 
her Happineſs, but her Puniſhment. 
Soph. This is fortunate ; ſhe even prevents my Purpole. Aſide. 
L. WM. O] that a Man of his ſublime Faculties could fall from 
ſuch a Height Was ever any thing ſo mean, Sophronia ? 


Soph. I am ſurpriz d indeed: my Siſter too is fo illiterate, Ma- 
dam. 


L. Vi. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch a Chit of an Ani- 


mal! O Tempora he . 
Soph: O Mores l Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 


3 
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I. V. Nothing but Noiſe and Ignorance; Gitls and Vanity 
have their Attractions now. bd 
Soph. O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes are fo 
openly tolerated among a civilizd People 5 
L. Mr. I proteſt, they are fo inſolently inſidious, they are be- 
come mere Nuſances to all innocent Society. 


Soph. Iam amaz d the Government ſhould not ſet the idle Crea- 


tures to work. - | 


IL. Vr. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors reſtrain'd ſuch horrid Li- 


cences; and, you ſee, the Laws they made deſcrib'd them all by 
the modeſt Term of Spinſters only. But TII take care of her at 
leaſt ; and ſince ſhe is become a publick Miſchief, to humble her, 


will be a publick Good: Tl ſend to Mr. Mitling this moment, 


and invite him to dine here. I deſire you will be in the way, 


endure another ſhould poſſeſs what ſhe pretends to ſcorn ? Are 
theſe her Self-denials? Where, where was her Self-examination 
all this while? The leaſt Enquiry there had ſhewn theſe Paſſions 


as they are: Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this Anger at my Siſter 


Was but Envy; thoſe Reproaches on her Lover, Jealouſy ; even 
that Jealouſy, the Child of Vanity, and her avow'd Reſentment, 
Malice! Good Heaven! can ſhe be this Creature, and know it 
not!. - And yet tis ſo—fo partial's Nature to herſelf: 


That Charity begins, where Knowledge ſhould, 
And all our Wiſdom's counſell d by the Blood: 
The Faults of others we with Eaſe diſcern, 
But our own Frailties are the laſt we learn. 


Going off, ſhe meets Frankly and Charlotte. 
Ha! Perpetually together! — ea 
Char. In Contemplation, Siſter, I am afraid we diſturb you: 
Come, Mr. Frankly, we'll go into the next Room. 


Soph. 


Child, and aſſiſt me in bringing this Matter to a ſpeedy Conclu- 
ſion. | [ Extt.. 
Soph. Jes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; tho not to gratify your 
Reſentments, but my own : Poor Lady! is this then all che Fruit 
of your Philoſophy ! Is this her Conduct of the Paſſions, not to 
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Soph. N o, Nad if you have any N TIl retire. 
Char. Nay, we have none now, oiſter, but what I dare r 
you are * let into: Ha! ha! ha! 
* 
be prudent in me to keep the peace. [e ſade. 
Soph. Theſe Taunts are inſupportable ! but to confeſs the 
Smart, were adding to her Triumph. [Afide. 
Char. Why ſo grave, Sophronia ? 
Soph. Why that Queſtion, Madam Do you often ſee me 
otherwile > 
Char. No; but, I chought upon your ſuppoſing we had Se- 
crets, you drew up a little. 


Soph. Tis poſſible, I might not be in a laughing Humour, 


vi thinking any of your Secrets important. 
Fan. People, Madam, that think much, always wear a a ſerious 
Aſpect. [To Char. 
Soph. As the contrary, Siſter, may be a Reaſon for your con- 
tinual Mirth. 
Char. Well! well! ſo I am but happy, Siſter, I am content 
you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. 
Soph. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I (ee; a little thing con- 
tents you There's no bearing her. 
Char. She's in a high Miff. 
Fran. I am afraid there is no Good towards us: I obfſerv'd my 
Lady, as ſhe paſsd too, had much the ſame Cloud upon her Brow. 
Char. Then ſhe has certainly told her how ſhe caught us fool- 
ing rogether. 
Fran. No doubt ont ; ; lierefore we muſt expect all the Mit 
chief that either of them can do us. 


Char. My Siſter can't do as much, at leaſt, 


Fran. She can blow up my Lady ; ; and, you know, my Lady g go- 


verns your Father. 

Char. She does a little overbear him indeed; not but he will 
make his Party good with her upon occaſion: I have known it 
come to a drawn Battel between them, eſpecially when he has an) 
body to ſtand by him. A fad Life tho, Mr. Frankly, when con- 
jugal Engagements are only Battles; does not their Example frigh- 
ten you; Y Fran. 


| the muſt have a gentle Inſult, I find; but it will 5 


[Exit Soph. 
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4 Fran. I can ſee no Hazard, in taking my Chance with you, Ma- 5 
alm. | £4 | | 


Sophronia returns, and ſtops ſhort, Jeeing Frankly taking Charlotte's 
and. | 

Soph. So! cloſing again the minute they are alone! but I ſhall 
make bold with them. [Goes forward.]. Pray, Siſter, what did you 
do with that Book of mine you took up this Morning? 

Char. What Book ? OE 

Soph. The Confutius, you know, in my Chamber. 

Char. O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green Table. 
Soph. Very well that's all II beg your pardon : What 
a melancholy Sight ſhe is? ¶ Exit, and drops her Handkerchief. 

Fran. This Book was only a Pretence to break in upon us. 

Char. Plainly—ſhe haunts us like the Ghoſt in Hamlet. But 
pray, what Talk had you with my Father juſt now? _ 
Fran. A great deal; we are upon very good Terms there, I can 


tell you: But his Conſcience, it ſeems, is under the moſt ridicu- 
lous Dilemma, ſure, that ever was. 


Char. What do you mean? 

Fran. It you will have patience to hear it, T11 tell you. 

Char. I ſhall have no patience till I do hear ir. 

Fran. You ruſt know then, ſome time ago, Sir Gilbert hap- 
pend, in a mix d Company in Change- Alley, to join in a Laugh 
at Mr. Witling, for his Folly (as it was then thought) in giving 
out Premiums tor the Refuſal of South-Sea Stock at an extravagant 
Price: The Beau being piqued to an Intemperance, to ſee his Bar- 
gains a Jeſt, offerd, in Heat of Blood, ro back his Judgment 
with more Money, for a harder Bargain, and ten times as chime- 

rical. = | 

Char. Ay, now let's hear. 

Fran. Thus it was : He told an Hundred Guineas into your Fa- 
ther's hand; in conſideration of which (it Vitling could prove him- 
{elf worth Fifty Thouſand Pound within the Year, and the South- 
Sea Stock ſhould in that time mount to a Thouſand per Cent. why 
then, and on thoſe Conditions only) your Father was to give him 
the Refuſal of you, or your Siſter, in Marriage. This Whimſical 
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Offer turn d the Laugh of the Company to the Beau's ſide ; at 
which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his Triumph, and not being in 
the leaſt apprehenſive either of the Stocks riſing to that Price, or 


that this Rattle-headed Fellow could poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune 


in that time; fairly took the Money, and fign'd the Contract. 
Now the Stock, it ſeems, is come up. to his Price, and the Spark 
has actually prov'd himſelf worth near double the Sum he condi- 
tion'd for. 355 | 
Char. For Heaven's ſake ! am I to take all this ſeriouſly ? 
Fran. Upon my Lite tis true: But don't miſtake the Matter; 
Sir Gilbert has left his Daughter's Inclinations free: there is no 


Force to be put upon them in the Bargain. 


Char. Oh ! then I can take my Breath again. 

Fran. No, no; you are ſafe as to that point: You may do as 
ou pleaſe ; he has only tied up his own Conſent. But Witling 
Hari this Call upon it, Sir Gilbert is incapable, as he ſays, of 
giving it at preſent to me. 1 
Char. Well ! but, in the mean time, ſuppoſe he ſhould give it 
ro you; what's the Penalty? 

Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The Penalty is 


this; if Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then he is to give Wit- 


ling an Alternative of tne Three Thouſand Pound Stock only, at 


Two Hundred. So low, it ſeems, was the Price, when this Bar- 
gain was made. 785 Z 
Char. A pinching Article: I am afraid my good Father has not 
Diſtaſte enough tor a Coxcomb, to part with his Stock, and not 

toſs him a Daughter into the Bargain. | 


Fran. Ay, but conſider ; Sir Gilbert is not to part with his Stock 


Char. Why then the Fool has given his Money for nothing; at 
leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call upon me. 

Fran. Ay, but here's the Misfortune; the Fool has been wiſe 
enough to do that already; Sir Gilbert tells me, he has inſiſted 
upon you; and you may be ſure my Lady, and your Siſter, will 
do all in their power to hold your Father to his Bargain: So that, 
while the Contracts valid, it will not be even in your power, 
Charlotte, to compleat my Happineſs this half ear. - | 

1 "el — 
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Char. It gives me, at leaſt, occaſion to ſhew you a new Proof 
of my Inclination; for, I confeſs, I ſhall be as uneaſy as you, till, 
one way or other, this ridiculous Bargain 1s out of that Coxcomb's 
hands again. + | ” 7 
Fran. O: Charlotte ! lay your Hand upon my Heart, and feel 
how ſenſibly it. thanks you. . 
Char. Fooliſh |! 


Sophronia enters, as looking for her Handkerchief, and obſerves thim 


Soph. Monſtrous! actually embracing him! What have her 
Traniports made her blind too? Sure ſhe might ſee me. 
Char. Be you but rul'd, and I'll engage to manage it. 
Fran. I have a lucky Thought, that certainly —— 
Char. Peace! break thee off! Lo! where it comes again. 
Fran. Speak to it, Horatio [ Seeing Soph, 
Char. Do you want any thing, Siſter ? 
Soph. Ay! did not I drop an Handkerchief here? 
Char. J did not ſee any——O! here believe this is it. 
| — 5 [ Grves it her. 
[They all ſtand gravely mute for ſome time, at laſt Char- 
Ilotte, as uneaſy at her Company, ſpeaks.] 
Char. Do you want any thing elſe, Siſter? 
Soph. [Turning ſhort upon her.] ——Yes, Madam Patience 


to ſupport me under your injurious Aſſurance. 


Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, leſt I ſhould ſuſpect your Phi- 


loſophy to be only an Affectation of Knowledge you never could 
arrive at. 


Soph. There are ſome Surprizes, Madam, too ſtrong for all the 


Guards of Human Conſtancy. 


Char. Yet I have heard you ſay, Madam, tis a Narrowneſs of 


Mind to be ſurpriz d at any thing, 


Soph. To be amaz d at the Actions of the Unjuſt, and the Aban- 


don'd, is a Weakneſs that as often riſes from Innocence and Vir- 
tue: You muſt therefore pardon me, if I am aſtoniſh'd at your 
Behaviour. 


Fran. So | I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my ſhare preſently. [ eAſide. 
G 88 2 Char. 
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Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is not to be aſpersd by Outrage; 
and if I am not aftoniſhd at yours, tis becauſe the Folly of it 
ought to move no Paſſion, but Laughter. . 
Soph. This to me ! to me! Mrs. Charlotte? 
Char. Ay, ay! to you, Mrs. Sophronia. 5 
Fran. I beg your pardon, Ladies, I ſee you have private Buſi- 
nels. _ ) [ Going. 
Soph. No, Sir hold - you are at leaſt an Accomplice, if 
not the Principal in the Injury I complain of. TIE 
Fran. You do me a great deal of honour, Madam, in ſuppoſing 


any thing in my power could diſturb you: but pray, Madam, 
wherein have I been fo unhappy as to injure you? 

Soph. In the tendereſt Part; my Fame, my Senſe, my Merit, 
and (as the World eſteems it) in my Sex's Glory. 25 : 

Fran. Accumulated Wrongs indeed ! Bur really, Madam, I am 
yet in the dark; I mult beg you to explain a little farther. . 

Soph. Then plainly thus, Sir: You have robb'd me of my 
Right; the Vows of Love you once preferr'd to- me, are by the 
Laws of Honour, without my Conſent, irrevocable: but, like a vile 
Apoſtate, you have ſince preſum'd to throw your ſcornful Malice 
on my Attractions, by baſely kneeling to another. 

Char. O]! the painful Conflicts of Prudery. A ſide. 

Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs of what you 
never thought worth your Acceptance, ſhould be worth your Re- 
ſentment : It a Beggar ſhould ask you Charity, would you call it an 
Injury, if, upon your refuſing it, the Wretch ſhould beg of the 
next Paſlenger * TY - | 

Char. Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Siſter ? 

Soph. The Cale is different ou owe me Tribute as your 
rightful Conqueror; and tho I have declin'd the taſteleſs Triumph 
of your Homage, that's no Remittance of the Duty: Nor can you 
pay it to the Uſurper of my Right, without rebellious Perjury to 
me. 
Han. Hoyty! toyty ! I-gad there will be no end of this —1 
muſt een talk downright to her. i Aide. 

Soph. Oblations vow'd to a peculiar Power, are to its peculiar 
Altars only due; and tho the Offering might be ill receiy'd, tn 
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ſhould the murmuring Suppliant dare to invoke another's Aid, his 
Vows are then become profane and impious to the Deity. 

Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, I find ſhe's 
reſolv'd to make one of herſelf. Aſide. 
Fran. Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this into plain 
Engliſh, the Tranſlation would amount to no more than this, That 
your offended Deity is a meer Dog in a Manger: What the Duce, 
becauſe you don't love Oats, muſt nobody elſe eat them! Ha! Ha! 
Char. Ha! ha! ha! 
Soph. Amazement ! Horror! I am ſhockd and ſhiverd to a 
thouſand Atoms! O! my violated Ears! TE 0 
Fran. Ay, ay! Madam, you may give yourſelf as many Roman- Wl 
tick Airs as you pleaſe ; but, in ſhort, I can play the civil Hypo- Wil 


crite no longer. 
Soph. Ye Powers! he triumphs in Brutality ! 5 Li 
Fran. That is, Madam, becauſe you will always take Civilicy 0 
for Adoration. But however, to clear up this whole Matter; if, Mil 


3 2 
s, 


for once, you can reduce yourſelf from a Deity to what Nature 
IF has made you, a Woman of Senſe, Ill beg pardon for my Bruta- 
I lity, and ſpeak to you like a Gentleman. 5 
AM Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe you ſpeak of. 
Fran. Why then I own, Madam, when I firſt came from Travel, 
my good Father, on whom I then depended, recommended me 
to an Alliance in this Family: I thought myſelf honourd in his 
Commands; and being equally a Stranger to you and your Siſter, 
I judg'd, as being the Elder, you had a natural Right to the Pre- 
terence of my Addreſles: I ſaw you, ſaw your Perſon lovely, 
adorn'd with all thoſe Charms that uſually inſpire the Lover's 
Tongue to bend the Ear of Beauty —— 
Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it! [ Aſide. 
Fran. But on a nearer Converſe, I found you ſcarce a Mortal 
in your Sentiments ; ſo utter a Diſdain of Love, had you imbibed 
from your Romantick Education: no wonder I ſucceeded not; I 
{hall not reproach you with my peculiar Treatment: you - pleaſed. 
yourſelf, and I retreated. On this I thought my Heart at liberty 
to try its better Fortune here. Here I am fix d, and jultt z my. 
Ove; 


e 
Love; where then's the Injury to you, in laying at your Siſter's feet 
a Heart, which your Diſdain rejected? > 
_ Soph. Tis true, while offerd with impure Deſires ; while ſenſu- 
ally, and as a Woman only, you purſued me: Bur had you greatly 
{ought the Marriage of the Mind, the ſocial Raptures of che Soul; 
I might, perhaps, have cheriſh'd an intellectual Union. 
Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures in the Air 
would not do my Buſineſs; I want an Heir to my Family, and, in 
plain Terms, my Caſe requires one that will give a little bodily 
Help to it. DIS 

Soph. Nay then again, I muſt diſclaim you; a Heart fo tainted 
would bur ſully the Receiver: The Shrine's diſhonour'd by a pol 
luted Sacrifice. e 

Char. So! ſhe's at her old Flights again. [ eAſode. 

Soph. Thus then I fly for ever from your Hopes —— 


Thus Daphne triumph'd oer Apollo's Hame, © 
And to his Heaven prefer d a Virgins Name: 
The vanquiſhd Cod pur ſu d, but to deſpair, 

While deathleſs Laurels crown'd the flying Fair. 
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Fran. So! there's one Plague over; 1 have diſcharg d my Con- 
ſcience upon her at leaſt. 

Char. Ha! ha! what a pretty way though, my good Sifter has 
of turning a Slight into a Triumph? But ſhe has a great Heart. 

Fran. O! 'twould be hard to deny her that Satisfaction; be- 
ſide, the greateſt Heart in the World did juſt the ſame: We have 
known the late Grand Monarch loſe many a Battle; but it was 
bloody hard to beat him out of a Te Deum. 

Char. Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my Father? 

Fran. Here he comes. | _ 


Enter Fir Gilbert. 

Sir Cilb. So, Mr. Frankly ! you fee I give you fair Play — and 
troth! I have a great Reſpect for you But a—a Bargain's 
a Bargain; it another Man has really paid for my Conſent, you 
muſt not take it ill, if I don't reſuſe him. 
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Fran. I cant pretend to ask it, Sit; I think it Favour enough, 
if you dont oblige your Daughter to refuſe me. . 
Sir Gill. Not I, not I, Man ; that's out of the Queſtion: She 
may pleaſe herſelf, and if Witling ſhould not pleaſe her; troth ! 


J cant ſay it would not pleaſe me too: In ſhort, if you two have 
Wit enough to make up the Difference, and bring me off 
why there's no more to be ſaid If not — Accounts muſt 
be made up I have taken the Premium, and muſt ſtand to 
my Contract: For let me tell you, Sir, we Citizens are as tender lj 
of our Credit in Change-Aley, as you fine Gentlemen are of your il 
Honour at Court. N | | 
Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall not ſuffer by me, 0 
whatever it may by your Compariſon. . 0 
Sir Cilb. Why, what ails the Compariſon? Sir, I think the Cre- 9 
dit of the City may be compared to that of any Body of Men in Hi 
Europe. j 
Fran. Yes, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queſtion if any Bodies lil 
may be compared to that of the City. 7” =_ 
Sir Cilb. O! your humble Servant, Sir; I did not take you---- - 
3 Ay, ay, youre right! youre right ! Ay, ay, ay, live and learn, 8 
Mr. Farky: Youll find tis not your Court, but City-Politicians 0 
4 muſt do the Nation's Buſinefs at laſt. Why, what did your Cour- i | 
| tiers do all the two laft Reigns, but borrow Money to make War? | 
and make War to make Peace, and make Peace to make War? | 
And then to be Bullies in one, and Bubbles in tother ? A very | | 
pretty Account truly; but we have made Money, Man: Money! i 
Money! there's the Health and Lite-Blood' of a Government: | 
And therefore I infiſt upon, that we are the wiſeſt Citizens in Eu. lj 
rope; tor we have coin d more Caſh in an Hour, than the Tower |! 
of London in twenty Tears. „ N 
Han. Nay, you govern the World now, its plain, Sir; and | 
truly that makes us hope ir's upon the mending hand: For fince | 
1 our Men of Quality are got ſo thick into Change- Alley, who knows | 
: but in time a Great Man's Word may go as far as a Tradeſman's ! . 
Sir Gilb. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Frankly, the more 
] | know you, the more I like you: I {ee-you know the World, you | 


judge of Men by their intrinſick Value; and youre right! Foes 
rige: 
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right! Titles are empty things: A wiſe Man will always be a vile 
Man, whether he has any Title or no. 

. Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, hes only known 
to be a greater Fool. 

Sir Gilb. You're right again; beſides, Sir, ſhall any Man. value 
himſelf upon a thing, chat another may buy tor his Money as well 
as he? Ridiculous a very pretty Buſineſs truly, to give Ten 
or Nene Thouſand Pound, only to be called out of one's Name: 
Ha: ha 

Fran. Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſe the Pivilege 5 a pri- 5 
vate Subject, that of being beliey'd upon your Honour, or truſted 
upon your Word. 
dir Gilb. Honour's a Joke! Is not every honeſt Man a Man of 
Honour? 

Fran. Ay, but che beſt Joke is that every Man of Honour is 
not an honeſt Man, Sir. 

Sir Cilb. Odwbodlikins, Mr. Frankly, you are an ingenious Gen- 
tleman, and I muſt have you into my Family, though it coſt me 
Twenty Thouſand Pound to keep that pragmatical fellow out ont. 

Fran. If I have any Pretence to your Favour, Sir, I will take 
care your Family ſhall not ſuffer by mg coming into it; for if the 
worſt muſt happen, tis but waiting till the other half Year of Mi. 
lings Contracts expir d? I dare anſwer your Daughter won't run 
7 . ]“ 

Sir Cilb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion ? Is the Girl ſtaunch? i 
Are you ſure now, that, like a young Hound, ſhe may not gallop f 
away with the rank Cone of a Coxcomb, and 70 ſpoil your Sport. 4 

Fran. I dare ſay, ſhell take this Fear for a Fayour veſt 
examine her yourſelf, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. Come hither, Charlotte. z 

Char. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 9 

Sir Gilb. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other fine Ladies of | 
your Age, that know more of Mankind than their Fathers, and 

conſequently have a natural Averſion to all Husbands of their 
chuſing ? In ſhort, have you learnt enough of the World, to be 
heartily diſobedient upon Occaſion? 


Char. 


r 


hard thing by this Gentleman, indeed Papa! 
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Char. When you pleaſe to give me the Occaſion, Sir, I will 
try what I can do. kad 5 
Sir Cilb. Humh! ſhe promiſes fair, [To Frankly aſide.] The Girl 
has Wit But now, Child, the Queſtion is, whether you have 
common Senfe or no (for they don't always go together) are you 
{moaky * Have you all your Eye-Teeth yet? Are you peery, as the 
Cant is? In ſhort, do you know what I would be at now? _ 

Char. Will you give leave to gueſs, Sir? 

Sir Gilb. Out with it. 1 21 | = ; 

Char. Why then (I hope at leaſt, Sir) you have a mind to make 
Mitling believe, you ate doing, all in your power, to bring his Bar- 
gain to bear; and, at the ſame time, wiſh I would do all, in my 
power, to bring it to nothing. | | 


Sir Cilb. [ Aſide.) It will do! it will do! Mr. Frankly, tell her 
ſhe's right; you know it is not honeſt for me to fay fo: a hum! 
Char. In ſhort, Sir, if you'll leave the matter to my Diſcretion, 
Tl engage to bring you off. | 
Sir Cilb. Bring me off, Huſſy! why, have you the Confidence 

to ſuppole I won't do the fair thing by the Gentleman? 
Char. I have not the Confidence to iuppalc you would do a 
[T akes Frankly's Hand. 
Sir Gilb. Dye hear! dye hear! what a ſenſible Aſſurance the 
Slut has? Ah! its a wheedling Toad! [ Aſide.] Adod! TII have a 
little more of her But do you know, Lady, that Mr. Mitling 
has demanded my Conſent, and that it would coſt me above 
Twenty Thouſand Pounds to refuſe it? N 
Char. Yes, Sir, I do know it; and if I were to give him my 
Conſent, I know I ſhould have much the worſe Bargain of the 
two. 5 
Sir Cilb. Your Conſent | Why ſure, Madam, when I ſay do fo, 
do you pretend to have a Will of your on? 
Char. Umh! a leetle ! a ſmall Pulte, you know, Papa. 
3 Hutoning on Fir Gilb. 
Sir Gilb. Ah! the rei Gipſy ! why, you Confident, abomi- 
nable———Odſheart ! I could kiſs her IR 
Fran. Faith! do, Sir, that's no Breach of your Contract. 
ä Hon Sir 
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Sir Gilb. No! no! that's not fair neither, Jam to be angry with 
her beſides, I don't keep my word, if I don't ſpeak a good 
one for him. e 1 5 | 

Char. That's not in your power, Sir; tis impoſſible any body 
can give him a good word, at leaſt to me. N 

Sir Gilb. How ! how! will not a handſome young Fellow, with 
an Hundred Thouſand Pound in his Pocket, go down with you ? 

Will not a full Plumb melt in your Mouth, Miſtreſs Dainty. 
Char. Thank you, Sir; but I don't love Traſh. 
Sir Cilb. Traſh! Mr. Withng Traſh * 

Char. A Coxcomb. | 

Sir Cilb. J ſay he is 

Char. My Averſion. ES 

Sir Gilb. Bear witneſs, Mr. Frankly, ſhe refuſes him; you ſee all 
I fay ſignifies nothing: But I ſay again and again, that I am re- 
ſoly'd, Madam, you ſhall marry him, and that Articles ſhall be 
drawn this very morning. 

har. But do you think you cant perſuade him to ſtay a little, 
Sir. 

Sir Cilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that is. 

Char. You'll think it a reaſonable one, I am ſure, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. Well | well! how long? 

Char. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir Cilb. Pſhah ' fiddle faddle ! marry him firſt, and you will 
have time enough to hate him afterwards. 

Char. Well, Sir, then I have but one Fayour to beg of you 

Sir Cilb. Come! what ist? what ist? 

Char. Only, Sir, that in the Draught of the Articles, you will be 
pleaſed to leave a Blank for the Gentleman's Name; and if I don't 
fill it up to your Mind, ſay I know nothing of my own. 

Sir Gilb. Fie ! fie ! you wicked thing you——Mr. Frankly, it will 
do! it will do the Girl has all her Goings ! keep her right, keep 
her right and tight; and I'll warrant thee all ſafe, Boy. 

Fran. Never fear, Sir, now there's but one Difficulty behind; 
were it but poſſible to make my Lady our Friend in this matter 

Sir Gilb. Pſhaw ! waw! never mind her; Am not I Maſter of 
my own Family: Does not the know that my Will's a Law? and 
if I once ſay the word —— | Fran. 


a needleſs Enemy: She'll think herſelf affronted, take it as an In- 
ſult to her Underſtanding, not to be let into the Secret at all. 
Char. Indeed, Sir, I am afraid we ſhall have a foul Houſe, if 
ſhe is not conſulted in this Buſineſs. ; 5 
Sir Cilb. Nay, nay, with all my Heart; but the fooliſh Woman 
always loves to diſpute about nothing, and ſuch a Spirit of Con- 
tradiction runs away with her, I had as lief fit in the Stocks, as talk 
to her: however, for your private Satisfaction — 
Fran. Indeed, Sir, I think it will be better ſo. 
Sir Cilb. Well! well! then TIl tell her my Reſolution inſtantly. 
Char. Ah! poor Papa! what a wicked Diſtreſs have we broughr 


than let us ſee he is afraid of Gunpowder. 
Fran. How my Lady will bounce when he mentions it! [ 4ſde. 
Sir Cilb. O! here's my Lady, I'll ſpeak to her now. | 
Fran. It you pleaſe, we'll retire, that you may have no Inter- 
ruption. 
Sir Gilb. Do ſo, youre right, you're right. [Ex. Fran. and Char. 


Enter Lady Wrangle, driving a Maid-Serwant in before her. 


L. Wr. Out of my Doors, you Dunce ! you illiterate Monſter ! 
What! could not you read? could not you ſpell ? where were 
your. Eyes, you brainleſs Idiot! ” 

Sir Gilb. Heyday ! heyday! what's the matter now? 

L. Mr. Go! you eleventh Plague of Egypt. . 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any uſe, it was 
ſo blotted and blurred, I took it for waſte Paper. 


m 


had not Corrections, Raſures, Interlineations, and Improvements? 
Does not the very Original ſhew, that when the Mind is warmeſt 
it's never ſatisfied with its words? 

Incipit, & dubitat; ſcribit, damnatque tabellas, 


Et notat, & delet; mutat, culpatque probatque. 
Dir Gilb. O Lord! now the Learned Firs upon her, the Devil 
won't be able to deal with her. h Aſide. 
H h h 2 8 L. Wr. 
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Fan. That's true, Sir; but, you know, one would not make her 


him to? Now will he rather run upon the Mouth of a Cannon, 


L. Wr. Blurred ! you Driveler ! was ever any Piece perfect, that 
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420 be REFUSAL; or, Lad 
L. Fr. What have you done with it, you Dolthead ? where is 
it: EE MESGEMCCTS TE: TR 
Sir Gilb. Pray, my Lady Mrangle, what is all this Rout about? 
L. W. O! nothing to be ſure! I am always unreaſonable. 
Sir Gtlb. Why look you now, did I ſay any ſuch thing? 
L. Vr. I don't care if you did. | 
Sir Gill. It's very hard a Man may not ask a civil Queſtion in 


his own Houſe. | 5 
I. Mi. Ay, do, {ide with her, take her part; do, do, uphold 


9 


her in her Impudence. 

Sir Gilb. Why, my Lady, did I ſay a word to her ? 

L. Mi. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, give me leave to govern my own 
Servants Don't you know, when I am out of Temper, I won't 
be talk'd to: Have not I Plague enough here, do you think? 

Sir Gilb, Why, ay, that's true roo——why, you confident Jade 
how dare you put my Lady into ſuch a violent Paſſion * 

Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not J. [Whimpering. 
I. Wr. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, meddle with your own Buſineſs 
the Faults to me, and, ſure, I am old enough to correct her 

mylelt. PE | 5 
Sir Gilb. Why, what-a-dickens, mayn't I be of your Mind nei- 
ther? 'Sheart! I can't be in the wrong on both ſides. 

L. VI don't know any Buſineſs you have on either ſide. 

Sir Gilb. Nay, if a Man muſt not ſpeak at all, it's another Cale. 

L. M. Lord! you are ftrangely teizing——— well, come ſpeak 
———Þwhat ! what! what is't you would fay now? 

Sir Cilb. Nay, nothing, not I; I only ask what's the Matter? 

L. Hr. I cant tell you, the Proyocation's too great for words. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! well! | 

L. Vr. What here ſtill? Am I to have no account of it then? 
What have you done with it, you Monſter * 

Maid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, as I was 
coming down Stairs with it; he ſaid he wanted it. 

L. Wr. The Cook ! run! fly, and bid the Villain ſend it me 
this moment. 5 [ Exit Maid. 

Sir Cilb. Why, what-the-dickens ! the ſenſeleſs Jade has not 
given him a Handers Laced-Head to boil his Cabbage in, has . 

: s wh YR ; 2 7. 
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4 L. Fr. Pſhah ! do you ever ſee me concern'd for ſuch Trifles ? 
* 4 : Cilb. Or has ſhe let the Raſcal ſinge his Fowls with a Bank” 
F L. Mr. It ſhe had, do you think I would give myſelf ſuch Pain 
| about that either? 5 3 
Sir Cilb. Hah! this muſt be ſome abominable thing indeed then. 
L. Wr. The Loſs, for ought I know, may be irreparable. 
Cilb. Oh! then ſhe has loſt your Diamond Necklace, I ſup- 
pole. | 
I. Vir. Pray don't plague me, tis impoſſible to expreſs the Wic- 
kedneſs of it. 

Sir Cilb. What! the Devil! the Cook has not got the Slut 
with Child, has he? 

L. Vr. Wotle ! worſe a thouſand times! 

Sir Cilb. Worſe! what than playing the Whore, or Thief ?. 
Then the Jade has certainly committed Murder. 
L. VM. The moſt barbarous that ever was —— _ - 

Sir Gilb. Hoh! then ſhe has broke Pug's Neck, to be ſure. 
[ eAfrae.. 
L. Wr. The Changeling Innocent has given that ſavage Beaſt, 
the Cook, my whole new Tranſlation of the Paſſion of Byblis, for: 
waſte Paper, to be torn or tortur'd to a thouſand ſordid Ules. 
Sir Gilb. Nay then — . 
L. Me. And I have not another Copy in the World, if it were: 
to ſave Mankind from Extirpation. 
Sir Cilb. Im glad ont with all my Heart; now could I laugh. 
(if I durſt) moſt immoderarely. [ Aſide. 
L. Vr. Now, Miſtreſs | have you brought it? [Re-enter Maid. 
Maid. Madam, the Cook ſays, he has skewer'd it on to the. 
Roaſt-Beef, and he can't take it off he won't burn his Meat 
for nobody; not he, he ſays. 155 
L. Ve. Here ! call the Footman: He won't! bid them drag 
the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or III have them nailed. down to- 
the Dreſſer for his Impudence Ill turn the Villain out of my 
Houſe this moment. Exit Maid. 
Fir Gill. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a Heat about a 
Trifle; I am glad to find it's no worle. | 5 
| | . 
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422 De REFVUSAL; ox, 
L. V. Worſe ! had he robb'd the Houſe, and after fifd it, 1 
could ſooner have forgiven him, 38 „ 
Sir Gilb. Hah! thank you for that, Madam; but I ſhould not. 
L. W. You ! you ſhould not! What would be your Injury 
compard to mine? What Im concern d for, the whole learned 
World, even to Poſterity, may feel the Loſs of. 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! have a little Patience; may be, ſhe may 
get it again. And now you talk of Poſterity, my Lady Wrangle, 
I have ſome Thoughts of marrying my Daughter Charlotte; as 
for Sophronia, you know—_ — — | EK 
L. Vr. I know, that one won't, and bother ſhan't marry ; ſhe is 
a pert forward thing, and has diſoblig d me; and therefore [1] 
3 8 8 | 
puniſh her as I think fir I deſire you won't name her to me, 
you ſee I have other things in my Head. All greas'd, and burnt 
to Aſhes, I ſuppoſe = „ 
Sir Cilb. I had better talk to her another time, I believe. 


Exͤnter ſeveral Servants with the Cook. | 
L. Vr. O! are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, how durſt you ſend 


me ſuch an impudent Anſwer? 

Cook. I did not fend en impudent Anſwer, Madam; I only 
ſaid the Meat would be ſpoiled: But here ſhe comes, and makes 
a Noiſe, and a Rout, and a Clatter about nothing at all —and ſo 
every impertinent Jade here takes upon her———Oons ! a Man 
can't do his Buſineſs in quiet for them. 

L. Wr. Hold your nonſenſical Tongue, Sir, and give me the 
Paper I ſent for. 
Cook. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. 

[Holds it on a Skewer, all greaſy. 

L. Mr. O my Heavens! What a Spectacle ! not one Line legi- 
ble, cough an Empire were to purchaſe it. Look! look ! look! 
you Monſter. nes Holding him. 

Sir Cilb. So! here will be rare Doings. 

Cook. Oons ! what a Life's here about a Piece of foul Paper? 
L. N. A Lite, you Villain! your whole Life can't make me 
- amends for what you have done I'll have you beat out of 


this Houle, till eyery Bone in your Body's broke for this, _ 
a Cool. 


1 
: 
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Cook. Beat, Madam! Blood! I won't be beat I did nor 
come here for that Il be out of your Houſe preſently —— 
Tul fee who will break my Bones then and fo there's one of 
your Napkins, Madam : as for your Sheet of Paper, there's a 
Halfpenny for it; and now take your Courſe—1 know how to 


get my Wages, III warrant you — Theres Law for Servants as 


well as other People. Exit Cool. 
Sir Gilb. Go: go! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tom Ladle 

you. 5 e N 

I. Mi. Ay! this is always the Effect of your Indulgence; no 


wonder I have no power over the m: if you had the leaſt Grain of 
Spirit, you would have broke the Raſcal's Head for me. 

Sir Cill. Pſhah ! there's no Occaſion for it lets ſee! lełs 
ſee !—— [Takes up the Paper.] Come, come, this matter may 


be made up without Bloodſhed ſtill —ay, here! umh ! umh!-— - 


by the way I believe this Beet's enough, it ſmells brayely of the- 
G 

IL. Vr. What! then I am your Jeſt, it ſeems. 

Sir Gilb. Pooh! prithee be quiet, I tell you, I am ſerious — 
ay! it's plain to be read (till. [ Reads... 


All a poor Maid could do (the Gods, I'm ſure, 
Can tell) Ive ſuffer d to compleat my Cure— Cure ! 


Hah, poor Soul got the foul Diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Wr. Your obſcene Comment, Mr. Wrangle, is more pro- 
voking than the Inſolence of your Servants: But I muſt tell you, 
Sir, I will never eat or ſleep in your Houſe more, it that Raſcal is. . 
not turn'd out of it this moment. . 

Maid. I hope your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam. 

L. Mr. What! do you prate, Mrs. Minx - A 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, if Zohn's to be turn d away, I ſhan't : 


ſtay in the Family: for tho he 1s ſometimes a little haſty to a bo- 
by, yet I have reaſon to know he is an honeſt-hearted Man in the 
main; and I have too much kindneſs for him to ſtay in any Ser- 
Vice, where he is to be abuſed. | 


8 — I 
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424 De REFUSAL ; or, 
L. M. What you are in love with him, Mrs. Trollop, are you» 
r mim” [Cs ber. 

- Maid. Ods my Lite! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by hob 
and it I do love him, what's that to anybody? and I.don't know 


why poor Folks mayn't be in love as well as their Betters. 
Sir Gilb. Come! come ! hold your Tongue, Huſly. 


Maid. Sir, I cant hold my Tongue though I cant ſay but your 


Worſhip's a very kind Maſter: But as for my Lady, the Devil 
would not live with her; and fo, Madam, I deſire you will pro. 
vide yourſeltf. 9 FE _/ 

Sir. GilÞ. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have neither Din- 
ner to eat, nor Bed to lie on: What Servants will bear this Lite, 


do you think? You have no more Temper than a ——Why how r 


ſhould a ſilly Wench know what your impertinent Poetry was good 
for? = 
L. Ni. Impertinent! Td have you know, Mr. Ignorant, there's 
not a Line in the whole, that has nor the true Attick Salt in it. 
Sir Cilb. Well! and now there's Engliſh Salt in it; and, I think. 
the Reliſh of one's as good as bother. 


I. Mr. Mr. Wrangle! if you have no Senſe of the Soul's Diviner 


Faculties, know I have, and can relent theſe vulgar Inſults Jou 


ſhall find, Sir, that a ſuperior Underſtanding has a proportion d. 
Spirit to ſupport its Dignity. Let me have inſtant Reparation, or, 
by my injurd Genius, I'll ſet your Houſe and Family in a Blaze. 
12 3c [Ex. L. WI. 

Sir Cilb. Why, then, blaze and burn by yourſelf; for I'll go 


out of the Houſe. 


Frankly and Charlotte. 
Fran. Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir? 


*. 


Sir Cilb. Yes, yes, I have ſeen her but I don't know — i 


ſhe——ſhe— . 
Fran. Don't come into it, I ſuppoſe. 


Sir Gilb. Umh! no, not readily in ſhort, the Houſe is all 3 


untiled. 


[ Gorng off, he is met by . 


Char. Lord, Sir! what filthy thing's this? [ Seeing the Paper I 
Sir Cilb. Ay, there's the Buſineſs a Brat of my Lady's Br ain 


that has got a Miſchance ; that's all. Hor. 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 
Fran. Some roaſted Poetry, I preſume. 3 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; the, the, the Paſſion of Bibble-Babble ; I don't 
know what ſhe calls it: Bur ſhe has been in ſuch a Fume here, that 


half the Servants are going to leave the Houſe about ir — Char- 
Lotte, you can wheedle upon Occaſion, prithee ſtep into the Hall, 


and ſee it you can make up this matter among them. 
Char. T'\l do my beſt, Sir. [Exit Char. 


Fran. Poor Lady! ſhe is a little apt to be over-concern'd for 


her P oerry. LE | 3 | 
Sir Cill. Concern'd ! Odsblews ! if a Line on't happens to be 
miſlaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that has loſt her Foal; ſhe'll 


run her Head againſt a Stone-wall to recover it: All the uſe I 
find of her Learning, is, that it furniſhes her with more words to 


ſcold with. | 


55 Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, Mr Granger's come, and Mr. Witling. 

Sir Gilb. O! thats well! come, Mr. Frankly, let's all go into 
the Dining-Room together; mayhap, ſhe may be aſham'd to be in 
a Paſſion before Company. Oh — 

Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 

Sir Gilb. You're right! you're right! Ah! its a very hard 
Caſe ! there's no Condition of Life without Plague and Trouble 
——Why, moſt People think now I have Fortune enough to make 


ten Men of Quality happy 


And yet you ſee how odaly "ng are carried; 
"Tis true, Im worth a Million, but 


— 
— 
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Im married. ¶ Ex. 
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AEF BW. 
Granger and Frankly. 


terer : Why thou art more in my Lady's Fayour in 


half a Year. 


Gran. Have not I always told you, Frankly, that one civil 
thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther than a thouſand from 
a Man of general Complaiſance ? How do you think I firſt gain'd 
Credit with Sophronia ? not (as you expected to do it) by an im- 


plicite Admiration; but the contrary, inſolently laughing at her 


pretending to Principles, which I would not allow her capable 


ro comprehend or practiſe. Now this naturally piqued her into 


an Impatience to mend my Opinion of her; ſo the more difh-- 
cult I ſeem'd to be convincd of her Virtues, the more eaſy I. 


made it to mend her Opinion of me. 
Fran, And if thou haſt not done it effectually, I know nothing 


of the Sex: Why fhe bluſh'd, Man, like a Damask Roſe, when you 


firſt came into the Room. 


Gran. Did not I tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen to you 


would be of Service to me * 


Fran. O! palpably ! I was ready to burſt to ſee her bridle, and 


ſmile ar me, upon your growing particular to her. 


Gran. And what pains ſhe took to make you obſerve, that ſhe 


oyerlook'd you? ha! ha! 


Fran. 


Humour could have concealed ſo exquiſite a Flat- 


half an Hour, than all my Art could make me in 
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Fran. Yes, I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole Dinner-time 
ſhe was never two Minutes without ſtealing a Glance at you. 

Gran. O bleſs me ! I cant bear the Infolence of my own Ima- 
gination ! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel ? What a Vermilion - 
Shame will ſpread through all that lovely Form if ever her 
Fleſh and Blood ſhould happen to mutiny? ? 
| Fran. Which, to tell you the Truth, I think it does already. 

Gran. But the Misfortune is, I have flatterd my Lady into fo 
good a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair Copy of her 

aſted Verſes there, that, I . {he won't be able to leave me 
alone with Sophronia. 1 
Fran. Never fear; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting up Mitling 
ainſt me, to interrupt you. 

Gran. There indeed I have ſome hopes. 

Fran. I believe I ſhall be able to aſſiſt them, and in part to re- 
turn the Favour you have done me with Sir Gilbert. 

Gran. Any thing in my power you may be ſure of but ſee, 
he's here ; 


2 
as 


Enter Fir Gilbert. 


Sir Cilb. O! your Servant, Gentlemen; I thought we had 
loſt you. 3 

Grp Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two in private. 

Fran. We were juſt coming in to the Company. : 

Sir Gilb, In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the better; 
for there's my Lady and Charlotte are going to play all the Game 
upon us. | - 

Fran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given me leave to 
go Charlotte's halves, ſhe'll make the moſt of her Cards, I'll war- 
rant you. 
Sir Gilb. I don't know that, but I am ſure og yonder is 
making the moſt of his time ; his Wir, or his Impudence, have 
got him into ſuch high Favour, with my Lady, that ſhe's railing at 
you like a Fury, and crying him up for an Angel : In ſhort, Char- 
lotte has diſcover'd all your Affair with her, and has plainly told 
him you are his Rival: But it ſeems, Sir, your Pretenſions are ſo 
ridculous, that they are all three cracking their Sides in a full 
Chorus of laughing at you. | 
| 1 Fran. 
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Fran. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for your Concern ;' but,” in all 
this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can aſſure you. 
Sir Gilb. No wrong part! Odſheart! I tell you ſhe's coquetting 


to him, with every wicked Limb about her — and is as full of 
her Airs there, as a handſome Widow to a young Lord in the 


Lobby, when ſhe has a Suit depending in the Houſe of Peers. 
hom. Better ſtill, the more likely to carry her Cauſe, Sir. 
Sir Gilb, Carry her Cauſe ! carry her Coxcomb, Sir; for, you'll 
ſee, that will be the end ont: ſhell be carryd off herſelf, Sir 


Why, Man, he is going to beleaguer her with a whole Army of 
Fidlers yonder ; there are ſix Coach-Loads of them now ar the 


Poor, all ſtow'd fore and aft, with nothing but Caſes of Inſtru- 
ments: Such a Concourſe of Cat: guts, you'd {wear one of their 
{qualling Eunuchs were roaſting alive here. 


Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no Terror in all this Prepara- 
tion; for ſince you are pleaſed to think Mr. Granger's Security 


and mine ſufficient againſt any Damage you can ſuffer from your 


Contract with Mitling, do you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my. 
Lady, and Tl engage to diſmount his Muſical Battery with a 
Child's Whiſtle. 
Sir Gilb. My Lady! Pſhaw! waw ! What doſt talk of her, Man? 


Why I tell you, I'll put her into a Mouſe-hole, provided you 
engage to bring me off with Mitling. 


Gran. Your Security ſhall be ſigned the minute it can be drawn, 


Sir. 


Sir Cilb. That's enough; I have order d my Lawyer to fend his 
Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed of Conſent that I am 
gn to Mitling: But give me leave to tell you again, Gentle-- 


to ſig 


men, I really don't underſtand the Girl's way of proceeding all 


this while. 


Fran. Why, Sir, — dont you know that Mitling is the vaineſt 


Rogue upon Earth? 
Sir Cilb. I grant it. 


Fran. And conſequently, that the Pride of outwitting you in 
your Daughter, gives him more pleaſure than either her Perſon 


or her Portion? 
Sir Cilb. Not unlikely. 
Fran. 


5 
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Fran. And can you think, that from the fame natural Inſolence, 


he would not rather ſeem to owe his Triumph over a Rival too, 


rather to his own Merit, than any Accident of Fortune? 
Sir Cilb. I grant you that too. 


Han. Why then, Sir, if Charlotte were to deſpiſe him, we are 
ſure he would then inſiſt upon his Bargain; but while ſhe flatters 


him, and you and I only laugh ar hin he may be vain enough 
to truſt his Triumph to her Choice and Inclination only. 5 
Sir Cilb. O! now I begin to take you: So that, if he is right] y 


handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte will be able tO 


coquette him out of his Contract. e 
Fran. Nay, its her own Project, Sir; and I can't really think we 
have an ill Chance for it at worſt: But we muſt leave it all to her 
now. In Love-Affairs, you know, Sir, Women have generally 
wiſer Heads than we. FE 
Sir Gilb. Troth ! I don't wholly diſlike it; and it I don't handle 
him roundly on my part — Dy 
Gran. Huſh ' my Lady 


Fran. Anon Til tell you more, Sir. 


» 


Enter Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 
L. Wr. Well, Sophronia, ſince I fee this giddy Girl is neither to 


be form'd by Precept or Example; it's at leaſt ſome Conſolation, 


to find her natural Inconſtancy to effectually mortifies that vile 


Apoſtate, Frankly, 


Soph. Let I am amaz'd he ſhould not be more moy'd at her 


Infidelity. 


L. Vr. You know, he's vain, and thinks his Merit may ſleep 
in full Security. But now! to rouze him from his Dream 
O! Mr. Granger ! I am forry you left us; 1 am perfectly killd 
with Laughing! There's Mr. Withng has had ſuch infinite Hu- 
mour! He has entertain'd us more than ten Comedies. 

Cran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in and participate. 

L. Wr. By no means; he's now alone with his Miſtreſs, and 


would be barbarous to interrupt them. 
Gran. His Miſtreſs, Madam! 


L. N. 


430 The REF U SAL; or, 
I. Mr. Ay! with Charlotte; and, you know, Lovers ſo near their 
Happineſs are apt to like no Company fo well as their own. 
Fran. Dye hear, Sir? [To Sir Gilb. apart. 
Sir Gilb. I told you how it was. [To Fran. apart. 
L. W. Beſide, he is going to give us a little Muſick; and ! 
think this Room will be more convenient. 

| Gran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam, to be ſo well 
with the young Lady already. | 
I. Nr. Theres no accounting for that idle Paſſion in unculti- 
vated Minds: I am not ſurpriz d at her Forwardneſs, conſidering 
the vulgar Education Mr. Wrangle has given her. 

Sir Gilb. Odſheart, Madam! don't diſparage my Girl: She has 
had a more uſeful Education than your Ladyſhip. fr. 

I. V+. O! no doubt! ſhe has ſhewn moſt hopeful Effects on't, 
indeed ! by hanging upon every young Fellow's Neck, that does 
but ask her the Queſtion. 4 

Fran. Whatever Faults Charlotte may have, Madam, I never 

knew her take pleaſure in expoſing thoſe of other People. 

L. W. O! cry you mercy, Sir; you have great reaſon to defend 
her, I don't queſtion : She is a Saint in your Eye, to be ſure. 

Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imagine a ſuperficial Learning 
could make her one, tis poſſible, her Failings then, like other 
People's, might have been more conſpicuous. 

L. Vr. What do you mean, Sir? 

Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read Ariſtotle, Plato, 
Plutarch, or Seneca, ſhe is neither romantick or vain of her Pe- 
dantry ; and as her Learning never went higher than Bickerſtaff” 8 
Tatlers, her Manners are conſequently natural, modeſt, and agree- 
able. 

Sir Cilb. Ah! well faid, Frankly. IA 

L. Vr. Since I am told you were once in love with her, I ſhall 

ſay no more, but leave her own immediate Behaviour, to confirm 
your good Opinion of her Virtues. Ha! ha! 9 

Gran. While the Lovers of this Age, Madam, have ſo deprav'd 
a Taſte, we muſt not wonder, if our modern fine Ladies are apt 
to run into Coquetry: They are now forced to it in their own 


Defence; if they don't make Adyances, they itand as lonely and 
uſeleſs 


The Ladies Philoſophy. —_ 
uſeleſs as untenanted Houſes : fo that Coquetry, it ſeems, is no 
more than ſetting a Bill upon their Door, that Lovers in Diſtreſs 
may read as they paſs Here are Nights Lodgings to be lett. 

L. Nr. Ol they are moſt hoſpitable Dames indeed: After this, 
methinks, the more proper Appellation for Coquettes ſhould be 
that of Landladies. A Servant whiſpers L. N.] Tll come, and 
give Orders myſelt. Exit L. W. 

Soph. I don't know any one alive, that looks upon the De- 

generacy of Mankind with fo diſcerning an Eye, as Mr. Cran- 
ger; but I am afraid it will therefore draw him into my Misfor- 
tune, of being as odious to the IIliterate of his Sex, as I am to 
thoſe of mine. 


Gran. It that were as juſt a Reaſon, Madam, for your having 
a fayourable Opinion of me, as it is for my perfect Admiration 
of you, we ſhould each of us have till as many Friends as any 


wiſe Man or Woman ought to deſire. 


Fran. Do you mind that, Sir ? = Apart. 
Sir Gilb. A ſly Rogue! he knows how to tickle her up, 1 ſee. 
Apart. 


Soph. And yet the rude World will ſay, perhaps, that our mu- 
tonal Enmity to them has reduc'd us to a Friendſhip for one another. 
Gran. Thats a Reproach can never reach you, Madam; ſo much 
Beauty cannot but have its Choice of Friends and Admirers: A 
Form fo bright and perfect, lite a Comet in the Hemiſphere, 
where'er it moves, mult ſet Mankind on gazing. 
Soph. Fy ! Mr. Cranger! 3 
Sir Cilb. What a dickens! will ſhe ſwallow that blazing Star 
now * [eApart. 
Fran. Ay, as he has dreſsd it, and drink after it too, Sir. Apart. 
Soph. T mind not Multitudes. 5 
Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above them; and 
[ really chink it the Misfortune of your Perſon, to have been. {0 
„ fair, that where your Virtue would preſerve, your Eyes 
deſtroy; they give involuntary Love: where er you pals, in ſpite 
of all your Innocence, they wound Juvenumque prodis Pub. 
lica Cura. 


Soph. 
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Sop0. Alas! my Eyes are turn'd upon myſelf; and ſo little do 
I mind the Follies of other People, that J ſometimes find myſelf 
alone, in the midſt of a Publick Circle. | 
ran. I cannot wonder at that, Madam, ſince our beſt Aﬀem- 
blies are generally made up of illiterate Beings, that, when they 
are alone, find themſelves in the worſt Company; and ſo are re- 
duc'd to come abroad, tho meerly to meet, and hate one another. 
Soph. What Charms then can you ſuppoſe I could have for a 


World, that has ſo few for me? Beſide, at moſt, the Men of mo- 


dern Gallantry gaze upon a Woman of real Virtue, only as A- 
theiſts look into a fine Church; from Curioſity, not Devotion: 


They may admire its Ornaments and Architecture, but have nei- 
ther Grace or Faith for farther Adoration. 75 EY 
Gran. All Men are not Infidels ; of me, at leaſt, you have a 
Convert: And tho the ſenſual Practice of the World had made 
me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection in a mortal Mould ; yer, 
when the Rays of Truth Celeſtial broke in upon my Senſe, my 
conſcious Heart at once confeſsd the Deity : I proſtrate tell a Pro- 
ſelyte ro Virtue ; and now, its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul, 
and raiſe me to Seraphick Joy. „ 
Soph. Harmonious Sounds! Celeſtial Tranſports! [ Afede. 
Sir Gilb. O dear! O dear! was ever ſuch a wicked Thief! 
Odtheart! he'll make her go to Prayers with him preſently. [ Aſidt. 
Soph. No more—wve are obſerv d: Theſe Heaven-born Emana- 
tions of the Soul deſire not yulgar Ears Some fitter time may 
offer till when N 1 


Gran. Till then be huſh'd our Joys. Gran. leaves her, 


[and joins the Men, while Soph. walks apart muſing.] 


Soph. Our Joys indeed ! ſuch was, in Paradiſe, our firſt Parents 
Joy, before they fell from Innocence to Shame. 

Fran. [To Gran.] Why did not you go on with her? We thought 
you were in a fine way: Sir Gilbert and I were juſt going to 
ſteal off. — 

_ Gran. Soft and fair, Sir : A Lady of her Delicacy muſt be cat- 

ried, like a Taper new lighred, gently forward; if you hurry het— 
Out ſhe goes. 8 


Sir 
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&| Sir Gilb. You're right, you're right Now you ſhall ſee me 
| manage her a little — I'll ſpeak a good word for you—a hum —- 

- Gran. Huſh!———not for the World, Sir — Death you ll ſpoil 

all dont you ſee ſhe's in Contemplation ? 
Sir Cilb. What if the be, Man? we muſt not humour her, till 
ſhe is ſtark mad neither. Sophronia ! how doſt thou do, Child? 


Soph. | Repeating.] e Earth 
E Gave ſign of Gratulation, and each Hill : 
| Yr nn 17775 the Birds; freſh Gales and gentle Airs 


Whiſper d it to the Woods, and from their Wings 
Hung Roſe, fung Odours from the ſpicy Shrub 
Diſporting — — | 
Sir Cilb. Very pretty, I proteſt ; very pretty Theſe amo- 
rous Scraps of Fancy in thy Head make me hope, that Love is 
not far from thy Heart, Sophy. | 
' Soph. Love, Sir, was ever in my Heart; but ſuch a Love, as 
the blind Homer of this Britiſh Ille, in rhymeleſs Harmony ſub- 
limely lings | ET 


15 Sir Cilb. Well, and prithee what does he ſay of it? 

5 Soph. ———————-—— Love refines | 

=_ The Thought, and Heart enlarges ; has his Seat 
5 3 9 5 In Reaſon, and is judicious, is the Scale, 
: By which to Heavenly Love thou mayſt aſcend. 


Sir Gilb. Very good again; and troth, I'm glad to hear thou 
art {o heartily reconciled to it. LL 
Soph. Eaſter than Air with Air, if Spirits embrace, 
| Total they mix, Union of Pure with Pure 


Deſfwing-—- 1 
Sir. Gill. Ah ! there I doubt we are a little crazy. Aide. 
1 Soph. This Iron Age, ſo fraudulent and bold. 
2 Touch d with this Love, would be an Age of Gold. 
I Sir Gilb. O-lud! O-lud ! this will never do. Aſide. 
Gran. So! ſhe has given the old Gentleman his Belly-full, I 
ſee: Well, Sir, how do you find her f 233 
J Sir Gilb. Ah! poor Soul! piteous bad! All upon the Tantivy 
4 again! You muſt een undertake yourſelf ; for I can do no good 
upon her— Bur here comes Love of another kind. —̃ — 
VoI. II. NE KE Enter 


F ˙—— 1 mw nne 
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Enter Char lotte, Witling, and Lady Wrangle. 


= Char. O- Siſter! here's Mr. Mitling has writ the prettieſt Canta. 
| ta ſure, that ever made Muſick enchanting, ng 
A Soph. J am glad, Siſter, you are reconcil'd to any of his Perfor- 
mances. | 
Mit. O fy ! Madam, ſhe: only rallies— A meer Trifle. 
| . Fran. That I dare {wear it is. ES, 
= Mit. Ha ! ha! no doubt on't; if you could like it, it muſt be 
an extraordinary Piece indeed, Tom. You ſee, my little Rogue, 
ue have crabbd himalready. _ Aſide to Char. 
| L. Vr. Mr. Frankly is a mere modern Critick, that makes perſo- 
nal Inclination the Rule of his Judgment; but to condemn what 
one never ſaw, is making ſhort Work indeed. 


= Fran. With Submiſſion, Madam, I can fee no great Raſhneſs 
l in preſuming,. that a Magpye can't ſing like a Nightingale. 17 
Mit. No, nor an Owl look like a Peacock neither - Ha! ha 
L. Mi. and Char. Ha! ha! ha! $4 
l L. Mr. Perfectly pleaſant. 
Char. O! Wit to an Infinity! | - „ 
i Fran. Much good may do you with your Canary-Bird,. Madam 
| 3 8 1 
| Char. O! Sir, I am ſorry you. are exhauſted ; but when Wit's 
upon the Lee, no wonder it runs into Rudeneſs. | 


Fran. I don't wonder at my not hitting your Taſte, Madam, 
when ſuch Stuff as his can go down with you. | 
| Wit. My Stuff, dear Tom, was composd purely for the Enter- 
i rainment of this Lady; and fince ſhe likes it, I will allow, that 
you of all Mankind, have moſt reaſon to find fault with it., Ha 
Char. Nay, if he ſhould like it, even I will then give it up to 
the World as good for nothing. - I 
Fran. Then it's in danger, I can tell you, Madam; for I ſhall 
certainly like it, becauſe, I am ure, it will be good for nothing. 
Char. A pleaſant Paradox. 8 | 
Fran. None at all, Madam; for ſince I find your Heart is like 
Stock, to be transfer d upon a Bargain, it will be ſome pleaſure, 
wa + 
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at leaſt, to ſee the Groſſneſs of your Choice revenge me on your 


Infidelity. | 5 
Wit. on —_ What are the Grapes ſour, my Dear? Ha ! 
Char. Pſhah! never mind him: The Cantata, dear Mr. Mitling, 
the Cantata. 
L. Mr. O! by all means; pray oblige us, Sir. 
Nu. Immediately, Madam; but all things in order: firſt give 
me leave to regale the good Company with a ſmall Craſh of In- 
ſtrumental. TT 5 
L. Vr. As you pleaſe, Sir. | EEE 
Wit. Hey! Signior Carbonelli ! Vi Piace 4 intrare ? 
5 The Muſick enter. 
L. Wr. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to ſit? 
Sir Cilb. Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; bur, in earneſt, does this 
Puppy really pretend to ſing? 
Fran. Much as he pretends to Wit; he can make a noiſe, at 


leaſt. 


Sir Cilb. But the Whelp has no Voice. 
Fran. O! Sir, that's out of faſhion : Your beſt Maſters ſeldom 


have any. 


Sir Gilb. Then I would not give a fig for their Muſick, Sir; I 
would as liet ſee a Cripple dance : But let's hear what the Fid- 
dles can do. [They play a Sonata, ] Well ! and what! we are to 


ſuppoſe this is very fine now, ha 


Fran. No doubt on't, Sir; at leaſt it will not be ſafe to ſay the 
contrary. 3 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! for a quiet Life then, very fine let it 
be; but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſhire Hornpipe for all that. 

L. M. Come, dear Sir, no more Apologies. [To Wit. 

Gran. See, Sir! Mr. Mitling is going to entertain us. 

Sir Gilb. Ay! that muſt be rare Stuff indeed. 

Mi. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more Voice than a 
Kettle-Drum ; beſide, this is for a Treble, and out of my Com- 
pals: 


Char. O! no matter; feign it, dear Mr. Mitling! 
Kkk 2 Mi. 
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Nit. I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, methinks, no- 
thing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be feign d neither, Madam 
- Fran. Hah! he would fain be witty, 1 ſee ; but don't trouble 
yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to ſing, as you have to 
hear him: Tho, Heaven knows, his Voice is like his Modeſty, 
utterly ford ; Nature has nothing to do with either of them. 

Mit. Whatever my Modeſty is, dear Tom, thy Uneaſineſs I am 
ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, I dare anſwer for it. 

Hai ha at 
Han. O thou happy Rogue 


Mit. But, Madam, if I ſing, you ſhall promiſe me to dance then. 
Char. O! any Compoſition ; IIl do it with all my heart. = 


L. Wr. But the Words, firſt ; dear Sir, read them out. | 
Wit. Well, Ladies, ſince you muſt have it { 
Sir Gilb. He is a curſed while about it, methinks—— 5 
Mit. You muſt know then, this Cantata is of a different Species 
from the Paſſion generally expreſsd in our modern Operas; for |} 
there you ſee your Lover uſually approaches the fair Lady with 
Sighs, Tears, Torments, and Dying: Now here, I ſhow you the 
way of making Love like a pretty Fellow; that is, like a Man of 
Senſe, all Life and Gayety—As for example. , 
Char. Pray mind. de 
Wit. [Reading.] Thus to a penſive Swain, : 
Who long had lov'd in vain; ö 
Thyrſis the ſecret Arts 1 
F gaining Hearts N 
From cold Diſdain, 

To his deſpairing Friend imparts. 


5 


Mit. So far Recitative Now for the Air A hum ! hum! 
Soph. Don't you think, Mr. Cranger, that the double Dative Ca- 
les of———to a penſive Swain, to his deſpairing Friend, almoſt re- 
duce this to Nonſenſe? _ „ 1 
ran. Juſtly obſerv d, Madam; but, you know, Nonſenſe and . 


Harmony are reconciled of late. 


Wit. 
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Wit. Would you woe her | £ 

With Succeſs ? 
Up to her, 
Purſue her 


With Life and Addreſs 


If Gay, 
td, 54 Play; 
If colder, 
Be bolder. 
Now ſeize her, 
And teixe her, 
And kiſs her, 
And pleaſe her, 
Till ripe for the 7oy.. 
To warm her, 
Alarm her, 
Diſarm her, 
Tou charm her, 
Pl warrant. thee, Boy. 


Part I: 
But to pine and languthh, 
Or ſigh your Anguiſh, 
To the Air, 
Is fruitleſs Pain, 
Indur'd in vain : 
Silent Woes and Looks of Care, 
Mill never, never win the Fair. EE 
End with the firſt Strain. 


* 


Mit. Ah! you little Rogue. Io Charlot. 
L. Wr. Infinitely pretty! Nothing ſure was ever ſo muſical. 
Char. Sing it, {ing it, dear Mr. Mitling; J am on Tiptoe to 

hear it. 5 5 
Mit. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a Falſetto. [He ſings. 
Char. O Caro ! Caro E 8 


7 3 * 
1 - 
: 


Mit. Anima mia — = 
- FHoph. [To Gran.] How happy are the Selt-conceited ? and yet, 
if he had not ſung now, this Weteh's Folly and Ignorance ts; 


been leſs conſpicuous. 


N 


Gran. Right, Madam; bart you know a Man muſt have variety | 
of Parts to make an accompliſh'd Coxcomb. Ty 

Soph. I ſcarce think Poetry is more abusd than Muſick, by its 
vain Pretenders. ibs OO ny 

Gran. And yet tis hard to ſay, Madam, whether thoſe Preten- 

.ders, or the falſe Taſte of our modern Admirers, have more con- 
tributed to the Abuſe of either. - | 

Mit. But come, Madam, now your Promiſe ; your Airs only 
Jo Char.] can give a Bonne Bouche to our Entertainment. 

Char. Well; ſince I gave my word, Ill uſe no Ceremony. 

Soph. What! more Folly ! I grow tired: Shall we walk into 
my Library? there we may faife dur Thoughts. 5 
Gran. You charm me, Madam; I thirſt, methinks for a clear 
Draught of Helicon. 
Soph. Take no leave, but follow me. [ Ex. Soph. and Gr. 
Mit. E ben Sonate. Charlotte dances.] Eh! Viva ! wiva ! All 
Enchantment, Madam; no Ten Thouſand Angels ever came up 
to it. 
L. Vr. It cannot be deny d but Charlorte has an external Ge- 
nius, ſhe wants no perſonal Acquiſitions; but tis great pity the 
Application they have coſt her, was not laid out upon the Im- 
p ovement of her Underſtanding. 

Mit. O! pardon me, Madam; as long as there is a good Un- 
derſtanding between her and me, what's matter which of us has it, 
you know. 3 3 

Sir Gill. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of you tis that has I 
it: for if one of you has it, I am ſure you two will never come 1 

Fran. Well faid ! at him, Sir. IAlde. 

Nit. Look you, Sir Gilbert ; you may fancy your fair Daughter 
and I are a Couple of Fools, if you pleaſe ; but if one of us 
had nor been = 3 than her Father, we could never have had a 4 
Right to come together, in ſpite of his teeth; that's certain: ha I 
ha? ha! L. Wr. J 


2 
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L. V. Pardon me, Mr. Mitling; you under-rate your Merit: 
for you nad been ſure of my Content, without your Contract. 

Wit. Ay, Madam, that was only a fooliſh Modeſty, that I could 

not ſhake off; therefore I hope you will excuſe me, if I durſt 
not think Merit alone was a ſufficient Bait to bob Sir Gilbert-out of 
his Conſent | ha ! ha 5 wn 

| Sir Cilb. Jou ale a very metry Grig, Sir : bur have. a care you : 
are not bobbd yourſelf : Stay till you win, before you laugh; for 
you are not yet married, I preſume. 1 

Mit. Why no, nor you have not ſupped yet; yet I hold Gold 

to Silver, we both eat before we ſleep. g 
Sir Cilb. Why ? doſt thou think the Girl is in haſte to marr7 
thee to-night? : = CSE 

Mit. I dont fay that neither: But, Sir, as long as I have a ſuf- 
ficient Depoſite of the Lady's Inclinations, to anſwer for the reſt of 
her Premiſes, you will give me leave not to be afraid of her Hook 
ing out for a new Chap in the mean time, Sir. E 

Sir Cilb. A Depoſite ! why, wouldſt thou perſuade me the Girl 

can be Fool enough to like thee ?. 

Mi. I-gad, I don't know how tis, but ſhe has Wit enough, it 
ſeems, to make me think ſo——bur if you won't take my word, let 
her anſwer for herſelf. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, that I ſhould be glad to hear. | 

Mit. Hah !- ha! J-gad this is a pleaſant Queſtion indeed 
Madam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the Church-Books can 
be open) to make a Transfer of your whole Stock of Beauty, for 
the conjugal: Uſes of your humble Servant? 

Char. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be a Queſtion. . 

Mit. A Hum! your humble Servant, Sir- | OY 

Char. Beſide, are not you obliged to ſign a further Deed. of 

Conſent to Mr. Witling ? | 
Sir Gilb. Yes, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves to you a 

Rightof-Relet-as wales ronim 
Char. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can witneſs for 

whom I have reſerv'd that Right of Retuſal- [Pointing to Fran. 

Wit. Your humble Servant again, Sir; ha! ha! ha! 
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I. W. I am amaz d, Mr. Wrangle, you could think ſhe could 
be. under the leaſt Difficulty in the Choice. © © © 
Fran. And yet, Madam, there are very innocent Ladies, that 


have made a Difficulty of changing their Inclinations in half an 
hour. e e | FRO 


L. Nr. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, Sir, ought to have no In- 
clinations at all; or, if any, thoſe only of being obedient to the 
Will of her Parents. Fn: | | 

Mit. O let him alone, Madam; the more he rails, the more 
I ſhall laugh, depend upon't ; the Pain of a Rival is the plea- 
{anteſt Game in the World : his wiſhing me at the Devil, is juſt 
che ſame thing as if he wiſh'd me Joy! ha! ha! ha! 7 

Sir Cilb. Well, Sir, all I ſhall fay, is, that if the Girl has com- 
mon Senſe, thy Contract muſt ſtill be good for nothing. 

Mit. Right! and if you had had common Senſe, I am ure you 
avould never have made it; not but to do you Juſtice, Sir Cil- 
bert, I muſt own you have Wit in your way too, though it's of a 


o 


very odd Turn, I grant you. Oe EFT ION 
dir Cilb. Sir, i dfowr my Pretenſions to any, if ever you had 

Senſe enough to find it our. l 
Mit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gilbert ? Don't you remem- 
ber once I did find it out? Did not I (ily catch you in St. Mat- 
de-callum's Churchyard, with your Table-Book, taking dead Peo- 
ples Names from the Tombſtones, to fill up the Liſt of your 
Third Subſcription, that you might be ſure of thoſe that would 
never come to claim it? and then pretended to all your Friends 


you were full: There, at leaſt, you had more Wit to keep Peo- 


ple out, than any Man living had to get in: for I grant you, your 
Lil was dead jak | ha! 7 a be : 7 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this nonſenſical Story now paſſes for Wit, 
[ warrant, among yonr Cocard and Velvet Sparks at Garraway's ; 
but much good may do you with your Jeſt, as long as we have 
your Money among us; I believe it will be no hard matter to 
bite moſt of yout ſoft Heads off before it be long; and if you 
drive on, as you ſeem to do, we ſhall make bold to ſet ſome of 
you down where we took you up, odſheartlikins! | 


Wit. 
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Mit. Nay, I grant you, todo your own Bulineſs, you muſt do other 
Peoples too; but if all the young Fellows of Dreſs and Pleaſure 
= would follow me, I would undertake to lead you a Dance for all that. 
=_ . Sir Gilb And, pray what would you have them do? TY 
3 Wit. Why? do! as you do; nothing that you pretend to do: 
or do, as I did, every thing, that you wiiſperd me not to do. 
I minded what your Broker did, not what you ſaid, my Dear? 
And it every Gentleman would bur buy, when you advife him to 
ſell; or fel}, when you adviſe him to buy, *twould be impoſſible 
= to go out of the way: Why! its as plain a Road, Man, as from 
Hide-Par“ Corner to Kenſington. 3 1 
5 Sir Cilb. Sir, you take a great deal of liberty with my Charac- 
ter; inſomuch, that I muſt tell you, I am not ſure I won't 
pay the Forfeit of my Contract, rather than part with my Daugh- 
ter to a Coxcomb and ſo take it as you will. 
IL. Mi. Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean by this Brutality? —_ 
Fran. Mr. Mitling, Madam, will take nothing ill, that I think 
fit to juſtify, T am ſure. . 
Mit. No, faith! you need not fear it; I'll marry before I fight, 
depend upon't. Ha! ha * 
I. Wr. Mr. Witling, 1 beg you come away this momeut — III 
undertake to do your Merit juſtice : I'll ſee who dares pretend to 
govern in this Family beſide myſelf. Charlotte, give him your 
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; Hand Come, Sir — : Exit L. Me. 
Mit. I am all Obedience, Madam- your humble Servant, 
Mr. Frankly— Would you woo her - [ Exit, ſinging with Char. 


Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd his Info- 
lence to rare Order. Now, it you can but ſtand it out as ſtoutly 
wich my Lady, our Buſineſs is 5 6x 

4 Sir Gilb. lt! vill you ſtand by me? 
= Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to handle her 
4 roundly, and make her know who ought to be her Maſter * 

Sir Gilb. My Authority ! ay, and Thanks into the Bargain—— 
come along, Ill ſend for the Lawyer now---Mr. Frankly, my Blood 
riſes at her, ſhe ſhall find I'll vindicate the Honour of the City, 
and, from this moment, demoliſh her Petticoar-Government. 

Fran. Well faid ; I'll warrant you, Sir. [ Exeunt. 
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Ni Gilbert and Frankly. 
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Sir Cilb. l dear Frankly, 1 could not reſt till IJ had thee- 
; Nu alone again; thou haſt gain d upon me for ever; 
pour vindicating the Husband's Authority, and 
taking my Wife a Peg lower before my Face, 
has tickled my Fancy to that degree, that, odzooks I could wiſh 
in my Heart thou hadſt been married to her. e 

Fran. O! I ſhould be loth to have robbed you, Sir, of that 
Happineſs. e Ls | 

Sir Cilb. A hum ! you are right, you are right; I did not think 


of that indeed : Well ! it's a very odd thing now, that a Wite- 


will ſooner be kept under by any Man than her Husband : Why 
the duce can't I govern her ſo ? i 
Fran. There's no great Secret in the matter, Sir; for, take any 


Couple in Chriſtendom, you will certainly find, that the more trou- 


bleſome of the two is always Head of the Family. 


Sir Gilb. By my troth, I believe, you are right; and ſince the 


War is begun, I'll make a fair Puſh fort. I am reſolv'd now to 


thwart her in every thing; and if Cranger has but Wit enough to 


talk Sophronia into her Senſes, that is, if he can but convince 
her that ſhe is Fleſh and Blood, and born to breed, like other Wo- 
men; odzooks ! he ſhall marry her immediately: III plague her 


Ladyſhip that way too. | | 
Fran. That way! O! ay, it's true: for I think I have heard 

you ſay, Sir, that if either of your Daughters die unmarried, my 

Lady 1s to inherit their Fortunes. 


Sir 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 443 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, there the Shoe pinches, Man; ſhe would be 


as much an Enemy to Cranger, as the is to you, if ſhe could in 
= leaſt ſuſpect he would ever make any thing of it with So- 
Phronia. „ 
Han. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in a fair way 
there too; for, to my knowledge, he has been lock'd up with her 
this half Hour, here in her Library. 

Sir Cilb. The Dickens 5 

Fran. Did not you oblerye them ſteal off together juſt after the 
Muſick ? 7” Ws 

Sir Gilb. I wonder d, indeed, what was become of them; by 
the Lord Harry 1 am glad of it—1 muſt have a Peep at them 
[ Goes to the Key-hole.] Odſo they are juſt a coming forth. 
Fran. We had beſt be out of the way then, that we may not 
diſturb them. | 


Sir Cilb. No, no, III warrant you : Pridher let us ſtand behind 
this Skreen, and obſerve what paſſes. 


Fran. Quick ! quickly then ; here they come. [They retire. 


Enter Granger and Sophronia. 


Foph. O Granger! till preſerve this Purity, 

And my whole Soul will open to receive thee: 

Forget, like me, thy Sex, how ſweetly may 

We paſs our Days in rational Deſire. 

Thou ſeeſt I own, without a Bluſh, my Love, 

For Bluſhes only riſe from guilty Flames; 

When Conſcience driven, reluctant to rhe Crime, 

Leaps to the Face, and marks the Cheek with Shame: 

But the chaſte Heart, ſublim d by purer Fires, 

Knowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve, or Guile, 

Gives, with unbounded Frankneſs, all its Store, 

And only bluſhes that it gives no more. 
Gran. Hear this! ye bright immortal Choirs above, 

And own that human Souls, like you, can love. 
Sir Gilb. Heyday! this is downright Love in a Tragedy : Well! 

he's a comical Thief. 5 

Fran. Huſh ! let him go on, Sir. 

Orange 3 Soph. 


— 


444 The REF U SAL; or, 
5 Soph. Can you forgive the tedious Baniſhment, 
L Which my Diſtruſt and Dread pos d on you? 
Gran. Can I reproach you for ſo juſt, ſo kind 
A Fear? While, through the general Race of Man, 
A ſenſual and infectious Paſſion rages, 
Giving, from Sex to Sex, the mortal Tainture. 
Can I complain, it, to preſerve yourſelf 
From the Contagion, you've, perhaps, enjoin'd, 
The Healthy to perform his Quarantine ?. 
But landing thus, upon my native Soil, 
I leaye my Sufferings paſt behind, and think. 
The Preſent now is all that's left of Time, 
Or worth my Care. » Th 
Soph. Bluſh! bluſh ! ye baſe degenerate World,. 
That boaſt the Bliſs of groſs connubial Love: 
Can you wear human Forms, yet ſee the prone, 
The brute Creation, equal your Deſires?. | 
Had you or Souls, or Senſe refin d, you'd form 
Your Wiſhes worthy your ſuperior Being; 
Curb with Imperial Reaſon, lawleſs Nature, 
And reach, like us, the Joys of Love Seraphick. 


l Gran. O Harmony of Hearts! O ſpotleſs Paſlion !. | 
= - | Here, on this Hand, the Altar of my Vows, N 
I offer up my purer Part, my Sul : 
To thine, and ſwear inviolable { 

op. —-———Hold!. ; 

Paſſions, like ours, no formal Vows require; : 

For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, 3 

The frail Security of ſenſual Flames ; 2 

But where the Pure, with the Pure Soul unites, p I 

The ſimple Hand, thus given, and receiv'd, ſuffices. I 

| Gran. Let then this Hand my ſpotleſs Heart reſign. I 

Soph. Thus, in exchange, I blend. my Soul with thine. i 


Sir G1lb. So! they are got to Hand and Heart already; but now, 1 
now for a Touch at the reſt of her Premiſes. | 
Fan. Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. 
Sir Cilb. Well! well! I will. 
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de Ladies Philoſophy. 

Soph. And now no more Sophronta, but thy Friend ; 
Be both my Name and Sex from hence forgotten. 
. $0: 4:9 i 

Let me remember till, that thou art fair; 

For were there no Temptation in thy Beauty, 

Where were the Merit ot ſuch hard Reſiſtance ? 

Indeed, my Friend, tis hard! tis hard Reſiſtance 1 
The Organs of my Sight, my Ear, my Feeling, 

As I am made of human Mold, in ſpite 
Ot me, exert their Functions, and are pleas d; 
I view thee with Delight, I hear with Tranſport, 
And thy Touch is Rapture 
Soph. How fares my Friend? 
Gran. Like the poor Wretch that parches in a Fever, 
With fatal Thirſt, yet begs for preſent Eaſe 
To drink, and die 
Soph. From whence this new Diſorder ?_ 
Gran. Tell me, Sophronia, is my Virtue blameful, 
Becauſe my Senſes act as Nature bids them? 
Am I in fault, if the ſharp Winter's Froſt 


Can chill my Limbs, or Summer's Suns will ſcorch them? 


What Matter can reſiſt the Elements? 

Rivers will freeze, and ſolid Mountains burn; 

What Bodies will not change? — Thus the tall Oak 
Though from our meaner Flames ſecure, 
Muſt that, which falls from Heaven, endure. 


Soph. Where has he learn d this Art of unoffending Flattery? 


Cran. Canſt thou reproach me then, if while thy Beauti 


With ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 
My human Hearts not Proof againſt their Power! 


Soph. Reproach thee! No; Bodies are but the Shells, 


Or Huts, that cover in the Soul, and are, 

Like other Fabricks, ſubject to Miſchance: 

The Cells of Hermits may be fir d; but none 
Reproach the Wretch, that ſuffers by the Flame 


A ſide. 


es, 


a. The REF U SAL] or, 
ran. O Sophronia ! canſt thou forgive me then, 
That my material Droſs thus burns before thee:? 
That my whole Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty? 
And even warms my Soul with fond Deſire? 

Like an impatient Child it languiſhes, 

And pines tor Wants unknown ; it ſighs, it pants, 

To be indulg'd upon thy friendly Boſom, 

To fold thee in my 1 fb Arms, to talk, 

And gaze, with mutual ſoft Benevolence 


Of Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleaſure. 


Sir Gilb. Adod! I believe, he's in earneſt, he makes me half 


in love to hear him. 
Soph. Is it poſſible? Can then 


Such Softneſs mingle with corporeal Paſſion? Abart. 


Gran. But while my Soul alone is ſuffer d to 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal Part from Joy; 
My poor repining Senſes murmur at 
Their Fate, and call thy Purity unjuſt, 
To ſtarve the Body, while the Mind knows Plenty; 
Vet, like a Churl, engroſſes whole the Feaſt. 
My Senſes claim a ſhare from Nature's Law; 
They think, with a more melting Softneſs, they 
Could love, and even inform the Soul with Rapture. 
Sir Cilb. Ay; now! we begin to work her. 
Gran. Conſider them, as part of me, thy Friend, 
Thy Friend may ſure be truſted with thy Pity! 
O! relieve them! give me ſome Sign at leaſt, 
One kind Embrace, or a chaſte Siſter's Kits, 
In certain Proof that thou art ſtill my Friend, 
That yet thou hateſt me not I ask no more. 
Soph. Pignora certa petis? do Pignora certaTimendo. 
Gran. Does then thy Fear alone refuſe me? O Sophronia. 
Why, why muſt Virtue be this Foe to Nature? 
Why ſet our Senſes, with our Souls, at variance, 
As Heaven had form'd thee fair to kill thy Friend? 
Soph. What means my throbbing; Heart? O Virtue ! now! 
Now fave me from unequal Nature's Power ! 


Now 
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Now guard me from myſelf —and hide my Shame! Kath = 
_ Gran. Muſt I then periſh? will my Friend forſake me? . 2 
Soph. O Gr 1 0 I am loſt thou haſt undone me mM 


Jam fallen, and thou wilt hate me now. 
Gran. O Sophronia ! 


Soph. ————<Lend me thy Arm, ſupport me! 
Thy melting Plaints have ſtole upon my Heart, 
And {ſoften me to Wiſhes never known before. 


” Lp 


: Gran. O the tumultuous Joy! He ſinks into his Arms. 
. Sir Gilb. Ah! dead! dead! we have her Boy we have her! 
=  CGran. See how ſhe pants! 

| How, like a wounded Dove, ſhe beats her Wings, 


And trembling hovers to her Mate for Succour ? 
O the dear Confuſion ! Awake, Sophronia ! 
Now wake to new and unconceivd Delights, 
Which faint Philoſophy could never reach, 
Which Nature gave thee Charms to taſte, and give. 
Soph. O! I could wiſh, methinks, for every Power, 
I That might have Charms, for thee: ' Thy Words, 
Fg Like Hybla Drops, diſtill upon my Senſe, 
"0 And I could hear thee talk tor eve. 
Gran. O! be but thus for ever kind, thy Eyes 
Will find new Subjects for eternal Tall, 
And ever-laſting Love: Bluſh not, my Fair, 
That thou art kind; thy Heart has only paid 
To Love, the Tribute due from Nature's whole Creation; 
For Wiſdom to his Power oppos'd, is Folly : 
Hear how the Britiſh Virgil tings his Sway; 
Thus every Creature, and of every Kind, 
The ſecret Joys of mutual Paſſion find; 
Not only Man's Imperial Race, but they 
That wing the liquid Air, or ſwim the Sea; 
Or haunt the Deſire, ruſh into the Flame; 
For Love is Lord ofAll, and is in All the ſame. 
[Ex. Gran. and Soph. 
Sir Cilb. O rare Philoſophy ! O fine Philoſophy : dainty Phi- 
lolophyi ho! - - Singing. 


Fran. 


* * y * * 
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Fan. Hah! ha! ha! that muſt be a pleaſant ſort of Philoſo- 
phy indeed, Sir, that pretends to be wiſer than Nature; Platonick 
Love is a mere Philoſopher's Stone; when different Sexes once 
come to lay their Heads together about it, the Projection's ſure to 
Sir Gilb. Fumo! ay, I warrant you. A handſome Wench, that 
| ſhuts herſelf up, two or three hours, with a young Fellow, only 
out. of Friend{hip, is making a hopeful Experiment in. Natural 
Philoſophy indeed-—Why it's juſt like ſpreading a Bag of Gun- 
powder before a great Fire, only to dry it: Ha! e 
Han. Right, Sir It puts me in mind of the Jriſſh Soldier, 
who, to ſteal Powder out of a full Barrel, cunningly bored a hole 
in it with a red-hot Poker. 1 T 
Sir Cilb. Ah! very good! ha! ha! ha! As you fay, it's hard 
lack indeed, that her Ba Touch of his Hand ſhould blow. up all 
J TT... EH EE.” 
Fran. But to do her Juſtice, Sir, ſhe was not won without a a 
good deal of Art neither: A plain Battery of Love would have 
done nothing upon her; you ſee, he was forced to ſap her with 


his Selt-Reproaches, and put it all upon the point of her Com- 
pation to his Senſes. | 8 ; 

Sir Gb. Nay, the Toad did worm her nicely, that I muſt needs 
ſay. 

. Ha! ha! ha! what a rare Welcome too this News will 
have with my Lady? bow ſhe will fume at the Diſappointment? 

Sir Cilb. Nay, I have nothing to do with that, you know; this 

was none of my doing: let every Tub ſtand upon its own Bot- 
tom; I ſhall e en- leave her Ladyſhip to his Management: AlL I 
can promiſe him, is, not to hinder the Matter. 
Fran. That's all he will deſire, I dare ſay, Sir: be you but as 
paſſive in his Affair as mine, I'll warrant we will find Courage e- 
nough between us to maintain our Pretenſions. 
Sir Cilb. Ay! there you are right again: ſtick to your Stuff, 
Boys; and if I don't ſtand by you, may I be Cock of the hen- 
peck'd Corporation as long as I live. 


Enter 


/ we 4 oh. Bb 


Enter 4 Servant. 
Ser. Sit, here's Mr. Delay the Lawyer. 
Sir Gil. Odfo! thats well! Now Mr. Frankly— 
Fan. I believe, Sir, you had beſt keep him out of my Lady's 
fight, till Matters are ripe for Execution. 


Sir Gill. You are right, you are right——fay no more, I'll do 
it. 1 7 | | - . [Ex. SiG. 
. Fran. So thus far we ſtand fair; we have nothing 1. to com- 
bat but my Lady; and Cranger's Succeſs with Sophronia, at this 
time, will naturally ſtrengthen our Alliance againſt her: As for 
my Friend Withng, his own Aſſurance and Vanity will partly do 
his Buſineſs —— But however, in the mean while, it will not be 
amiſs to keep him warm and ripe for our Deſign——4 Propos ! 
here he comes. _ 4 1 1 


e Enter Witling. | 
Mit. Ha! ha! ha! Dear Tom! I am glad I have found thee, 
Faith! I have a Favour to beg of thee. 5 
Fran. Why then, I am I you have found me too —becauſe, 
I believe, I ſhall not grant it. y 1585 
* Mit. Ha! ha! what crabb'd ſtill, my Dear! but I come to thee 
= from a fair Lady, Child, and tis for her ſake I am going to be 
7 obliged to thee. 5 5 5 5 
Fran. I am glad of that too: A Woman of Senſe, I warrant 
her, by her ſending thee on a Fool's Erranßc. 
Wit. Ay, but my Dear! the Errand happens to be hers now; 
and fo thou haſt civilly put the Fool upon the Woman of Senle : 
Good again! one of thy old Blunders, Tom for, I think thou haſt 
but curſed Luck in making uy way to the Women. | 


Fran. When you tell me the Lady you come from, I ſhall be 
better able ro gueſs, whether ſhe takes me or you for a Fool. 
Mi. Suppoſe then it were from a Lady, Tom, that deſigns to 
take either you or me for a Husband ? What doſt thou think of 
my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy ? 1 

1 Fran. Why, if ſhe takes thee for a Husband, I ſhall think her a 
J Fool; and if I ſhould take thee for a Wit, ſhe would think me a 
q Vo I. II. e Fool: 


Fool: But by her ſending thee to ask a Favour of me, it's a ſigr 


the thinks thee a Fo. 


M. Ha! ha! a very. pretty patcel of croſs Purpoſes! of Fool 

and Wit, and Wit and Fool ; and ſhe and thee; and me! What! 
art thou playing at Huſtle- cap with thy Words, Child? Thou doſt 
not expect I ſhould take all this Jingle Jumble for Wit, doſt thou? 


AG N N 
Mi. Why, poor Soul, ſhe defired me to come to you, and— 
Fran. And leave her to better Company, aaa 


* 7 , 


Wit. Look you, Tom, I know Loſers ought to have leave to 
ſpeak, and therefore, at preſent, you ſhall have all the Wit to 
yourſelf, my Dear: but dont be uneaſy at my Happineſs, dear 
Tom; tor to tell you the truth, the Creature is ſo curſed fond of 


me, that ſhe begins to grow troubleſome already. Ha! ha! ha 


to me? 


Fan. Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and give her up 


Mit. No, no; I muſt not break the poor Fool's Heart neither: 


for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible taking about me. 
Fran. How lo, Sir? 


Wit. Why ſhe faid, juſt now, ſhe was afraid to marry me fo ſoon 


as ro-night, upon thy account. 


Fran. Good then there may be hopes ſhe will not marry thee, 


upon any account. 


Mit. No, don't flatter thyſelf neither, my dear Tommy ; for her 


Concern at the bottom was all, upon my account. 
Fran. How does that 1 7 
Mit. Why you know, 


ſome way or other he got in with my Father: ſo ] durſt not whol- 
1 diſcourage his Addreſſes. Now Farkly's of a ſurly Temper, 
ays ſhe; and, it I ſhould marry you in ra Heat of his Diſap- 
pointment, he may ſay or do ſome raſh thing upon't: And I know, 
fays ſhe, Mr. Mitling, you are violent in your Nature too; and it 

: ; ns Matters 


8 


Mi. With all my heart: Come, come, it ſhall be Wit then; 1 
will miſtake it for once But to Buſineſs -—— The fair Lady, my 


ays ſhe, after all, poor Frankly has ſome 
ſort of Pretenſions to me: I don't know how it was, ſays ſhe ; but 
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you, ſays ſhe, go to him from me, 
End ot the Buſineſs; and the Moment poor Frankly's made eaſy, 


fays ſhe, III marry you, the next Hour, without any Reſerve in the 
whole World. | NTT 2 


burſt my RI 


— 
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Al ſhould-be the miſerableſt Creature alive 


and try to make an amicable 


Fran. Why then, without any Reſerve in the whole World, 


pray tell the Lady, that ſhe may depend upon it I am certainly 
ealy——becauſe I am ſure ſhe impoſes upon ou. 
Wit. Impole upon me, Child! ha! ha! thats pleaſant enough, 


ha! ha 


Fran. That is, ſhe lets you impoſe upon yourſelf, which is the 
fame * | E 1 
Wit. That may be, Tom; but the Devil take me if I can find 


it out: But however, I am mighty glad you do, becauſe then I am 


ſure, as long as you are ealy, you can't take it ill, if I ſhould 
bs with ny at your Fancy. ; 
Fran. O! not in the leaſt! and to increaſe your Mirth, Sir, I 


will be farther bold to tell you, ſhe has as hearty a Contempt for 


you, if poſſible, as I have. 
Mit. Good again: Ha! ha! ha! 3 
Fan. Thou art a thing fo below all human Conſideration, thou 


haſt nor wherewithal to give a Hpaniard Jealouſy. - 


Wit. Ah! poor Tom, it thou didſt but know all now! Ha! ha! 
Fran. But to think thyſelf agreeable to her, thou muſt have 


the Impudence of a French Harlequin. 


7 


Mit. Ah! dear Tow, thou charm'ſt me ! for ſince I find thou 
art not, in the leaſt, uneaſy at her Engagement with me, to tell 
thee the truth, I have nothing elſe at preſent that can poſſibly 


retard my Happiness. 


Fran. Why then, Sir, be as happy as you deſerve; and pray let 
the Lady know, as to any Fayour the deſigns you, I am in perfect 
Peace of Mind and Tranquillity. FO 

Mit. And you really give me leave to tell her {of 

Fran. Tell her, I am more ealy than ſhe herſelf will be, when 
ihe has married you. 
M m m2 


— BE 
Matters ſhould riſe to a Quarrel, nobody knows where the Mis. 
chief may end; the World would certainly lay it all at my door 


— therefore I beg 
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Mit. Why then periſh me, if thou art not one of the beſt-bred 
Rivals in the whole World! ha! ha! And here ſhe comes, Faith, 
to thank thee for her part of the Conſolation, Ha! ha 

Fran. Ha! ha N | 


5 Enter Charlotte. 8 
Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuch good Hu- 


mour. | 5 N 
Wit. O! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: I have 


obey'd your Commands, and here's honeſt Tom is ſo far from be- 


it will ever come to any thing. 


o 


if he is not uneaſy upon your -account, that's all I pretend to de- 

fire of him. N | 5 

Mit. No, no, honeſt Tom will give us no trouble, _—_ 
S 


Fran. Not I, upon my Honour, Madam; for thou 


leaſt Reſentment. 


Wit. Look you there, Madam! You fee your Fears are all over; 
I don't find we have any thing to do now, but to ſend for the- 


* 


Parſon. 

Char. Ay, but I don't well underſtand him; for he ſeems to 
be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my Inclination : and that I 
can ſcarce think poſſible. Os 

Fran. You may, upon my Soul, Madam; for I have ſo juſt a 
Senſe of both, that if it had not been in regard to your Father's 
Contract, I am convinced you would never have endured the fight 
of him. 

Mit. Ah! poor Tom] he has much ado to ſmother it. Apart. 

Char. Very pretty eau think that my admitting his Addreſ- 

fes is meer Grimace, an 


only to deceive Mr. Mitling. 


Fran. Alas! you need not do that, Madam; he takes ſo much 


to deceive himſelf, he really gives you no trouble about it. 
Mi. You ſee, Child, we may put any thing upon him. : 
Char. 


ing uneaſy at our Marriage, that I-gad I cant get him to believe 


Char. O! as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he pleaſes ; but 


1 might be 
provoked to cut any other Man's Throat, that ſhould pretend to 
you; yet the Value I have for Mr. Witling, ſecures him from my 


that I am all this while taking pains 
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Char. Right! you take it as I could wiſh! Let me alone witli 
him. And fo, Sir, you really expect I ſhould be pleas'd with 


your having this free Opinion of my Conduct? «© 
Tran. I muſt be pleaſed with every thing you undertake in my 
Favour, Madam. N TEN 


Wit. How vain the Rogue is too ? To. [Afode. 
Char. I am amaz'd! but how naturally a Coxcomb ſhews him- 
ſelf. | Fes Ok . [ Ape. 


Mit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam: Ha! ha! 


I-gad ſhe plays him nicely off. Ille. 
Char. After this, one ſhould wonder at nothing! Nay, there 
are ſome Fools, I ſee, whoſe Vanity is ſo far from G's d 


that they become diverting even to a Rival. 

Fran. Mr. Mitling is always entertaining, Madam. 

Wit. Hal - Prodigious ! I-gad. he thinks you mean me all this 
while. Ha! ha! ha! [Abart 


Char. Well, ſure there never was ſo bright a Coxcomb ! ¶ Apart. 
Mit. T-gad Tl humour him: Ha! ha _ 


Char. By all means, you will make him ſhine to a Miracle. Apart. 
Wit. Why then periſh me, Tom, if ever J was ſo well diverted at 

a French Comedy. | [ Shakes his Hand. 
Fran. That may very well be, Sir; for Fools are apt to be fond 
of their own Parts. 7 Re [ Shakes Wuling's Hand. 
Char. Ha! ha 5 
Mit. Ay! ſo they are, the Devil take me; for, I ſee, there's no 
beating thee out of thine. „ | 
Han. How ſhould I be out, when you play all the Scene yourſelf? 


Mit. No, no, Tom, I only laugh all; but'tis your Part that makes 


me, Child. 


Fran. Right! if you did not laugh, where the Devil ſhould the 


eſt be 7 N 4 i 
; Mit. Why then, you lee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Tom. Ha! ha! 
Fran. Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I never ſaw him bet- 
ter acted. © OW : 
Mit. Ah! but you don't know, my Dear, that to make a Cox- 


comb ſhine, requires a little more. Wit than thou art aware 5 


„ 


—— 
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Fan. I know that he, who has leaſt Wit of us too, has e enoug 
to do that, my Dear. 
Mit. Ay! that is when 4 hows hicaſelf, Tom. 
Fran. Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up to thee. 


Mit. Hah ! ha! ha! an dear Rogue, 1 muſt kiſs. these. 
Ones. Ha ! ha] ha! 


Enter Lach Wrangle = Charlotte. 


I. V. Your Servant, ; your Servant, good People : Whence all 
this migh ry Mirth, pray? 

Mit. O! Nd here has been Gali a Scene! fuch Hit ib 
| Daſh upon one another; in ſhorr, ſuch Brightneſs o both ſides, 
the Full Moon, in a froſty Night, never came up to it. 

Char. I muſt needs tay, I never ſaw Mr. Mitling ſhine ſo before. 
Fran. No, Madam ! why he always talks like a Lunatick, as 
you now may judge by by Similies. 


Wit. Ah! poor 27 om thy Wit indeed is, like the Light of the 


Moon, none of thy own : It I don't miſtake, my Dear, J was 
forced to. ſhine upon. thee, before thou wert able to make one 
Reflection. 

Fran. There you are once in the right ; for 1 certainly could 
not have laughd, it you had not given me a hearty Occaſion. 


Mit. Ay, but the Cream of the Jeſt is, Tom, that at the ſame , 


time I really gave thee no Occaſion at all. 


Fran. Right again, my Dear; for your not knowing that, is the 
only Jeſt that's worth laughing ar. 


Both. Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Wr. This muſt be ſome extraordinary Miſtake ke: 


I have no Notion that Mr. Frankly and you can have ng to 
laugh upon the ſame Occaſion. 


Mit. Why, Faith! the Occaſion is a little extraordinary; for 


| you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and 1 here, : are — 
going to be married to this Lady. 
L. Wr. Both 


Mit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not been able to 
convince us, that either of us muſt go without her. 
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I. M.. That's fo like Mr. Franklys Vanity, that can't think his 
Miſtreſs loſt, tho he ſees her juſt falling into the Arms of his 
—_.. 5 [A 

Fran. My Vanity and yours, Madam, are much upon a foot; 
tho I think you happen'd to be firſt cured of it. 

L. Vr. What do you mean, Sir? e . 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I was never in love 
with your Ladyſhip. F 

L. Nr. J am convinced, chat a very little trouble would have 
made you ſo. 3 5858 F 

Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than it coſt me, to 

make you believe ſo. 46 

L. Mr. It you have ſtill Hopes of marrying Charlotte, Sir, 1 
don't wonder at your believing any thing, Ha! ha! ha 

Fran. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 

L. Wr. I need not tay for that, your Hope is ridiculous enough ; - 
and I laugh, becauſe you can't ſee. 5 

Fran. Jes, yes, I can ſee, Madam; I have ſeen all this day 
what tis you drive at: In ſhort, Madam, you have no mind that 
either of Sir Gilbert's Daughters ſhould marry; becauſe if they 
die Maids, you have ſecured the Chance of ſucceeding to their 
Fortunes. | 

L. Mr. Ay, do make the World believe that, if you can: Per- 
ſuade Mr. Mitling, that I have no mind Charlotte ſhould marry him. 

Fran. What Mr. Witling thinks, is out of the queſtion, Madam; 
but you are ſure that ſhe never deſigns ro marry him: fo that your 
ſetting up his Pretenſions is not with the leaſt View of doing him 
good, bur of doing me harm; or rather, that while you manage 
the Diſpute well on both ſides, neither of us may have her. 

L. Mr. He has gueſsd the Secret; but that ſhall not hinder my 
Proceeding. You are in the right to hope as long as you can, Sir; 
but I preſume you dont do it from my Friendſhip, nor Mr. Wran- 
zle's Conſent, or Charlotte's Inclination. FS . 

Fran. Be it what it will, Madam, it has a better Foundation, than [7 
your Hope of ſucceeding either to her's or Sophronia's Fortune: _ 

1 For ſhall I tell you another Secret, Madam? Sophropia is. going 

1 N to 


+ 
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to be married to Cranger; ſo that you are equally like to be dif- 
appointed there too. n ee 
L. Mr. Sophronia married! 555 
Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Madam; wedded, bedded, 
made a mere Wife of; tis not half an hour ago ſince I ſaw her 
ſink, and melt into his Boſom with all the yielding Fondneſs of a 


Milk-maid. L's, | 
L. L. Vi. Sophronia do this? 5 
Fran. Sophronia, Madam; nay, Sir Gilbert was, at the ſame time, 
a ſecret Witneſs of all; and was glad, glad of ir, Madam; and, 
to my certain knowledge, reſolves that Granger ſhall marry her in- 
ſtantly: And ſo, Madam, all that fantaſtick Fort-Philoſophy, that 
you have been building in her Brains for ſeven Tears together, is 
(with one honeſt Artack of .mere Fleſh and Blood) fairly demo- 
liſh'd and brought to nothing. ny 
L. Wr. Ill not believe it, I know your Ears deceiv'd you; he 
might, perhaps, tranſport her, but never to a ſenſual Thought. 
Fran. Oons ! Madam, I tell you, I heard, and faw it all my- 
ſelf ; ſaw her ſighing, bluſhing, panting in his Arms, with mor- 
tal, ſenſual, amorous Deſire : All her romantick Pride reduc'd, 
and humbled to the Obedience of that univerſal Monarch of il 
Mankind, Love, Madam; plain, naked, natural Love, Love, 
Madam. 5 = 
L. W. I am confounded ! if this be true, his Triumph is in- 
ſupportable. [ Aſide.] Ha ! what do I ee ! 


Enter Granger, leading Sophronia. 

Fran. Dear Granger ! I congratulate thy Happineſs! 
Gran. My Happineſs indeed! for, till I was victorious, I knew 
not halt the Value of my Conqueſt. 
Fran. [To Soph.] Give me then leave to hope, Madam, that 
our former Difference is forgot; ſince the more elevated Paſſion 

of my Friend, has now conyinc'd me of my own Unvorth ineſs. 
Soph. I cannot diſavow my tendeteſt Senſe of Granger's Merit, 
give it what name you pleaſe ; I own tis ſomething—— Q #04 ne- 
queo dicere, & ſentio tantum : But am till proud to boaſt, that 
Love alone, unaſſiſted by Philoſophy, could never have ſubdu d 75 
L. Mi. 
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IL. V. Is it poſſible! JJ 
By your leave, Madam. [She breaks thro the Company, and 
Tb as ge: d VICE 907 y 

Fran. Heyday | what's to do now? _ e 
: Gray. O Frankly ! J have ſuch a melting Scene to tell} 
thee | 2 | 
Fran. You may ſpare yourſelf the Trouble; Sir Gilbert | 
and I overheard every word of it —But I allow you  Aſede. 
an Artiſt. ; e 
Gran. Was not it very whimſical ? 
„ ä 3 
L. Hr. [To Soph. ] Look in my Face full upon me. 
Soph. Why that ſevere Look, Madam? 

L. Vr. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtacy. 
Soph. Converts to Truth are no Apoſtates, Madam. | 


L. Wr. Is this your Self. Denial? This your Diſtaſte of odious 


S EL . 
Soph. Madam, I have conſiderd well my Female State, and 
am now a Proſelyte to that Philoſophy, which lays——— Nature 


makes nought in vain. 585 A | 

L. Wr. What's then become of your Platonick Syſtem ? 

Soph. Diſſolv'd, evaporated, impracticable, and fallacious 
all: Youll own J have labour d in the Experiment, but found at 
laſt, that to try Gold in a Crucible of Virgin-Wax, was a. meer 
Female Folly. ; 

L. Wr. But how durſt you, Madam, entertain a Thought of 
Marriage without acquainting me? # 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this Gentleman's Protection; 
and, trom henceforth, think my Actions only cognizable to him. 

L. Mr. Very fine! | 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, 'tis but fretting your Spleen to no pur- 


poſe ; you have no Right to diſpoſe of either of thoſe Ladies: 


Sir Gilbert's Conſent is what we depend upon; and as far as that 


can go, we ſhall make bold ro inſiſt upon them both, Madam; 


and ſo you may as well put your Paſſion in your Pocket, Madam. 


Vor. = — 7 L. Wr. 
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L. Wr. Inſupportable | allt in Amper. EE 
Mit. Ha ! ha! well faid, Tommy ! What art thou crack brand 

ſtill, my Dear? How che Devil didſt thou come by. Sir Gill's 

Conſent ? What! he has nor mortgag d it twice over, has he? 


but if he has, with all my Heart. I fancy we ſhall find a way to 
make his firſt Deed ſtand good however; and that, I am ure, I 


have here ſafe in my Pocket, Child. 
Fran. O! that ſhall be ery'd preſently, Sie; ; and here he comes 
with the Lawyer for the purpoſe. | 
Enter Sir Gilbert, oth a Lacher. , 
L. Vr. Mr. Mrangle, what do you mean by this vgs? > How 


dare you affront me thus! 

Sir Gilb. I affront you! my Lady. 

L. Mr. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe ann here, to inſult me 
4 in my own Family. 
Sir Gilb. Frankly ——ſtand by me. 
| Gran. Royſters ! Madam. | 

I. Vr. Sir, I am not ſpeaking to you fay, Mr. angle 

| how dare you do this ? 
BY Sir Gilb. Do, Madam ! I don't do any thing, not I; if the 
Gentlemen have done any harm, you had beſt Talk to them ; I 
believe they haye both Tongues in their Heads, and will be able 
to anſwer you. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, if you have receiv d any Injury from 
either of us, we are the proper Perſons to talk with you. 

L. Vr. What! will you ſtand by, and tamely ſee me abus'd j in 
my own Houle 


Sir Cill. Odzines, 8 don't abuſe yourſelf; the Gentle- 


men are civil Gentlemen, and Men of Honour; but if you don't 
= know how to. behave yourlelt to them, that's none of their Fault. 
I. Wr. Prodigious ! behave myſelf: do you preſume to teach 
| me, you rude illiterate Monſter! 
 ® Sir Cill. Hold her faſt, pray, Gentlemen. 
=® Ceran. Interpoſi ing.] Come, come, be compoſed, Mans con- 1 
| fider how theſe violent Emotions diſhonour your Philoſophy. = 
[ Gir J 


1 
- 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 49 


Sir Cilb. Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher, now let's ſee 
a Sample of it. "OY. . 

L. Mr. Yes, Sir, Ill give you one Inſtance of it immediately; 
before you ſtir out of this Room, I'll make you do Juſtice to this 
Gentleman, I'Il make you keep your Contract, Sir. | 

Sir Cilb. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion about 
that; I don't deſign any other, TIl do him Juſtice immediately. 
I. M. O: will you ſo ?—come then, where's the Deed, 


Sir? 8 
Wit. A hum ! your humble Servant! how doeſt thou do now, 
my little Tommy ? | 


Fran. III tell you preſently, Sir. | 

Mit. Ha! ha ! I- gad thou art reſolvd. to die hard, I find. 

Lato). Here, Madam, this is the Deed ; there is nothing want- 
ing but the Blanks to be filled up with the Bridegroom's Name : 


Pray which is the Gentleman ? 


L. W.. Here, Sir, this is he put in William Withng Eſq; 
Sir Gilb. Hold, Madam, two words to that Bargain, that is not 


the Gentleman I have reſolv'd upon. | 


L. Nr. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle, don't be a Fool, I ſay. 

Sir Cilb. And pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be wiſer 
than I am. : | 

L. Vi. What ſtupid Fetch have you got in your Head, now * 

Mit. Heyday ! what time of the Moon is this? Why have not 
your Contract here in my Hand, Sir Cilbert? 


Sir Gilb. With all my Heart, make your beſt ont; Ill pay the 


Penalty, and what have you to ſay now ? And ſo, Sir, [To the 
Lawyer] I fay put me in Thomas Frankly Eſq; 


L. Wr. Mr. Wrangle ! don't provoke me! do you know that 
the Penalty of your refuſing Mr. Withng, is aboye Six and Twen- 


ty Thouſand Pound Difference, Sir? 
Sir Cilb. Yes, Madam: But to let you ſee, that I am not the 
Fool you take me for neither; there's that will ſecure me againſt 


paying a Farthing of ir. 
e a a2 [Sir Gilb. ſhews a Bond. 
Nn n 2 L. Wr. 
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IL. V. What do you mean?: 8 
Sir Cilb. Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond from Mr. 
Granger and Frankly, to indemnify me from all Demands, 
Coſts, and Conſequences of Mr. Mitling's Contract. 
pie [L. Wran. peruſes the Bond. 
Char. Now, Mr. Witling, you ſee upon what a ſhallow Foun- 
dation ' Frankly built all his Vanity and Aſſurance —— Bur, 
poor Man! he did not conſider it was ſtill in my power 
ro marry you, tho' you had no Contract at all with my 


Father. 


Mit. Right, my pretty Soul! I ſuppoſe. he thought the 
Merit, and frank Air of this Bond, forſooth, would have 
made you cockſure to him; but III let him fee preſent- 
ly thay I know how to pay a handſome Compliment to 
a fair Lady, as well as himſelf: I-gad, I'll bite his Head 
a :; 5 7 

Char. Ay do, Mr. Mitling, you touch my Heart with the very 
Thought of it. "lf Ds 

Wit. Ah! you charming Devil! 

L. Mr. [To Sir Gilb.] Is this then your Expedient? Is this your 
ſordid way of evading all Right and Juſtice ? Go! you vile Scan- 
dal to the Board you fit at; but you ſhall find that I have a ſupe- 
rior Senſe of Honour. And thus! thus! thus! III force you to 
be:qgaft 3 W Tears the Bond. 

Fran. Confuſion | 8 

Sir Cilb. Oons! Madam! what do you mean by this Outrage? 

L. Vr. Now where's your Security? Where is your vile Evaſion 


now, Sir; what Trick? what Shift have you now to ſave you? 


Sir Cilb. Frankly——- ſtand by me. 
Fran. Was ever ſuch a Devil? 
Gran. Fear nothing III warrant you Come, Sir, dont 
be diſhearten'd, your Security ſhall be renew'd to your Content: 
Let che Lawyer draw it up this inftant, and I give my word of 
Honour to ſign it over again before all this Company. 
Su G1lb. Sayſt thou ſo, my Lad, why then, odſheartlikins—— 
Frankly ſtand by me. 
Fran. 


now I am ſecure of the Lady's Inclination, I thin 
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Fran. Generous Cranger! FVVUVUHÄWM/M Es 

L. Vi. Let the Lawyer draw up any ſuch thing in my Houſe, 
if he dares. 4 5 oy} 


Gran. Nay then, Madam, T'll ſee who dares moleſt him. 
28 I- gad, whoever does, ſhall have more than one to deal 
with. _ Bag: 
Sir Gilb. Well faid, ſtand your Ground -—write away, Man. 
i y As Io the Lawyer. 
Char. Now, Mr. Witling ! . 
Wit. Nay, nay, if that's your Play, Gentlemen come, come, 
III ſhew you a ſhorter way to make an end of this. matter 
and to let you ſee that you are all in the wrong Box, and that 
g it a Piſnonour 
to her Beauty, to make uſe of any other Advantage, than the 
naked Merit of her humble Servant. There, Sir Cilbert, there's - 
your Contract back again, tear it, cancel it, or light your Pipe 
with it— And now, Madam [To. Charl. . 
Char. Ay now, Mr. Witling, you have made me. the © happieſt 


Creature living! And now Mr. Lawyer —— 


Mit. Ay now, Gentlemen — 

Char. Put in Thomas Frankly Eſq: 

Mit. Fire and Brimſtone! 

Fran. Ay now Mr. Withng — 

Sir Cilb. Odſheart! in with him 

L. Vr. Come, come, Mr. Wrangle —- 

Sir Cilb. Oons! Wite, be quiet 
L. Wr. Wife ! what am I abus d! inſulted then 


Sir Gilb, Ah Charlotte] let me hug thee! and buſs thee! and 


bleſs thee to death! But here, Huſſy! here's a Pair of Lips that 


will make better Work with thee ! 

Wit. Bit, by the Powers ! 
Char. Nay don't ſay that of me, Mr. Withng ; 'twas even all 
your own doing: for you can't reproach me with having once 


told you I ever loyed, or liked you: How then could you think 


of marrying me? 


Mit. 
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Wit. Not reproach you, Madam! Oons and Death! Did not 


you as good as . 


Fran. Hold, Sir, when you ſpeak to my Wite, I muſt beg you 


to ſoften the Tone of your Voice a little | 
Mit. Heyday ! what a Pox muſt not Loſers have leave to ſpeak 
neither? — 8 > my 
Han. No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no Loſer at all; for you 
have made your Call, you ſee: and now have fairly had your 
Refuſal too. | 5 „ 
Mi.. Ha! ha! that's pleaſantly ſaid however, I-gad! I can't 
help laughing at a good thing thou gh, tho' I am half ready to 


hang myſelf. 


Fran. Nay then, IWitling, henceforth T11 allow thee a Man of 


Parts, tho at the ſame time you muſt grant me, there are no Fools 
like your Wits : But ſince thou haſt Wit enough to laugh at thy- 


{elf, I think nobody elſe ought to do it. 


* 


Mit. Why then, dear Tom, I give thee Joy; for, to ſay the Truth, 
I believe I was a little .overhaſty in this matter: But, as thou 


tayſt, he that has not Wit enough to find himſelf ſometimes a 
Fool, is in danger of being Fool enough, to have nobody think 
him a Wit but himſelf. bo 


Fran. [To L. Wr.] And now, Madam, were it but poſſible to 


deſerve your Pardon. | 

L. Mr. I ſee you know my Weakneſs Submiſſion muſt 
prevail upon a generous Nature ] forgive you. 

Sir Gilb. Why, that's well ſaid of all ſides: And now you are 
part of my Family, Gentlemen, III tell you a Secret that con- 
cerns your Fortunes Hark you in one word — fell 
{ell out as faſt as you can: for (among Friends) the Game's up 
- ask no Queſtions but, I tell you, the Jeſt is over — 
but Money down ! (d'ye obſerve me) Money down! don't med- 
dle for Time: for the Time's a coming, when thoſe that buy 
will not be able to pay; and ſo the Devil take the hindmoſt, 
and Heaven bleſs you all together. 


1 


ran. And now, 
Land of Love. 


Sop 


1 
IP 
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h. In vain againſt the Force of Nature's Law, 


Would rigid Morals keep our Hearts in awe ; 


All our loft Labours of the Brain but prove, 
In Life, there's no Philoſophy like Love. 


"om. 
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Sophronia, ſet we forward to the promis 
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